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[Some  copies  are  dated  1692  ;  but  there  was  only  a 
single  edition.  Of  the  original  text,  as  written  in  1568, 
there  is  no  printed  copy ;  but  MSS.  of  it  are  in  MS. 
Lansdowne  786,  and  Hargrave  MS.  205,  neither  of 
which  appears  to  present  any  evidence  of  identity  with 
the  copy  mentioned  by  Isaac  Reed  below  as  then  in 
private  hands.  Both  these  MSS.  have  new  been  col- 
lated with  the  text  of  1591,  and  the  conclusion  must 
be,  that  Wilmot,  though  he  unquestionably  revived, 
did  not  do  so  much,  as  he  might  wish  to  have  it  inferred, 
in  polishing  the  play.  The  production  was  formed  on  a 
classical  model,  and  bears  marks  of  resemblance  in  tone 
and  style  to  the  "  Jocasta"  of  Euripides,  as  paraphrased 
by  Gascoigne  in  1566.  The  Lansdowne  MS.  of  **  Tan- 
cred and  Gismunda"  was  written  about  1568-70,  while 
the  Hargrave  is  much  more  modern.] 
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It  ftppcan  from  Willinm  WebWs  Epistle  prefixed  to 
thisi»iece,  that  afltriU  first  eshiUtiou  it  was  laiU  twide, 
^  distAHce  of  time  woa  Dew-written  by  R, 
AVilinot  The  reftiler,  therefore,  msy  not  bo  ilispleased 
with  a  gpeciiaen  of  il  in  its  original  dress.  It  ie  liere 
giTCD  from  the  fiagiueiit  of  au  ancient  MS.  takcu  oat 
of  &  chest  of  papers  formerly  belonging  to  Mr  Powell, 
father-in  law  to  the  author  of  "  Faradiae  Lost,"  at  Forest 
Hill,  about  four  miles  from  Oxford,  where  in  all  proba- 
bility some  curiosities  of  the  same  kind  may  remain, 
the  contents  of  these  chests  (for  I  thtuk  there  are  more 
than  one)  hafing  never  yet  been  properly  examined. 
The  following  extract  is  from  the  conclusion  of  the 
piece. — llitd.  [Beed's  exiriiut  has  1>ecn  collated  with 
llie  two  MS8.  before-mentioned  ;  where  the  Powell  MS. 
may  now  lie,  the  editor  cannot  say.  The  differences, 
on  the  whole,  are  not  material ;  but  the  Lansdowne 
US.  786  hna  supplied  a  few  superioT  readings  and 
corrections.) 


IMTRODUOTION. 

Hut  in  thy  lireat  if  ear  spirk  remains 

Of  thj  dere  loye.     If  ever  yot  1  coulde 

So  mouhe  of  Ibee  Jeserve,  or  at  llie  iejwt 

If  witb  my  lul  desire  I  may  oblaine 

Thig  at  Iby  handea,  geve  me  tbia  one  requeal 

And  tet  me  not  spend  my  lust  brestb  in  Taias. 

Mj  life  desire  I  aot.  whicb  neither  is 

In  tbee  to  gere  nor  in  my  aelE  to  nve, 

Altboughe  I  wolde,     Nor  yet  I  aekc  not  tbia 

Aa  mercye  for  tnyne  Gcle  in  ought  to  crave. 

Whom  I  to  well  do  knowe  howe  thoa  bast  slajen. 

No,  no,  falber,  [by  bard  anil  cruell  wrongo 

Wilb  padcnce  an  1  may  I  «i)l  austaina 

In  noefull  life  whicb  now  sball  not  be  longe. 

Hut  tbia  one  suite,  father,  if  unto  me 

Tbou  gmunt,  though  1  cannot  the  name  rcacquitc 

Th'  iinmortall  goddes  sball  reader  nu;;)  thee 

Thy  due  reward  and  largely  guerdon  il, 

That  ains  it  pleased  tbee  not  thiia  eecretly 

I  might  enjoy  my  love,  hia  corps  and  myne 

tlay  nathclesss  together  graved  be 

And  in  one  tombs  our  boilJca  both  to  shrine 

Wilb  nbieb  this  small  request  eke  do  1  praie 

That  on  tbe  same  grareii  in  braaae  tbou  place 

Tbia  Koefull  epitapbe  whicb  1  shall  save, 

That  all  lovers  may  rue  this  mornefull  caec ; 

Ijoe  here  wilbin  one  lombe  where  harbor  twaine 

Oismonda  Queue  and  Conntie  Pallurine  I 

Sbe  loved  bim,  be  for  ber  love  was  alsyen, 

For  whoel  revenge  eke  lyea  she  here  in  ehrine. 

[GisMUSDA  dietl 
Tahcobd.  O  l^e  alas,  nowe  do  tbe  eruell  painea 
Of  cursed  death  my  dere  daughter  bereave. 
Alas  wbie  bide  1  here?  tbe  sigbt construines 
He  woeful)  man  tbia  wocfull  place  to  iesue. 
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El'lI-OOUS. 


U  now  p«rh»pp«  ye  either  toko  to  «ee 
Th'  uabappic  lavera,  or  tbe  cruell  eire 
Here  to  be  burieJ  ■«  Gttcs  their  degree 
Or  te  tba  dyeng  Udle  did  require 
Or  u  the  rutbefull  Icinge  in  deeps  deepaire 
Behighl  of  late  [who  nowe  hiroaclf  huth  slayen) 
Or  if  pcruhRunae  you  stand  ia  doutfull  fere 
Sithe  mad  Megera  ta  not  returnde  apuine 
Leaat  wandring  in  tbe  world  nhe  ao  tieatowG 
Tbe  snakes  that  cmll  about  ber  furious  fxci: 
Aa  Ihej  Djaj' nuK  new  ru thee,  nowkindcsof  woe 
Bothe  BO  and  there,  and  aucb  bb  jou  percaee 
Wold  be  full  lotbe  ho  great  ao  nerc  to  see 
1  ant  come  forth  to  do  you  all  t«  wete 
Through  grefe  wherin  tbe  lordee  of  Salcrac  be 
Tbe  buriall  pompe  in  not  prepared  yet : 
And  for  tbe  furic,  you  shntl  onderttand 
That  neither  doetb  tbe  iitle  grualeat  god 
Finde  such  rebelling  here  in  Brituin  land 
Against  his  rojati  power  aa  aakcth  rod 
Of  ruth  from  bell  to  wrcke  bis  nainea  deeaie 
Nor  riuto  hearelh  English  ghoatea  complainc 
Onr  damea  diateyned  lyvea.     Tberforc  ye  maye 
Be  free  from  feare,  suIGceth  to  maintaino 
Tbe  rcrtues  which  we  honor  in  you  all, 
So  a«  our  Britain  ghostes  when  life  is  paat 
Maie  praiie  in  heren,  not  plaine  in  Plutoea  hall 
Our  damea,  but  hold  them  VLTtuoua  and  chsal, 
Worthie  to  live  where  furie  never  came, 
Where  love  can  see,  and  beares  no  deadly  bowe, 
Whoea  lyvea  eternall  Iromp  of  glorious  fame 
With  joytatl  loande  to  honeet  earea  ahall  blows. 

Th«  Trag«di«  of  Qismonde  of  Salerne. 
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Sdek  is  a  spwimen  of  llie  play  is  it  whb  originnlly 
acted  berore  Qaeen  EliutbetL,  at  the  Inner  Temple,  in 
tbe  year  1568.  It  was  the  production  of  lire  gentlemen, 
who  were  probably  students  of  that  society ;  and  by 
one  of  them,  Robert  Wilmot,  afterwards  much  altered 
and  published  la  tbe  year  1591.'  [Wllniot  liad  mean- 
while become  rector  of  North  Okenham,  in  EsaexJ;' 
and  in  his  Dedication  to  Uie  Societies  of  the  Inner  and 
Middle  Temples,  he  speaks  of  the  censure  which  might 
be  cast  upon  him  from  the  indecorum  of  publishing  a 
dramatic  work  arising  from  his  calLng.  When  he  died, 
or  whether  he  left  any  other  works,  are  points  equally 
UDcertain. 

"  Nearly  a  century  after  the  date  of  that  play,"  ob- 
serves Lamb,  in  his  "  Extracts  from  the  Oarriuk  Plays," 
"  Dryden  produced  his  admirable  version  of  the  suine 
elory  from  Boccaccio,     The  speech  here  extracted  (the 


'  He  U  mentioned  by  WsUbe,  in  his  "  Kscoarsc  of  Engliih 
Poclric,"  1586,  Sign.  C  4,  with  other  pools  of  that  time,  as 
Wbststone,  Hnnday,  Orange,  Knight,  mimoi,  Darrell,  F.  C. 
P.  K.,  G.  B.,  and  otliera,  vbosc  names  he  could  not  re- 
meinber. 

■  UuUti  Wilmot,  A.U.,  was  presented  to  tbe  rectory  uf 
North  Okenbnm,  in  Esui,  tbe  28th  of  November  1GS2,  by 
OabricI  Poynti:  and  to  tbe  Tican^  of  Horndon  on  the 
Hill,  in  the  same  cannty,  tbe  2d  December  1585,  by  the 
Dean  and  Cbaplor  of  S(  Penis.— Newconrt's  "  Rcpcrlorium." 
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scene  between  the  messengers  and  Gismunda)  may  be 
compared  with  the  corresponding  passage  in  the  *  Sigis- 
munda  and  Quiscardo'  with  no  disadvantage  to  the 
older  performance.  It  is  quite  as  weighty,  as  pointed, 
and  as  passionate.'' 


I  ilie  Right  Woialiipful  and  Virtuous  Ladiee,  tLe 
Loily  MAiti  Peter  and  the  Lady  Anne  Gra.v,  long 
health  of  body,  with  i^uiet  of  niind,  in  the  favour 
of  God  tmd  men  for  ever. 

tt  is  most  certain  (right  virtuouB  and  woralupful]  that 
of  all  human  leominf",  poetry  (liow  contemptible  soever 
it  is  in  these  daya]  in  the  moat  niicicnt ;  oud,  in  poetry, 
there  u  no  argument  of  more  antiquity  and  elegancy 
than  is  tlie  matter  of  love  ;  for  it  seems  to  he  as  old  as 
the  world,  and  to  bear  date  from  the  first  time  that  man 
and  woman  was:  therefore  in  thia,  as  iu  the  finest  metal, 
the  Ireeli est  wits  have  in  all  ^es  ehown  their  best  work- 
manship. So  amongst  others  tliese  gentlemen,  which 
with  what  sweetness  of  voice  and  livehness  of  action 
they  then  expTeased  it,  they  which  were  of  her  Majesty's 
right  nonontable  maidens  eau  testify. 

Which  being  a  discourse  of  two  lovers,  perhaps  it 
may  seem  a  thing  neither  fit  to  be  ofiered  unto  your 
ladyihipB,  nor  worthy  me  to  busy  myself  withal :  yet 
can  I  tell  you,  madameti,  it  differcth  so  for  from  the 
ordinary  amorous  diseoursea  of  out  days,  os  the  man- 
ners of  our  time  do  from  the  modesty  and  innocency 
of  that  age. 

And  now  for  that  weary  winter  is  come  upon  us, 
which  bringeth  with  Mm  drooping  days  and  tedious 
nights,  if  it  be  true,  that  the  motions  of  our  minds  fol- 
low the  temperature  of  the  air  wherein  we  live,  then  1 
think  the  perusing  of  some  mournful  matter,  tending 
to  the  view  of  a  notable  example,  will  refresh  your  wits 
in  a  gloomy  day.  and  ease  yout  weariness  uf  the  louring 
night.  Which  if  it  please  you,  may  serve  ye  also  for  a 
■olemn  revel  against  this  festival  time,  for  Gumimd's 
bloody  shadow,  with  a  little  cost,  may  he  eutreated  in 
ho'  eelT-likc  person  to  speak  to  ye. 

Having  therefore  ii  desire  tu  lie  known  to  your  W., 
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I  devised  this  way  with  myself  to  procure  the  same, 
persuadtng  myself,  there  is  nothing  more  welcome  to 
your  wisdoms  than  the  knowledge  of  wise,  grave,  and 
worthy  matters,  tending  to  the  good  instructions  of 
youths,  of  whom  you  are  mothers. 

In  this  respect,  therefore,  I  shall  humbly  desire  ye  to 
bestow  a  favourable  countenance  upon  this  little  labour, 
which  when  ye  have  graced  it  withal,  I  must  and  will 
acknowledge  myself  greatly  indebted  unto  your  lady- 
ships in  this  behalf :  neither  shall  I  amongst  the  rest, 
that  admire  your  rare  virtues  (which  are  not  a  few  in 
Essex),  cease  to  commend  this  undeserved  gentleness. 

Thus  desiring  the  king  of  lieaven  to  increase  his 
graces  in  ye  both,  granting  that  your  ends  may  be  as 
honourable  as  your  lives  are  virtuous,  I  leave  with  a 
vain  babble  of  many  needless  words  to  trouble  you 
longer. 

Your  Worships'  most  dutiful 

and  humble  Orator, 

ROBERT  WILMOT. 


Master ILW., look  not  now  for  tlie  terms  u(  an  intreater; 
I  wiU  beg  no  longer ;  itml  fur  your  promises,  1  will 
refill  tlicra  as  bad  [)aj]neiit :  neitht^r  can  I  be  satieBeil 
with  (Uiytliiog  bnt  a  peremptory  pcrfrir 
intention  of  youie,  the  puUishinf;  I  mean  of  lljni 
paperii  [m  it  pleasetb  you  to  cull  ihein,  bat,  as  I 
tbem,  a  most  eiquisite  invention)  of  OisTOuml's  tragedy. 
Think  not  to  Bbift  me  off  with  longer  delayn,  noi  aUege 
i  eicuses  to  get  further  respite,  lest  I  aTrext  you 
wjlb  my  actum  ett,  and  commeii 
oeas  Hgaiiut  yon,  as  when  tbe  ci 
the  judges  of  courtesy,  the 
inuuodeiate  modeaty.    And  tliu 
fore :  ;oii  shall  not  be  able  to  - 

charges  growing  upon  this  action,  especially  if  the 
wonhipfnl  company  of  tlie  Inner-Temple  gentlec 
patronise  my  cause,  as  undoubtedly  they  will,  yea,  and 
rather  pleail  partially  for  nie,  than  let  my  ci 
carry,  becansc  themselves  are  parties,  The  tragedy  was 
\sj  tbem  most  pithily  framed,  and  nu  leas  cturiously  acted 
in  view  of  her  Majesty,  by  whom  it  was  then  oa  princely 
accepted,  aa  of  the  whole  honourable  audience  notably 
applauded  :  yea,  and  of  all  men  generally  desired,  as  a 
work,  either  in  staleliness  of  show,  depth  of  conceit,  or 
tme  ornaments  of  poetical  art,  inferior  to  none  of  the 
best  in  that  kind  :  no,  were  the  Roman  Seneca  the 
censurer.  The  brave  youths  lliat  then  (to  their  high 
praiw«)  so  feelingly  perfuriiied  the  & 
shortly  after  lay  up  the  hook  nnregarded,  or  perhapa  let 
it  run  abroad  (as  many  parents  do  tbeir  children  once 
past  dandling)  not  respecting  so  much  what  hard  for- 
tune might  befall  it  being  out  of  their  fingers,  as  how 
their  hernical  wits  nii;,'lit  again  be  quii'kly  conceived 
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inventioiifi  of  like  wotLliinesa,  wliereiif  tliey 
liuve  been  ever  uiicc  wonderful  fertile.  But  tbia  orphan 
of  theirs  (for  he  wanJ'rcth  aa  it  were  fatherless)  hath 
notwithstanding,  hy  the  rare  and  beautiful  perfections 
appearing  in  him,  hitherto  never  wanted  greot  favourers 
and  loving  prenervera.  Among  wlioin  I  cannot  auffl- 
ciently  commend  your  charitable  leal  and  Bcholarly 
compaaaion  towardg  him,  that  have  not  only  rescued 
and  defended  htm  from  the  devouiing  jaws  of  oblivion, 
but  vouuhsafed  also  l«  apparel  him  in  a  sew  suit  at 
yout  own  charges,  wherein  he  way  again  more  boldly 
come  abroad,  anil  by  your  permission  return  to  his  old 
porcnta,  clollied  purLaps  not  in'^cher  or  more  costly 
furniture  than  it  went  from  them,  but  in  handsomeness 
and  faahioD  more  nDswerable  to  these  limes,  wherein 
fiuhions  ore  so  often  altered.  Let  one  word  sullice  for 
yonr  encouragement  herein  ;  namely,  that  your  com- 
mendable pains  ill  disrobing  him  of  his  antic^uc  curioRity, 
and  adomijig  hira  witli  the  approved  guise  of  our  state- 
liest English  terms  (not  dimiiiisliiiig,  but  more  at!g- 
menting  his  artiftcial  colours  of  absolute  poesy,  derived 
from  his  first  parents)  cannot  but  be  grateful  to  most 
men's  appetites,  who  upon  our  esperience  we  know 
highly  to  esteem  such  lofty  measures  of  eententiouely 
composed  tragedies. 

How  much  you  aliall  make  me  and  the  rest  of  your 
private  friends  beholden  to  you,  I  list  nrit  to  discourse  : 
and  therefore  grounding  upon  these  alleged  reasons, 
that  the  BUppreeaing  of  this  tragedy,  so  worthy  for  the 
press,  were  no  other  thing  than  wilfully  to  defniud 
yourself  of  an  universal  thank,  your  friends  of  tlieir 
expectations,  and  sweet  Gismunil  of  a  famous  eternity, 
1  will  eeose  to  doubt  of  any  other  pretence  lo  cloak 
your  basil fulni'ss,  hoping  to  read  it  in  print  (whicli 
lately  lay  neglected  amongst  your  papers)  at  our  next 
n[i[H)intid  meeting. 
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I  bid  you  heartily  farewelL  From  Pyigo  in  Essex, 
August  the  eighth,  1591. 

Tuusjide  d:facultate 

GUIL.  WEBBE.1 

^  The  same  person,  who  was  the  author  of  ''A  Discourse  of 
English  Poetrie:  together  with  the  Authors  iadgment, 
touching  the  reformation  of  our  English  Verse.''  B.  L. 
4to,  1586.  [This  "Discourse"  is  reprinted  in  Haslewood's 
"Ancient  Critical  Essays/'  1811-15.] 


To  llie  Wowhiprul  uu.l  I^iirnea  Siwicly,  llie  Ubntlb- 

KKN  Students  of  tiie  Inner  Temple,  wiih  tlie  rest 

of  liis  singular  good  Friends,  the  Oenti.euen  of  tlie 

Middle  Temple,  and  to  all  other  courteous  Readerc, 

R.  W.  wistieth  increaee  of  all  Iiealtti,  wurship,  a.nd 

learning,  with  tliu  iuimortal  glory  of  the  graces 

adorning  the  same. 

Ye  may  jierceivo  (right  Worahipful)  in  iwnieing  tlio 

former  epiatJe  sent  to  me,  how  aote  I  am  l>eset  with  tliu 

importunities  of  my  frietida  to  publish  this  pamplUet : 

truly  1  am  aud  have  been  (if  there  be  in  me  any  aouud- 

netts  of  judgment)  of  tliia  opinion,  that  whatsoever  is 

committed  to  the  presa  is  commended  to  eternity,  and 

it  shall  Htaiid  a  lively  witness  with  our  conscience,  to 

our  comfort  or  confusion,  in  the  reckoning  of  that 

great  Jay. 

Advisedly,  therefore,  was  that  provei'buseil  of  our  elder 
philosophers,  Jfaiaim  a  tidiula :  withhold  thy  hand  from 
the  paper,  and  thy  papers  from  the  print  or  light  of  the 
world ;  for  a  lewd  word  escaped  is  irrevocable,  but  a 
bad  or  bnse  discourse  published  in  print  is  iTitolerable. 

Hereupon  I  have  endured  some  conflicts  between 
reason  ami  judgment,  whether  it  were  convenient  for 
the  commonwealth,  with  the  indecorum  of  my  calling 
(as  some  think  it)  that  the  memory  of  Tancrud's  tragedy 
should  ))e  again  by  my  means  revived,  whicli  the  oftener 
1  read  over,  and  the  more  I  considered  thereon,  the 
sooner  I  was  won  to  coiiiient  thereunto  :  calling  to 
mind  Aat  neither  the  thrice  reverend  and  learned  fitlher, 
M.  Beza,  was  ashamed  in  his  younger  years  to  send 
abroad,  in  his  own  name,  iiis  tragedy  of  "  Abraham,"' 
nor  tliat  rare  Scot  (the  scholar  of  our  age)  Buchanan, 
his  most  patlietical  Jephtha. 

>  [An  English  trsniUlion  VBB  published  in  1577.] 


■      15 

IiuIbliI  1  must  willingly  tonl'csa  thia  wurk  Bimple, 
and  not  worth  compimson  to  any  of  tlieire  :  for  the 
writen  of  them  were  grave  men  ;  of  this,  young  tieode : 
in  them  is  shown  the  perfection  of  their  studies  ;  in  tbiH, 
the  imperfection  of  their  wits.  Nerertheless  herein 
they  all  agree,  commending  virtue,  detesting  vice,  unil 
lively  deciphering  their  overtliruw  that  aujiprcsa  not 
thdr  imruly  iitfeotiona.  These  tilings  noted  herein,  how 
simple  soever  the  verse  be,  I  hope  the  matter  will  be 
acceptable  to  the  wise. 

Wherefore  I  am  now  bold  to  present  Oismund  to 
your  eights,  and  unto  yaui«  only,  for  tlierefnrc  have  1 
conjured  her,  by  the  love  that  hath  been  the«e  twenty- 
foor  years  betwixt  ua,  that  she  wax  not  ao  proud  of  her 
fresh  piiinting,  to  atn^le  in  her  jilumes  abroad,  but  to 
contain  herself  within  the  walls  of  your  house ;  so  am 
I  sure  she  shall  l>e  safe  from  the  Cni(iedian  tyranti  of  our 
time,  who  are  not  ashamed  to  affirm  that  there  can  no 
amorous  ]M>em  savour  of  any  sharpness  of  wit,  unless  it 
l>e  seasoned  with  scurrilous  words. 

But  leaving  them  to  their  lewdness,  I  hope  you,  and 
all  discreet  readers,  will  thankfully  receive  my  poiue, 
the  fmits  of  my  first  harvest :  the  rather,  pei'ceiving 
that  my  purpose  in  this  tragedy  teudeth  only  to  the 
exaltation  of  virtue  and  suppression  of  vice,  with  plaa- 
suie  to  profit  ami  help  all  men,  but  to  oficnd  or  hurt  no 
man.  As  for  such  as  have  neither  the  gnue,  nor  the 
good  gifl,  to  do  well  themselves,  nor  the  common 
honesty  to  speak  well  of  others,  I  ninat  (as  1  may)  hear 
and  bear  their  baitings  with  patience. 

Yours  devoted  in  his  ability, 

II.  WILMOT. 


A  PREFACE  TO  THE  QUEEN'S  MAIDENS 
OF  HONOUR.' 


1.    A   SONNET   OF  THE   QUKEN's    MAIDS. 

They  which  tofore  thought  tliat  the  heaven's  throue 
Is  placed  above  the  skies,  and  there  do  feign 
The  gods  and  all  the  h<!avealy  powers  to  reign. 
They  err,  and  but  deceive  themselves  ulone. 
Heaven  (unless  you  think  mo  be  than  one) 
Is  here  in  earth,  and  by  the  pleasant  side 
Of  famous  Thami's  at  Greenwich  court  doth  bide. 
And  na  for  other  heaven  is  there  none. 
There  are  the  goddesses  wo  honour  so  : 
There  Pallas  sits  :  there  shiueth  Vonus'  face  : 
Bright  beauty  there  posseseeth  all  the  place  : 
Virtue  and  honour  there  do  live  and  grow : 
There  reigneth  she  such  heaven  that  doth  deserve, 
Worthy  whom  so  fair  goddesses  should  serve. 

2.    ANOTHER  TO   THE   SAME. 

Flowers  of  prime,  pearls  couehed  all  in  gold, 
Light  of  our  days,  that  glads  the  fiunting  hearts 

'  (Thue  tbree  KinncU  following  occur  liotb  in  LBnadowiie 
U».  [Ui)  and  Hargnve  JAS.  (20i}.  but  the  first  wiu  not  in- 
claded  in  the  prinlcd  cop}-  of  1S91.I 
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Of  them  that  shall  your  shining  gleams  beliold, 
Sal™  of  each  sore,  recure  of  inwM>i  smarts, 
In  whom  virtue  and  beauty  striveth  so 
As  neither  yields :  l>ehoId  here,  for  your  gain, 
Gismund's  uuluckj  love,  her  fault,  her  woe. 
And  death ;  at  last  her  cruel  father  slain 
Through  Ms  mishap  ;  and  though  you  do  not  see, 
Yet  read  and  rue  their  woful  tragedy. 
So  Jove,  as  your  high  virtues  done  deserve, 
Grant  you  such  pheers-^  as  may  yonr  virtues  serve 
Witli  like  virtues ;    and  blissful  Venus  send 
Unto  your  happy  loves  an  happy  end. 

3.    ANOTHER  TO  THE   SAME. 


By  ua  pray  you  to  pity  her  annoy. 
And,  to  requite  the  same,  doth  humbly  pray, 
Heavens  to  forefend*  your  lores  from  like  decay. 
The  faithful  earl  doth  also  make  request. 
Wishing  those  worthy  knights  whom  ye  embrace. 
The  constant  truth  that  lodged  in  hia  breast. 
His  hearty  love,  not  his  unhappy  case. 
Befall  to  such  as  triumph  in  your  grace. 
The  king  prays  pardon  of  his  cruel  hest,* 

<  Fkeer  Biguifica  a  Imebund,  a  friend,  or  s  companion, 
and  in  all  these  senaeB  it  is  aled  in  our  ancient  wrilen.  It 
here  meana  a  hiubniut.  So  in  Lylj'a  "Enpiiau,"  IfiSl, 
p.  29:  ''If  iie  be  jouDg,  he  ii  the  more  fitter  to  be  Iby 
pkecre.     If  he  bee  aide,  (he  lyker  to  thine  aged  father." 

It  occurs  again  in  act  ii,  sc.  3,  and  act  it.  ec.  3, 

'  Pitrtnt,  01  forbid.  So  in  "Euphnes  and  his  Eng:land," 
1582,  p.  40:  ■' For  nerer  shall  it  be  aald  that  Iffida  was  faUe 
to  ThirBua,  though  Thinus  be  faithlease  (which  the  gode 
fanfend)  nnhi  Iffida." 

•  Commanrf.    So  in  Lj-ly'e  "  Eiiphncg  and  his  England," 

S.  7B  ;  "  For  Ihii  I  Bweare  by  her  nhoee  light's  canne  never 
ic,  Veata,  and  bj  her  vliote  imals  »re  not  to  be  broken, 
Diana,"  Ke. 


'  [The  second  and  third  aoanelii  are  dow  given  {ctrbailm 
H  lilrratim)  in  >  Dole,  as  tbey  EUud  in  Utnedoivne  MS.  786. 
Thej  will  BervB  to  ahow  bow  aliylil  were  M'ilmol'a  improve- 
meoU,  and  will  leave  it  perhipn  open  to  doulit  whether  the 
oiMngcc  nmde  in  ICSl  were  ftlways  changes  for  the  hctter. 

All  otiitr  to  (/( 

Flowen  of  prime,  pearlei  coached  In  gold, 
tonne  of  our  da;  that  ghuldeuelh  the  hurt 
o{  them  that  (hull  yo*  shining  tieameii  behold, 
■Blue  of  eche  sore,  recnre  of  enerj  itnmrt, 
in  wliome  verlue  and  Iwautie  stnueth  i-ie 
that  nelUier  jeldeg :  loe  here  for  jou  agsine 
Qiamondes  vnlucky  lone,  her  fault,  her  woe, 
tad  death  at  lut,  here  f^ro  and  father  aln.ven 
through  ber  miiaehap.   And  though  ye  could  n 
yet  rede  and  rue  their  woefull  deatinie. 
So  Jone,  OS  your  hye  vertuee  doen  deseruo, 
geue  jou  «uch  feres  an  may  yo'  vertuee  icrue 
W^  like  Torlues:  and  blisafull  Venus  send 
Vnto  your  happy  lone  an  happy  end. 
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An  other  to  the  same. 

QiBMOND,  that  whilom  liaed  her  fathers  ioy, 

and  dyed  his  death,  now  dead  doeth  (as  she  may) 

by  vs  pray  you  to  pi  tie  her  anoye; 

and,  to  reacquite  the  same,  doeth  humbly  pray 

Joue  shield  yo'  vertuous  loues  from  like  decay. 

The  faithfull  carle,  byside  the  like  request, 

doeth  wish  those  wealfull  wightcs,  whom  ye  embrace, 

the  constant  truthe  that  lined  within  his  brest; 

his  hearty  loue,  not  his  unhappy  case 

to  fall  to  such  as  standen  in  your  grace. 

The  king,  prayes  pardon  of  his  cruel  hest : 

and  for  amendes  desireth  it  may  suffise, 

that  w^  his  blood  he  teacheth  now  the  rest 

of  fond  fathers,  that  they  in  kinder  wise 

entreat  the  iewelles  where  their  comfort  lyes. 

And  we  their  messagers  beseche  ye  all 

on  their  behalf  cs,  to  pi  tie  all  their  smartes : 

and  on  our  own,  although  the  worth  be  small, 

we  pray  ye  to  accept  our  simple  hartes 

auowed  to  serue,  w**»  prayer  and  w'**  praise 

your  honors,  as  vnable  otherwayes.] 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE.> 

CCPID. 

Tancbsd,  the  King, 
GiSMUNDA,  the  King*$  Daughter. 
LucBKCS,  her  Aunt, 
GuisoARD,  Count  Palurin. 
Renuchio,  Captain  ofiht  Guard. 
JuiAOy  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Megjeba. 

Ohobuses.' 


^  [The  play,  as  written  in  1568,  and  as  altered  by  Wilmot 
in  1591,  differs  so  much  throughout,  that  it  has  been  found 
impracticable,  without  giving  the  earlier  production  entire, 
to  notice  all  the  changes.  Certain  of  the  variations,  how- 
ever, and  specialities  in  the  Lansdowne  MS.,  as  far  as  the 
first  and  second  scenes  of  the  first  act,  will  be  printed  (as  a 
specimen)  in  the  notes.] 

'  [In  the  Lansdowne  MS.  another  person  of  the  drama 
is  mentioned:  "Claudia,  a  woman  of  Gismunda^s  privie 
chamber;  '*  and  for  Choruses  we  have  :  **  Chorus,  four  gentle- 
women of  Saleme."] 


Takcred,  the  Prince  of  Saleme,  overloves 
His  only  daughter  (wonder  of  that  age) 
Gismund,  who  loves  the  County'  PaTurin 
Guiscard,  who  qiutea  her  likings  with  his  love  : 
A  letter  in  a  cane  describes  the  n 
Of  their  two  meetings  in  a  secret  c 
Unconatant  fortune  leadeth  forth  the  king 
To  this  unhappy  sight,  wh«rewith  in  rage 
The  gentle  earl  he  doometh  to  his  death, 
And  greets  his  daugltter  with  her  lovei-'s  heart. 
Gismunda  fills  the  goblet  with  her  tears, 
And  drinks  a  poison  which  she  had  distill'd. 
Whereof  she  dies,  whose  deadly  countenance 
So  grieves  her  father,  that  he  slew  himself. 

ANOTHER  OF  THE  SAME,    MORE  AT   LARGE, 


Tancred,  King  of  Naples  and  Prince  of  Salemc, 

five  his  only  daughter  Gismwnd  (whom  be  most 
early  loved)  in  marriage  to  a  foreign  prince,  after 
whose  death  she  returned  home  to  her  father,  who 

'  [Not  in  the  MS3.] 

'  The  County  Pnlurin,  a,  fcir  ilnoe  lower,  U  colled  Earl. 
Mr  Tynrhill  sajn  tbst  County  Blgnifted  HobltBUH  in  general ; 
4Dd  the  eumplcH  which  might  be  quoteil  froiii  tliia  play 
would  suHicieDtly  prove  Ihe  truth  of  the  obiierTatioii.  See 
"Sbskegpeire.''  vol.  X.,  p,  33.  [County  for  Count  is  not 
very  unoiual ;  buC  it  mDiy  be  doubted  if,  li  Tjnrbitt  tboughl, 
Counljr  tignified  noWrntcn  tn  geiitrat.'\ 

'  [Tbia  i«  in  lb«  two  M83..  but  T»riea  in  many  voriial 
pirticulan.] 
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httviug  felt  great  grief  of  lier  absence  whilst  her 
husband  lived,  immeasurably  esteeming  her,  de- 
termined never  to  suffer  any  second  marriage  to 
bereave  him  of  her.  She,  on  the  other  side, 
waxing  weary  of  that  her  father's  purpose,  bent 
her  mind  to  the  secret  love  of  the  County  Falurin : 
to  whom  (he  being  likewise  inflamed  with  love  of 
her)  by  a  letter  subtly  enclosed  in  a  cloven  cane, 
she  gave  to  underBtand  a  convenient  way  for  their 
desired  meetings,  through  an  old  ruinous  vault, 
whose  mouth  opened  directly  under  her  chamber 
floor.  Into  this  vault  when  she  was  one  day 
descended  (for  the  conveyance  of  her  lover),  her 
father  in  the  mean  season  (whose  only  joy  was  in 
his  daughter)  came  to  her  chamber,  and  not  finding 
her  there,  supposing  her  to  have  been  walked 
abroad  for  her'  disport,  he  threw  him  down  on 
her  bed,  and  covered  his  head  with  a  curtain, 
minding  to  abide  and  rest  there  till  her  return. 
She,  nothing  suspecting  this  her  father's  unseason- 
able coming,  brought  up  her  lover  out  of  the  cave 
into  her  eliamber,  where  her  father  espied  their 
secret  love  :  and  he  (not  espied  of  them)  was  upon 
this  sight  stricken  with  marvellous  grief;  but 
either  for  that  the  sudden  despite  had  amazed 
him,  and  taken  from  him  all  use  of  speech,  or  for 
that  he  resolved  himself  to  a  more  convenient  re- 
venge, he  then  spake  nothing,  but  noted  their 
return  into  the  vault,  and  secretly  departed. 
Afterward,  bewailing  his  mishap,  he  commanded 
the  earl  to  be  attached,  imprisoned,  strangled,  un- 
bowelled,  and  his  heart  in  a  cup  of  gold  to  be 
presented  to  hJs  daughter :  ^   she  thankfully  re- 

'  [Not  in  the  copy  of  ISBI.] 

'  [Presented  to  Gismond,  She  filled  up  the  cnp  wherein 
the  liearL  wts  brought  with  her  lean  and  with  certain 
poisonoiu  water,  hy  her  distilled  for  that  purnoee,  and  drank 
ont  this  deadl}-  drink.— Copy  o/lSea.} 
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ceiveth  the  present,  filling  the  cup  (wherein  the 
heart  was)  with  her  tears,  with  a  venomous  potion 
(by  her  distilled  for  that  purpose)  she  drank  to 
her  earl.  Which  her  father  hearing  of,  came  too 
late  to  comfort  his  dying  daughter,  who  for  her 
last  request  besought  him  that  her  lover  and  her- 
self might  in  one  tomb  be  together  buried  for  a 
perpetual  memory  of  their  faithful  loves ;  which 
request  he  granted,  adding  to  the  burial  himself, 
slain  with  his  own  hands,  to  his  own  reproach,  and 
the  terror  of  all  other  hard-hearted  fathers. 


Inthoduotio 


t  AcTUX  SKCUsimii 


BiroBK  the  second  act  there  vu  hcaril  »  iweel  noiac  of  still 
pipes,  vhii^h  sounding,  Lucrece  cnten-'d,  ntUnded  by  ■ 
maiden  of  honour  with  a  corered  goddard  of  eold,  and, 
dralring  the  i.'urtaina,  ahe  offcreth  unto  Glsmiinda  lo  tanle 
ther«of ;  which  vhen  ahe  hud  done,  llie  mniil  returned, 
and  LDcrece  raiseth  up  Giamunda  from  ber  hi^d,  and  then  it 
folbweth  Hi  in  act  ii.  bc.  1. 


iNtBODDCnO   I 


Btfarc  this  act  the  liautboj'H  aoundvd  a  lofty  almain,  and 
Cupid  iishereth  after  bim  Ouiecard  and  Oiamunda,  hand  in 
hand;  Julio  and  Lucrece,  Kcnucbia  and  atiothsr  maiden  of 
honour.  The  meafurea  trod,  Oiamunda  gives  a  cane  into 
Guiecard'a  hand,  and  they  are  all  led  forth  ai^iin  liy  Cupid, 

iMiHOUucTro  i(i  Actum  Quahtum. 

Before  this  act  there  vas  lieard  a  consort  uf  Ewcct  miisir, 
tthicb  playing,  Tancred  cometh  forth,  and  dniwetli  Qis- 
niunda's  curtains,  nod  lies  down  upon  berlied;  then  from 
under  tjio  atago  aEcendclh  Ouiscard,  and  he  helpeth  up 
Giamunda :  they  amorously  emhrace  and  depart.  The  kins 
ariseth  enraged.  Then  vaa  heard  and  seen  a  storm  of 
thander  and   lightning,  in   vhicb   tlie  furies  rise   np,   vl 

iNTUODtlCTIU   IN   AcTUU    QDINTCM. 

Before  this  acttraa  a  dead  march  plnycd,  during  which 
entered  on  the  stai;e  Renuehto,  Captain  of  the  Guard, 
attended  apon  by  the  guard.  Tliey  t-iok  up  OuiBcard  from 
nnder  the  stage;  Ibcn  nfler  Quiscurd  had  kindly  taken 
leave  of  them  all.  a  strangling- cord  iraa  faatened  about  hia 
neck,  and  he  haled  forth  by  them,  Kenuchio  bewailelh  it: 
and  then,  entering  in,  briajirelh  forth  a  standing  cup  of 
goM,  with  a  bloody  heart  recking  hot  in  it,  and  then  saith. 
uf  uquitar. 


TANCRED  AND  GISMUNDA. 

1,  that  in  shape  appear  unto  your  sight' 
A  uaked  boy,  not  cloth'd  but  with  uiy  wings, 
And  that  great  God  of  Love,  who  with  his  might 
Ruleth  the  vast  wide  world  and  living  things.* 
This  left  hand  bears  Vain  Hope,  short  joyful  state. 
With  Fair  Kesemblance,  lovers  to  allure  : 
This  right  hand  holds  Repentance  all  too  late. 
War,  fire.'  blood,  and  pains  without  recure. 
On  sweet  ambrosia  is  not  my  food. 
Nectar  is  not  my  drink :  as  to  the  rest 
Of  all  the  gods  :  I  drink  the  lover's  blood, 
And  feed  upon  the  heart  *  within  his  breast 
Well  halh  my  power  in  heaven  and  earth  been 

try'd, 
And  deepest  hell  my  piercing  force  hath  known. 
The  marble  seas  '  my  wonders  hath  descr/d, 
Which    elder    age    throughout    the   world    hath 

blown.' 

To  me  the  king  of  gods  and  men  doth  yield, 
Aa  witness  can  the  Greekish  maid,'  wliom  1 
Made  like  a  cow  go  glowing  through  '  the  field. 
Lest  jealous  Juno  should  the  'scape  espy. 

'  ILo  I  in  abape  tbal  aeem  unto  your  sighl Lamdowiit 

MS] 

*  [Do  rate  tba  world,  and  every  living  thing.— yiirf.] 

'  This  word  ieemi  aDciently  to  have  1i«en  pronounced  m 
l«o  sfllabira.     See  "  Cornelia,"  act  iv.,  ChoruB. 
'  [And  eat  tlie  living  heart. — Lanidoiene  MS.] 
°  An  epithet  adopted  from  Virgira  "JEadd,"  lib.  vi.  line 
729—  ^ 

Ibid.  lib.  vii.  T.  23— 

•'  Lrnls  luctMitur  nidniuin  toniE.* 
Asain.  "  Qeorg.  1.,"  t.  2Si— 

•  [What  acorat  hollow  doth  Ibe  huge  ai-aa  hide, 

When  blasting  fame  mine  ictc  halh  uol  forth  blown, 

Uftd-H-M    .V.S.] 

'  lo,  '   [anuiagin.—LajinloKnc  MS.] 


The  doubleil  night,  the  sun's  reBtraitied  c 

His  secret  stealths,  the  slander  to  eschew, 

In  shape  transform'd,'  vre  ^  list  not  to  discourse. 

All  that  and  more  we  forced  him  to  do. 

The  warlike  Mars  hath  not  subdu'd  our  *  might, 

We  fear'd  him  not,  his  fury  nor  disdain. 

That  can  the  gods  record,  before  whose  sight 

He  lay  fast  wrapp'd  in  Vulcan's  subtle  chain. 

He  that  on  earth  yet  tuvth  not  felt  our  power, 

Iiet  him  behold  the  fall  and  cruet  spoil 

Of  thee,  fair  Troy,  of  Asia  the  flower, 

So  foul  defae'd,  and  levell'd '  with  the  soil. 

Vilio  forc'd  Leander  with  his  naked  breast 

So  many  nights  to  cut  the  &otiiy  v 

But  Hero's  love,  that  lay  inclos'd  in  Sest  1 

The  stoutest  hearts  to  me  shall  yield  them  slaves. 

Who    could    have    match'd   the    huge    Alcides'  * 

strength  I 
Great  Macedon  "  what  force  might  have  subdu'd  ? 
Wise  Scipio  who  overcame  at  length, 
But  we,  that  are  with  greater  force  eudu'd  1 
Who  could  have  conauered  the  golden  fleece ' 
But  Jason,  aided  by  Medea's  art  ] 
^Vho  durst  have  Gtol'n  fair  Helen  out  of  Greece 
But  I,  with  love  that  bold'ned  Paris'  heart  1 
What  bond  of  nature,  what  restraint  avails  " 
Agfunat  our  power  1     I  vouch  to  witness  truth. 
The  myrrh  tree,*  that  with  shamefast  tears  bewails 

'  Like  t«   Amphitrio    [when    lie  preaeuted    bimiielf]   lo 
Alcmena. 

'  [Me.- — Zamrfowne  Jf.'.] 

»  [The  bloody  M>n  hath  fell,  my,-  Do.] 

*  [ErtneJ.—Dn.] 
'  Hercniea. 

*  Alezftnder. 

'  [Won  the  famauH  eoldeii  fluece.— Jf^.] 
'  [Wli"  ti«t«re'«  hond  or  law's  reeiniiiit  av.-iila. 

To  conquer  mnd  deface  me  every  hour. — US.] 

*  Mynhi. 
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Her  father's  love,  still  weepeth  yet  for  nith,^ 
But  now,  this  world  not  seeing  in  these  days 
Such  present  proofs  of  our  all-daring  *  power, 
Disdaius  our  name,  and  seeketh  sundry  ways 
To  scorn  and  scoff,  and  shame  us  every  hour. 
A  brnt,  a  bastard,  and  an  idle  boy : 
A '  rod,  a  staff,  a  whip  to  beat  him  out ! 
And  to  be  sick  of  love,  a  childish  toy : 
These  are  mine  honours  now  the  world  about. 
My  name  disgrac'd  to  raise  again  therefore-, 
And  in  this  a^  mine  ancient  renown 
By  mighty  acts  intending  to  restore, 
Down  to  the  earth  in  wrath  now  am  I  come  ; 
And  in  this  place  such  wonders  shall  ye  hear. 
As  these  your  stubborn  and  disdainful  hearts 
In  melting  tears  and  humble  yielding  fear 
Shalt  soon  relent  by  sight  of  others'  smarts. 
Tliis  princely  palace  will  I  enter  in, 
And  there  inflame  the  fair  Gisniunda  so. 
Enraging  all  her  seci-el  veins  within. 
Through  fiery  love  that  she  shall  feel  much  woe.* 
Too- late-Repentance,  thou  shalt  bend  my  bow  ; 
Vain  Hope,  take  oat  my  pale,  dead,  heavy  shaft. 
Thou,  Fair  Eesemblance,  foremost  forth  shalt  go. 


•  ».(.,  For  pity.    So,  act  ii.  sc.  2 — 

''  As  eullj  befilli  tbal  ife  whlidi  uketh  nilk." 
Act  V.  M.  I— 

WilhoattD  T,ilhi:imnai.a^I^"lo  do."     ' 
Agjiin,  in  Milton's  "  l.ycidas."  i-  303— 

Anil,  0  js  Uolpliliu,  van  am  hilplcH  joutli." 
And  in  Cliurchjard'H  "  Woritiness  of  Wales,"  1587— 

'  [ Mine  aliiii^ty.— i(&J 

'  [ThJE,  SDd  Ihe  three  Eollowing  Unea,  arc  not  in  the  U 

'  [In  oreepinK  ihorangh  »11  her  veins  witiiin, 

That  she  thereU;  shall  raise  tuui'h  ru1l>  aiiii  woe.—. 


I 


With  Brittle  Joy  :  myself  will  not  be  least, 
But  after  me  comes  Dentil  and  deadly  Pain. 
Thus  shall  ye  march,  till  we  return  again.' 
Meanvhile,  sit  still,  and  here  I  shall  you  show 
Such  wonders,  that  at  lost  with  one  accord 
Ye  shall  relent,  and  say  that  now  you  know 
Love  rules  the  world.  Love  it  a  mighty  lord.^ 

[Cupid  wtiA  Aw  (rain  entereC/i  into  KiNi 
Tancrbd'8  palace. 


ACT  I.,  .SCENE  2. 

GiSMUNDA  in  purple  cometh  out  of  lier  c/mmbfr, 
atleiulc'I  hjffour  maids  tliat  are  the  Chorui. 

"  GisHUNDA,  0  vain,  unsteadfast  state  of  mor- 
tal things  I 
Who  trust  thja  world,  leans  to  a  brittle  stay  : 
Such  fickle  fruit  his  flatttriug  bloom  forth  brings. 
Ere  it  be  ripe,  it  falleth  to  ilecay." 
The  joy  aud  bliss  that  late  I  did  j: 
In  weid  at  will,  with  one  I  loved  best, 
Is  turned  now  into  so  deep  distress. 
As  teacbeth  me  to  know  the  world's  unrest,* 
For  neither  wit  nor  princely  stomachs  serve 
Against  his  force,  that  slays  without  respect 
The  noble  and  the  wretch  :  ne  doth  reserve 
So  much  as  one  for  worthiness  elect. 
Ah  me,  dear  lord  I  what  welt  of  tears  may  serve 

■  [Thia,  and  tLc  five  pr«i.-ediag  litiGe,  are  oat  ia  tlie  M3S.] 
'      [Lo,  tliU  bafore  vour  eyes  bo  will  I  sboir, 
That  jeihslljuallj  say  witb  one  accunl 
We  miut  relent  and  jield  ;  for  now  we  ixtov 
Love  ruleB  the  world,  love  only  is  the  lord. — MS.\ 
'  IHilh  taught  luu  pluin  to  know  our  Stote'a  unrest.— .l/.S.] 
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To  feed  tlie  streams  of  my  foredulled  eyes, 

To  weep  thy  death,  as  thy  death  doth  deserve. 

And  wail  thy  waut  in  full  sufficing  wise  1 

Ye  lamps  of  heaven,  and  all  ye  heavenly  powers,' 

Wherein  did  he  procure  yoiir  high  disdain  i 

He  never  sought  with  vast  huge  mountain  towers 

To  reach  aloft,  and  overview  your  reign ; 

Or  what  ofienee  of  mine  was  it  unwares, 

That  thus  your  fury  should  on  me  be  thrown, 

To  pl^ue  a  woman  with  such  endless  cares  I 

I  fear  that  envy  hath  the  heavens  this  shown : 

The  sun  hia  glorious  virtues  did  disdain ; 

Mars  at  his  manhood  mightily  repin'd  ; 

Yea,  all  the  gods  no  longer  could  sustain, 

Each  one  to  he  excelled  in  his  kind. 

For  he  my  lord  surpaas'd  them  every  one ;  * 

Such  was  his  honour  all  the  world  throughout. 

But  now,  my  love,  oh  I  whither  art  thou  gone  I 

I  know  thy  ghost  doth  hover  hereabout, 

Elxpecting  me,  thy  heart,  to  follow  thee  : 

And  1,  dear  love,  would  fain  dissolve  this  strife. 

But  stay  awhile,  I  may  perhaps  foresee 

Some  means  to  be  dlsburden'd  of  this  life, 

"  And  to  discharge  the  duty  of  a  wife,* 

Which  is,  not  only  in  this  life  to  love. 

But  after  death  her  fancy  not  remove." 

Meanwhile  accept  of  these  our  daily  rites, 

Which  with  my  maidens  I  shall  do  to  thee. 


'  [0  mighLy  Jarc,  O  heivens  and  heavenly  powcrB. — jV. 
•  TThia,  and  the  ne»t  line,  do  not  occur  in  the  M3S.] 
"  frhv  aprite,  1  know,  doth  lincer  heroabont 

And  looks  that  I,  poor  wrelvli,  should  after  come  ; 

I  would,  Ood  trot,  my  lord,  if  so  1  mought : 

But  yet  abide,  I  mar  perhntiB  devise 

Some  way  to  be  unburdened  of  taj  life. 

And  with  my  ghoal  approach  thee  In  some  visa 

To  do  therein  the  duty  of  a  wjfe.— ^«.] 
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Tancred.    My  daughter  knows  the  proof  of 
naturo'fi  course. 
"  For  fta  the  heavens  do  guide  the  lamp  of  life, 
So  call  they  reach  no  farther  forth  the  flame, 
Than  vhilst  with  oil  they  do  maintain  the  same." 
GiHHDNDA.  Curst  be  the  stars,  and  vanish  may 
they  curat, 
Or  fall  from  heaven,  that  in  their  dire  aspict ' 
Ahridg'd  the  health  and  welfare  of  my  love. 
Tancred.  Giamund,  my  joy,  set  all  these  griefs 
apart; 
"  The  more  thou  art  nith  hard  mishap  beset, 
The  more    thy  patience    should    procure    thine 
ease." 

GiSMUNDA.  What  hope  of  Imp  may  cheer  my 
hapless  chance  ] 
What   sighs,    what    tears    may    countervail    my 

What  should  I  do,  but  still  liia  death  bewail, 
That  was  the  solace  of  my  life  and  soul  ? 
Now,  now,  I  want  the  wonted  guide  and  stay 
Of  my  desires  and  of  my  wreakless  thoughts. 
My  lord,  my  love,  ray  life,  my  liking  gone. 
In  whom  was  all  the  fulness  of  my  joy. 
To  whom  I  gave  the  first-fruits  of  my  love. 
Who  with  the  comfort  of  his  only  sight 
All  care  and  sorrows  could  from  me  remove. 
But,  father,  now  my  joys  forepast  to  tell, 
Do  but  revive  the  horrors  of  ray  helL 
As  she  that  seems  in  darkness  to  behold 
The  gladsome  pleasures  of  the  cheerful  light. 
Tancred.  What  then  avails  thee  fruitless  thus 
to  rue 
His  absence,  whom  the  heavens  cannot  return  % 
Impartial  death  thy  husband  did  subdue. 
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Yet  hath  he  epai^il  thy  kingly  father's  life : 
Who  during  life  to  thee  a  doiihle  stay. 
As  father  and  as  husband,  will  remain, 
With  double  love  to  ease  thy  widow's  want. 
Of  him  whose  want  is  cause  of  thy  complaint. 
Forbear  thou  therefore  all  these  needless  tears, 
That  nip  the  blossoms  of  thy  beauty's  pride. 
GisMUNDA,  Father,  these  tears  love  challengeth 

of  due. 
Tancrgd.  But  reason  saith  thou  ehouldst  the 

same  subdue. 
GiSHUN'DA.    His  funerals  are  yet  before  my 

sight. 
Tamcrio>.  In  endless  moans  princes  should  not 

delight. 
GiSMPNDA,  The  turtle  pines  in  loss  of  her  true 

niate. 
Tancred.  And  so  continues  poor  and  desolate. 
GiSMUNDA.   Who  can  forget  a  jewel  of   such 

price ) 
Tancred.  She  that  hath  leam'd  to  master  her 
desires. 
"  Let  reason  work,  what  time  doth  easily  frame 
In  meanest  wits,  to  bear  the  greatest  ills." 
GlshundA.  So  plenteous  are  the  springs 
Of  sorrows  that  increase  my  passions, 
As  neither  reason  uan  recure  my  smart, 
Nor  can  your  care  nor  fatherly  comfort 
Appease  the  stormy  combats  of  my  thoughts ; 
Sui^  is  the  sweet  remembrance  of  his  lii'e. 
Then  give  me  leave  :  of  pity,  pity  me, 
And  as  I  can,  I  shall  allay  these  griefs. 
Takcred.  These  solitary  walks  thou  dost  fre- 
quent. 
Yield  fresh  occasions  to  thy  secret  moans  : 
We  will  therefore  thou  keep  us  company, 
Leaving  thy  maidens  with  their  harmony. 
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Kure'd  with  the  aun  and  with  the  showers  sweet, 

Pluck'd  with  the  hand,  it  withereth  ere  even. 

So  pass  onr  days,  even  as  the  livere  fleet." 

The  valiant  Greeks,  that  unto  Troia  gave 

The  ten  years'  siege,  left  but  their  names  behind. 

And  he  that  did  so  long  and  only  save 

His  father's  walls,^  found  there  at  last  his  end. 

Proud  Kome  herself,  that  whilome  laid  her  yoke 

On  tlie  wide  world,  and  vanquish'd  all  with  war, 

Yet  could  she  not  remove  the  fatal  stroke 

Of  death  from  them  that  stretch'd  her  pow'r  so 

far. 
Chorus  3.  Look,  what  the  cruel  Bisters  once 

decree'd, 
The  Thunderer  himself  cannot  remove  : 
They  are  the  ladies  of  our  destiny, 
To  work  beneath  what  is  conspir'd  above. 
But  happy  ho  that  ends  this  mortal  life 
By  speedy  death  ;  who  is  not  forc'd  to  see 
The  many  cares,  nor  feel  the  sundiy  griefs, 
Which  we  sustain  in  woe  and  miseiy. 
Here  fortune  rules  who,  when  she  list  to  play, 
Whirleth  her  wheel,  and  brings  the  high  full  low : 
To-morrow  takes,  what  she  hath  given  to-day. 
To  show  she  can  advance  and  overthrow. 
Not  Euripus"'  (unquiet  flood)  bo  oft 
El>bs  in  a  day,  and  floweth  to  and  fro. 
As  fortune's  change  plucks  down  that  was  aloft, 
And  mtngleth  joy  with  interchange  of  woe. 


the  Qalf  of  Negropoat.  It  elibsand  flows  Beveo  Umea  every 
da;  :  the  reuon  of  which,  it  is  sAid,  when  Aristotle  could 
not  God,  he  threw  himself  into  the  aes  with  these  wordi ; 
Quia  tgo  non  eapio  le,  la  captai  me.  Sir  ThomM  Brawn,  hi 
his  ■'  Enquiries  into  VulRar  Errora,"  b.  yii.  c.  14,  appcare  to 
bavo  been  not  uiisfied  with  this  ocraunt  ol  Arigtattc's  death, 
which  he  bos  token  boiuo  pains  to  render  doubtful. 
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Cuoiius  4,  "  Wlirt  lives  below,  and  feek-lli  not 
thu  strokee, 
Which  often-limes  on  highest  towers  do  fall, 
Nor  bliiatering  winds,  wherewith  the  strongest  ouks 
Are  rent  and  torn,  his  life  is  sur'st  of  all :" 
For  he  may  fortune  scom,  that  hath  no  power 
On  him,  that  is  well  pleas'd  with  his  estate : 
He  seeketh  not  her  sweets,  nor  fears  her  sour. 
But  lives  contented  in  his  quiet  rate, 
And  marking  how  these  worldly  things  do  vade,' 
Rejoiceth  to  himself,  and  laughs  to  see 
The  folly  of  men,  that  in  their  wita  have  made 
Fortune  a  goddess,  placed  in  the  sky. 

[Ej:fffii  Rod.  Staf. 

FiKis  Actus  I. 


ACT  U.,  SCENE  1. 

GiSMUNDA  AND  LUCRECE. 

GlSMUNDA.   Dear  aunt,  my  sole  companion  in 


And  true  copartner  of  my  thoughtful  cares : 
When  with  myself  I  weigh  my  present  state. 
Comparing  it  with  my  forepassed  days, 
New  heaps  of  cares  atresh  begin  t'  assay 
My  pensive  heart,  as  when  tiie  glittering  rays 
Of  bright  Phtpbus  are  suddenly  o'erspread 
With  dusky  clouds,  that  dim  hia  golden  light : 

1  [Qo].     So  act  ii.  bc  8— 


Ami  iu  TurbetTile's  "  Tragical  Tiles,"  1687- 

' '  £&t«  thou  dDa  tMttr  »  FUtb,  KTDka 
Id  mlnilt  tbc  kwllim  hoy, 
Thii  in  bis  torgal  iilBgs  ol  waie 
rppoitd  too  grtti  ■  J07." 
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^H  Namely,  when  I,  laid  in  my  widow's  bed, 

^H  Amid  the  silence  of  the  quiet  night, 

^H  With  curious  thought  the  fleeting  course  observe 

^H  Of  glaflsome  youth,  how  soon  hia  flower  decays, 

^H  "  How  time  once  past  may  never  have  recourse, 

^B  No  more  than  may  the  running  BtreamH  revert 

^H  To  climb  the  hills,  when  they  been  rolled  down 

^1  The  hollow  vales.     There  is  no  curious  art, 

^H  Nor  worldly  power :  no,  not  the  gods  can  hold 

^H  The  sway  of  flying  time,  nor  him  return, 

^H  When  he  is  past :  all  things  unto  his  might 

^H  Must  bend,  and  yield  unto  the  iron  teeth 

^H  Of  eating  time."    This  in  the  ehady  night 

^1  When  I  record  :  how  soon  my  youth  withdraws 

^1  Itself  away,  how  swift  my  pleasant  spring 

^M  Buns  out  his  race, — this,  this,  aunt,  is  the  cause, 

^1  When  I  advise  me  sndly^  on  this  tiling, 

^H  That  makes  my  heart  in  pensive  dumps  {lisniayM. 

^H  For  if  I  >;hould  my  springing  years  neglect, 

B  And  suffer  youth  fruitless  to  fade  away  ; 

H  Whereto  live  I  ?  or  whereto  was  I  bom ) 

IP  Wherefore  hath  nature  deck'd  me  with  her  grace  I 

■  Why  have  1  tasted  these  delights  of  love. 


riUra,  IB  dsimI  ib  here 
11  Stuff,"  1699:  "Nay. 
r  I  pcrpondcr  more  tadli/  iii>oii 


'  SaiUy,  ID  mm 
for  nriotiifjr.     So  in  Naah's 
1  irill  lay  no  vagen,  for,  non 
il.  I  think  I  km  onl  indeed." 

Apiln,  in  Hill'B  "  Chronicle,"  1S50,  fo.  2 :  "  HIb  co«yn 
gcrnulne  iru  nowe  brongbL  to  that  trade  of  livyngo,  tliat 
he  litis  or  nolhyngo  retrarded  the  coangaill  of  nia  uii>'lcs, 
nor  of  other  irrarc  and  »adilt  persones,  but  did  all  thj'ngo 

Id  ABcham'B  "  TotophiiuB,"  I57I :  "  And  when  I  aawe  not 
yon  amoo^reB  them,  but  at  the  laBt  ecpyed  you  iuukiDge  on 
your  books  h«rs  so  tadiyt,  I  thought  to  come  aud  hold  yon 
with  aome  eommnnication," 

And  in  Warton'*  "Life  of  Sir  Thomas  Pope."  p.  SO: 
"  Wherein  ia  an  «b1>ija  namyd  Damo  Alice  Fitzboriicrt,  of  the 
age  Lx  ycarca,  u  very  taJilr,  discreitc,  and  rclegyuu 
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And  felt  the  sweets  of  Hyraeneue'  bed  I 

But  to  say  sooth,  dear  aunt,  it  ia  not  I, 

Sole  and  alone,  can  tlius  content  to  spend 

My  cheerful  years :  my  &ther  will  not  still 

Prolong  my  mournings,  which  have  griev'd  liim, 

And  pleased  me  too  long.     Then  this  I  crave. 

To  be  resolved  of  his  princely  mind. 

For,  stood  it  with  the  pluaaure  of  bis  will 

To  marry  me,  my  fortuno  is  not  such. 

So  hard,  that  I  so  long  should  still  persist 

Maketess  alone  in  woful  widowhood. 

And  shall  I  tell  mine  aunt )     Gome  hither  then. 

Give  me  that  hand  ;  By  thine  own  right  baud, 

I  charge  thy  heart  my  counsels  to  concoaL 

Late  have  1  seen,  and  seeing  took  delight, 

And  with  debgbt,  I  will  uot  say,  1  love 

A  prince,  au  earl,  a  county  in  the  court 

But  love  and  duty  force  me  to  refrain. 

And  drive  away  these  fond  affections. 

Submitting  them  unto  my  lather's  host. 

But  this,  good  aunt,  this  is  my  chiefest  pain. 

Because  1  stand  at  sucb  uncertain  stay. 

For,  if  my  kingly  father  would  decree 

His  final  doom,  that  I  must  lead  my  life 

Such  OS  I  do,  I  would  content  me  then 

To  frame  my  fejicies  to  his  princely  heat, 

And  as  I  might,  endur«  the  grief  thereof. 

But  now  bis  silence  doubleth  all  my  doubts. 

Whilst  my  suspicious  thoughts  'twixt  h»j>e  and 

fear 
Distract  mo  into  sundry  passions  : 
Therefore,  good  aunt,  this  lalwiir  must  be  yours. 
To  understand  my  father's  will  herein. 
For  well  I  know  your  wisdom  knows  the  means, 
So  shall  you  both  allay  my  stormy  thoughts, 
And  brijig  to  quiet  my  unquiet  mind. 

LucUECK.   Sufficeth  this,  good  niece,  that  you 

liave  said ; 
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For  I  perceive  what  aundry  passions 

Strive  in  your  breast,  which  oftentimes  ere  this 

Your  countenance  confused  did  bewray. 

The  ground  whereof  since  I  perceive  to  grow 

On  just  respect  of  this  your  sole  estate. 

And  skilful  care  of  fleeting  youth's  decay, 

Your  wise  foresight  such  sorrowing  to  esdiew 

I  much  commend,  and  promise  as  I  may 

To  break  this  matter,  and  impart  your  mind 

Unto  your  father,  and  to  work  it  so. 

As  botli  your  honour  shall  not  be  Impeach'd, 

Nor  he  unsatisfied  of  your  desire. 

Be  you  no  farther  grieved,  but  return 

Into  your  cham1>er.     I  Ehall  take  this  charge. 

And  you  shall  shortly  truly  understand 

What  I  have  wrought,  and  what  the  king  aiHmis. 

GtsMUNDA.  I  iStve  you  to  the  fortune  of  my 
stars. 

[GlSMUNDA  deparleUi  into  hrr  efiamber, 
LUCBECB  abiding  on  tfu;  ttage. 

LucRECE.  The  heavens,  I  hope,  will  favour  your 
request. 
My  niece  shall  not  impute  the  cause  to  be 
In  my  default,  her  will  should  want  effect : 
But  in  the  king  is  all  my  doubt,  lest  he 
My  suit  for  her  new  marriage  should  reject. 
Yet  shall  I  prove  him :  and  I  heard  it  siudj 
He  means  this  evening  in  the  park  to  hunt' 
Here  will  I  wait  attending  his  approach. 


'  Fonuerl;  thie  direreion  wai  an  much  folloireil  in  lbs 
CTening,  na  it  was  it  an  earlier  hour  in  Ihc  Jay.  In  "  Lane- 
ham's  Account  of  the  Entertainment  at  RenelTorth  Caetlc," 
we  find  that  Queen  Elizabeth  alwaja,  while  there,  hunted  in 
tha  aflemoon.  "  Monday  waa  hot,  and  therefore  her  high- 
sen  kept  in  till  Jlrc  a  ciek  in  lie  tming ;  what  time  it 
Bteaa'd  to  rfdc  forlli  into  Ihc  cliaao  too  hunt  the  hart  □[ 
Ion:  which  fuuuil  auon,  and  aflvr  aoro  cbaacil,"  &e.    Again, 
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ACT  II.,  SCENE  2. 


Tancred  eometli  out  of  Aw  palace  with  GuiSCARD, 
ihe  County  Palurin,  Julio,  the  Lord  Cham- 
berlain, Renuchio,  mptain  of  his  guard,  all 
ready  to  hunt. 

Takcrbo.  Uncouple  all  our  hoimda ;  lords,  to 
the  chase — 
Fair  sister  Lucre[ce],  what'a  the  news  with  you  t 

LucRECE.  Sir,  aa  I  always  Lave  employ'd  my 
power 
And  faithful  service,  such  as  lay  in  me. 
In  my  heat  wise  to  honour  you  and  yours : 
So  now  my  bounden  duty  moveth  me 
Your  majesty  most  humbly  to  entreat 
With  patient  ears  to  understand  the  state 
Of  my  poor  niece,  your  daughter. 

Tancred.  What  of  her ) 

la  she  not  well  1    Enjoys  she  not  her  health  1 
Say,  sister  r  ease  me  of  this  jealous  fear  i 

LucRECK  She  Uvea,  my  lord,  and  hath  her  out- 
ward health ; 
But  all  the  danger  of  her  sickness  lies 
In  the  disqiuet  of  her  princely  mind. 

Tancred.  Eesolve  mo  ;  what  afflicts  my  daugh- 

LucHECE  Since  when  the  princess  hath  entomb'd 
her  lord. 
Her  late  deceased  husband  of  renown ; 
Brother,  I  see,  an<l  very  well  perceive. 


"  Hunday  tbe  13  of  this  July,  tbe  weather  being  hat,  her 
highnoB  kept  the  coaUe  for  utmlnees,  litl  ahout^ri  n  elok, 
her  mijeal]'  in  the  ahuie,  hunted  the  harL  (us  bcfnto)  oF 
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She  hath  not  clos'd  together  in  his  grave 

AU  sparks  of  nature,  kindness,  nor  of  love  : 

But  as  she  lives,  so  living  may  she  feet 

Such  passions  tts  our  tender  hearts  oppress, 

Suhject  unto  th'  impressions  of  desire  ; 

For  well  I  wot  my  niec«  was  never  wrought 

Of  steel,  nor  carved  from  the  stony  rock  : 

Such  stem  hardness  we  ought  not  to  expect 

In  her,  whose  princely  heart  and  springing  years 

Yet  flow'ring  in  the  chiefest  heat  of  youth, 

Is  led  of  force  to  feed  on  such  conceits, 

As  easily  befalls  that  age,  which  asketh  nith 

Of  them,  whom  natiue  bindeth  by  foresight 

Of  their  grave  years  and  careful  love  to  reach 

The  things  that  are  above  their  feeble  force : 

And  for  that  cause,  dread  lord,  although 

Tancrzd.  Sister,  I  say. 
If  you  esteem  or  ought  respeet  my  life, 
Her  honour  and  the  welfare  of  our  house. 
Forbear,  and  wade^  no  farther  in  this  speech. 
Your  words  are  woimds.     I  very  well  perceive 
The  purpose  of  this  smooth  oration  : 
This  I  suspected,  when  you  first  began 
This  fair  discourse  with  us.     la  this  the  end 
Of  all  our  hopes,  that  we  have  promised 
Unto  ourself  by  this  her  widowhood  1 
Would  our  dear  daughter,  would  our  only  joy. 
Would  she  forsake  us  1  would  she  leave  us  now, 
Before  she  hath  clos'd  up  our  dying  eyes, 
And  with  her  tears  bewaO'd  our  funeral  1 
No  other  solace  doth  her  father  crave ; 
But,  whilst  the  fates  maintain  his  dying  life, 
Her  healthful  presence  gladsome  to  his  soul, 
Which  rather  than  he  willing  would  forego, 
His  heart  desires  the  bitter  taste  of  death. 
Her  lat«  marriage  hath  taught  us  to  oar  grief, 

'  Thai  is,  pr-Ktat  nojnrl&cr. 
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That  in  the  &uita  of  her  perpetual  sight 
Consists  the  only  comfort  and  relief 
Of  our  unwieldy  age  :  for  what  delight, 
What  joy,  what  comfort,  have  wo  in  tliia  world  ; 
Now  grown  in  years,  and  overworn  with  cares. 
Subject  unto  the  sudden  atroke  of  death. 
Already  falling,  like  the  mellowed  fruit, 
And  dropping  by  degrees  into  our  grave  1 
But  what  revives  us,  what  maintains  our  soul 
Within  the  prison  of  our  wither'd  breast. 
But  our  Gtsmunda  and  her  cheerful  siglit  1 
0  daughter,  daughter !  what  desert  of  mine. 
Wherein  have  I  been  so  unkind  to  thoe. 
Thou  shouldst  desire  to  make  my  uakod  house 
Yet  once  again  stand  desolate  by  thee  1 
O,  let  such  fancies  vanish,  with  their  thoughts ; 
Tell  her  I  am  her  father,  whose  estate. 
Wealth,  honour,  life,  and  all  that  we  poasosa, 
Wholly  relies  upon  her  presence  here. 
Tell  her,  I  must  account  her  all  my  joy, 
Work  as  she  will :  but  yet  she  were  unjust 
To  haste  his  death,  that  liveth  by  her  sight. 
LUCEECE.  Her  gentle  heart  abhors  such  ruth- 
less thoudite. 
Tancred.  Then  let  her  not  give  place  to  tliese 

desires. 
LucREOE.    She  craves  the  right    that  nature 

challeugeth. 
Tancred.    Tell   her,    the    king   commandeth 

otherwise, 
LucRECE.    The    king's   commandment   always 

should  be  just 
Tancbed,  Whate'er  it  be,  the  king's  command 

is  just. 
LucRECB.  Just  to  command:  but  justly  must 

he  cliarge. 
Tancred.  He  chargeth  justly  that  commands 
»s  king. 


LucRKCE.  Therefore  my  couueel  is,  you  slidl 
not  Btir, 
Nor  fartber  wade  in  such  a  case  as  this : 
But  since  his  will  is  grouuded  on  your  love, 
And  that  it  lies  in  you  to  save  or  spill 
His  old  forewasted  age,  you  ought  t'  eschew 
The  thing  that  grieves  so  much  his  crazed  he-art, 
And  in  the  state  you  stand  contflnt  yourself : 
And  let  this  thought  appease  your  bxtubled  mind, 
That  in  your  hands  relies  your  father's  death 
Or  bhss^  life  ;  and  since  without  your  sight 
He  cannot  live,  nor  can  his  thoughts  endure 
Your  hope  of  marriage,  you  must  then  relent, 
And  overrule  these  fond  affections ; 
Lest  it  be  said  you  wrought  your  father's  end. 

GisuuNDA.  Dear  aunt,  I  have  with  patient  ears 
endur'd 
The  hearing  of  my  father's  hard  behest; 
And  since  I  see  that  neither  I  myself. 
Nor  your  request,  can  so  prevail  with  Itim, 
Nor  any  sage  advice  persuade  his  mind 
To  grant  me  my  desire,  in  willing  wise 
I  must  submit  me  unto  his  command, 
And  frame  my  heart  to  serve  his  majesty. 
And  (as  I  may)  to  drive  away  the  thoughts 
That  diversely  distract  my  itassions, 
Which  as  I  can,  I'll  labour  to  subdue, 
But  Bore  I  fear  I  shall  but  toil  in  vain. 
Wherein,  good  aunt,  I  must  desire  your  pain. 

LucRECE.  What  lies  in  me  by  comfort  or  advice, 
I  shall  dischu^e  with  all  humility. 

[GiSMUNDA  and  LuCRERE  depart  into 
GlSMUNDA'S  eham/ier. 

A  UioOHiid  nlktd  Njiuphci,  triune  fuatle  ihiiie. 
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Chorus  1.  Wlio  marks  our  former  times  am! 

present  years, 
What  we  are  now,  and  looks  what  we  liave  been, 
He  cannot  but  lament  with  bitter  t«ara 
The  great  decay  and  change  of  all  women. 
For  as  the  world  wore  on,  and  waxed  old, 
So  virtue  quaii'd,'  and  vice  began  to  grow. 
So  that  that  age,  that  whilome  was  of  gold, 
la  worse  than  brass,  more  vile  than  iron  now. 
The  times  were  such  (that  if  we  aught  believe 
Of  elder  days),  women  examples  were 
Of  rare  virtues :  Lucrece  disdain'd  to  live 
Longer  than  chaste ;  and  boldly  witliout  fear 
Took  sharp  revenge  nn  her  enforced  heart 
With  her  own  hands  :  for  that  it  not  withstood 
The  wanton  will,  but  yielded  to  the  force 
Of  proud  Tarquin,  who  bought  her  fame  with  blood. 
Chorus  3.  Queen  Artemisia  thought  an  heap  of 

stones 
(Although  they  were  the  wonder  of  that  age)' 
A  worthless  grave,  wherein  to  rest  the  bones 
Of  her  dear  lord,  but  with  bold  courage 
She  drank  his  heart,  and  made  her  lovely  breast 
His  tomb,  and  failed  not  of  wifely  faith. 
Of  promis'd  love  and  of  her  bound  behest, 
Until  she  ended  had  her  days  by  death. 
TJlysaea'  wife  (such  was  her  steadfastness) 
Abode  his  slow  return  whole  twenty  years : 

nCo  dtjretioit.    So  in 


See  atao  Mr  SlecveiiB'B  notes  on  iLe  "  First  Vvl  of  Henry 
IV.,"  act  IT.  ic.  2,  and  "  Cymbellae,"  act  t.  aa.  5. 

*  [Hnd  tha  writer  thU  passage  in  hii  mind  when  he  wrote 
tbe  well-knowii  iinei  on  Shakcapesre.  "  What  need  m; 
Shskcspewe,"  &c,  whicb  occur  in  tbe  folio  of  16SS!  1] 
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And  spent  her  youthful  days  in  pensiveness, 
Bathing  lier  wi<low'e  bed  witli  brinish  tears.' 
Chorus  3,  The  stout  daughter  of  Cato,  Brutus' 
wife,  Portia, 
AVhen  she  had  heard  his  death,  did  not  desire 
Longer  to  live  ;  and  lacking  use  ofkuife 
(A  moat  strange  thing)  ended  her  life  by  Ere, 
And  ate  wliot-buniing  coals,     O  worthy  dame  1 

0  virtues  worthy  of  eternal  praise  ! 

The  flood  of  Lethe  cannot  wash  out  thy  fame. 
To  others'  great  reproach,  shame,  and  dispraise. 
Chorus   L    Kare   are   those   virtues  now   in 
women's  mind  I 
Where  shall  we  seek  such  jewels  passing  strange  1 
Scarce  can  you  now  among  a  thousand  find 
One  woman  stedfast :  all  delight  in  change. 
Mark  but  this  princess,  that  lamented  here   < 
Of  late  so  sore  her  noble  husband's  death,      1 
And  thought  to  live  alone  without  a  pheer ;  ^-. 
Behold  how  soon  she  changed  hath  that  breath  P 

1  think  those  ladies  that  have  hved  'tofore, 
A  mirror  and  a  glass  to  womenkind  ; 

By  those  their  virtues  they  did  set  such  store, 
That  unto  ua  they  none  bequeath'd  beliin<l ; 
Else  in  so  many  years  we  might  have  seen 
As  virtuous  as  ever  they  have  been. 
Chorus  1.  Yet  let  not  us  maidens  condemn  our 
kind. 
Because  our  virtues  are  not  all  so  rare : 
For  we  may  freshly  yet  record  in  mind. 
There  lives  a  virgin,'  one  without  compare, 
Who  of  all  graces  hath  her  heavenly  share  ; 


'  [Tbc  second  Cboma  to  lesre  off  ■bruplly  with  thU  nord, 
the  third  Cboma  Uking  np  the  namitiyo.l 

>  A  oomplimUDl  M  QuMii  Bliubeth.— S.  P. 

It  wai,  is  Mr  3t«evciu  observes,  no  UDCommon  thing  Ut 
introdaet  &  cumpUmenl  to  Queen  Eliubetb  in  the  Lodj  d( 
VOL.  VII.  D 
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In  whose  renown,  and  for  whose  happy  days, 
Let  us  record  this  paian  of  her  praise. 

CaiUanf. 
F1NI8  Actus  IL    Ptr  Hkn,  No.' 


a  plftj.    Sea  "  Midaummer'i  Night's  Dreaio,"  act  ii.  ac  2. 
See  sIbo  "  Locrine,"  ul-1  v.  ac,  loaL. 

'  Probably  Henrj  Nuel,  younger  brother  to  Sir  Andrew 
Noel,  and  one  of  Ihe  geotlemen  penelDnera  to  Queen  Eliaa- 
beth ;  a  man.  aays  Wood,  of  excellent  parta,  and  well  skilled 
in  mu«F,  See  "  Fasti,"  p.  14S.  A  pucm,  entitled,  "  0(  dis- 
dainful Daphne,"  by  M[aater]  H  Nowell,  ia  printed  in  "  Eng- 
land'! Heliuon,"  1600_,  4to.  The  name  of  Mr  Henry  Novell 
klao  nppean  in  the  list  of  those  lord*  and  genllemsn  that 
mn  at  a  tilting  before  Queen  Elizabeth.  See  Pcela'a 
"  Polchymnia,"  1690. 

"  1  cannot  here  let  pom  nnremembcred  n  worthy  gentle- 
man. Master  Henry  Noel,  hrnlber  to  the  said  Sir  Andrew 
Noel,  one  of  the  Rentlenicn  peiigionere'  to  Queen  Eliubeth; 
a  man  for  pcrgonn^,  pnrenlsge,  grace,  gealure,  valour,  and 
many  eieellenl  [larU,  inferior  lo  none  of  his  ninlc  in  the 
court;  who,  though  hia  lands  and  livelihoods  irere  but 
amall,  having  nothing-  kno 
hia  pension,  yet  in  state,  pomp,  magnilieenee  and  ezpenscs, 
did  equalise  barons  of  great  worth,  if  any  ahali  dem&ad 
whence  this  proceeded.  I  must  mal^e  answer  with  that 
Spanish  proverb — 

I  Elizabeth  made  this 


Ii  tbat  genOeniMi'i  ume  (Ji»i  will  icier  be  thrifty. 
He,  being  challenged  [as  I  hare  heard]  by  an  Italian 
gentleman  at  the  ftafouH«  (a  kind  of  play  with  a  great  ball 
tossed  with  wooden  braces  upon  the  arm),  used  therein  anch 
violent  motion,  and  did  so  overheat  his  blood,  that  he  fell 
into  a  calenture,  or  burning  fevor,  and  thereof  died,  Fub. 
26,  ISBd,  and  was  by  her  majesty's  appointment  buried  in 

■         ■     ter,  in   the  cl 

"  LtieettertkiT 

6,  br  the  OlntleDin  Pens 
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Ctjpid.  So  now  they  feel  what  lordly  Love  can  do, 

That  proudly  practise  to  deface  his  name  ; 
In  vain  they  wrastle  with  so  fierce  a  foe ; 

Of  little  sparks  arise  a  hiazing  llame. 
"  By  smali  oct:asians  love  can  kindle  heat, 

And  waste  the  oaken  hreast  to  einder  dust." 
Gismund  1  have  enticed  to  forget 

Her  willow's  weeds,  aod  Imru  in  raging  lust: 
Twas  I  eufore'd  her  father  to  deny 
Her  second  marriage  to  any  jieer ; 
'Twos  1  allur'd  her  once  again  to  tty 
The  sour  sweets  that  lovers  buy  too  dear. 
The  County  Falurin,  a  man  right  wise, 
A  man  of  exquisite  perfections, 
I  have  like  wounded  with  her  piercing  eyea. 
And  burnt  her  heart  with  his  rertections. 
These  two  shall  joy  in  tasting  of  my  sweet, 
To  make  tlient  prove  more  feelingly  the  grief 
That  bitter  brings  ;  for  when  their  joys  shall  fleet. 
Their  dole  shall  be  increas'd  without  relief. 
Thus  Love   shall    make  worldlings  to  know  his 

might; 
Thus  Love  shall  force  great  princes  to  obey ; 
Thus  Love  shall  daunt  each  proud,  rebelling  spirit ; 
Thus  Love  shall  wreak  his  wratli  on  their  decay. 
Their  ghosts  shall  give  black  hell  to  understaad, 
How  great  and  wonderful  a  god  is  Love : 
And  this  shall  learn  the  ladies  of  this  laud 
With  patient  minds  his  mighty  jjower  to  prove. 


LUCRECK  conuth  out  of  GiSMUNDA's  chamber 
tolitart/. 
LucRECE.  Pity,  that  moveth  every  gentle  heart 
To  rue  their  griefa,  that  be  diatreaa'd  in  pain, 
Enforceth  me  to  wail  my  niece's  smart, 
Whose  tender  breast  no  long  time  may  austain 
The  restless  toil,  that  her  unquiet  mind 
Hath  caus'd  her  feeble  body  to  endure ; 
But  why  it  is  (alack  !)  I  must  not  find, 
Nor  know  the  man,  by  whom  I  might  procure 
Her  remedy,  as  I  of  duty  ought, 
Ab  to  the  law  of  kinship  doth  belong. 
With  careful  heart  the  secret  means  I  sought, 
Though  small  effect  is  of  my  travail  sprung  : 
Full  often  as  I  durst  I  have  assay'd 
With  humble  words  the  princess  to  require 
To  name  the  man  wiiiuli  she  hath  so  denay'd,^ 

'  Id  tbo  former  ediUon,  the  word  dmau'd  vis  altered  to 
«  modern  ons  of  denj/'d.    Dmay'd,  howcTer,  ra  the 
manner  of  cpelling  it.     So  in  the  "  Seooud  Put  of 
Ilenrj  VI.,"ftoti.  ac.  3— 

■■Tben  let  liimbe  denajf^d  Ibo  rcgedtohip." 
Agsin,  in  tlie  "  Firat  Part  of  Jeronimo,"  1606— 

And  in  "  Osmmer  Ourton'a  NcedU  ' 
"Uks,  ulbr 

—CoUier. 


\\1iose  stony  force,  that  gmoky  sighs  forth  send, 

Is  lively  witness  how  that  careful  dread 

And  hot  deaire  within  her  do  contead  : 

Yet  she  denies  what  she  coiifess'd  of  yore, 

And  then  conjoin'd  me  to  conceal  the  same  ; 

She  loved  once,  she  saith,  bnt  never  more. 

Nor  ever  will  Iter  fancy  thereto  frame. 

Though  daily  I  oWired  in  my  breast 

What  sharp  conflicts  disquiet  her  so  sore. 

That  heavy  sleep  cannot  procure  her  rest, 

But  fearful  dreams  present  her  evermore 

Most  hideous  sights  her  quiet  to  molest ; 

That  starting  oft  therewith,  she  doth  awake. 

To  mnse  upon  those  fancies  which  torment 

Her  thoughtful  heart  with  horror,  that  doth  make 

Her  cold  chill  sweat  break  forth  incontinent 

From  her  weak  limbs.    And  while  the  quiet  night 

Gives  others  rest,  she,  turning  to  and  fro, 

Doth  vnsh  for  day  :    but  when   the    day  brings 

lisht, 
She  keeps  her  bed,  there  to  record  her  woe. 
As  soon  as  when  she  riseth,  flowing  tears 
Stream  down  her  cheeks,  immixed  with  deadly 

groans, 
Wheroby  her  inward  sorrow  so  appears. 
That  as  salt  tears  the  cruel  cause  bemoans. 
In  case  she  be  constrained  to  abide 
In  prease'  of  company,  she  scarcely  may 
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Her  trembling  voice  rcHtrain  it  be  not  spy' J, 
■   From  careful  plaints  her  sorrows  to  bewray. 
By  which  restraint  the  force  doth  ao  increase, 
Wlien  time  and  place  give  liberty  to  plain, 
That  as  small  streams  from  running  never  cease, 
Till  they  return  into  the  seas  again  ; 
So  her  laments,  we  fear,  will  not  amend, 
Before  they  bring  her  princely  life  to  end. 
To  othera'  talk  when  as  she  should  attend, 
Her  heaped  cares  her  senses  so  oppress, 
That  what  they  speak,  or  whereto  their  words 

tend. 
She  knows  not,  an  her  answers  do  express. 
Her  chief  delight  is  still  to  be  alone. 
Her  pensive  thouglita  within  themselves  debate  ; 
But  whereupon  tuis  restless  life  is  grown. 
Since  I  know  not,  nor  how  the  same  t'abate  ; 
I  can  no  more  but  wish  it  as  I  may, 
That  he  which  knows  it,  would  the  same  allay. 
For  which  the  Muses  with  my  song  shall  pray. 


ACT  III.,  SCENE  3. 

After  Ote  song,  vliicfi  icns  6y  report  very  neeetly  re- 
pfaled  by  tlte  Chorus,  LuCBECE  deparfetk  into 
GrSMl'NDA's    chamber,   and   GUTSCARD  romtih 

out  of  the  palace  tpillt  JULIO  and  REinjCHIO, 
ffeiUlemen,  to  tehom  he  timieth,  arui  saitk  ; 

GUISCAAD.  Leave  me,  my  friends ;  this  solitary 

walk 

Again,  in  the  "  RiBtory  of  EaordanaB  Prince  of  DeDmuk," 
1606,  lig.  H  :  "  The  Prince  passing  forwardB  Goreljr  Bhaken, 
haring  loet  botb  his  elirrapt :  at  length  recovering  himselfe, 
entred  the  preaie,  where  oq  all  tides  ho  bcate  dowoe  kaighta, 
and  DDbarred  helms." 
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Eiiticeth  me  to  break  your  compuny. 
Leave  ine,  my  frieuils,  I  can  endure  mi  twlk. 
Let  me  entreat  this  common  courtesy. 

\_The  pentUm'n  i/epari. 
What  grievous  paiu  they  'dui'e,  wliich  neither  may 
Forget  their  loves,  ne  yet  enjoy  their  love, 
I  know  by  proof,  and  daily  make  assay. 
Though  Love  hath  brought  my  lady's  heart  to  love, 
My  faithful  love  with  like  love  to  requite ; 
This  doth  not  quench,  but  rather  cause  to  flame 
The  creeping  fire  nhicli,  spreading  in  my  breast 
With  raging  heat,  grants  me  no  time  of  rest. 
If  they  bewail  their  cruel  destiny. 
Which  si>end  their  love,  where  they  no  love  can 

find. 
Well  may  I  plain,  since  fortune  haleth  ^  me 
To  this  torment  of  far  more  grievous  kind  ; 
Wherein  1  feel  as  much  extremity, 
As  may  be  felt  in  body  or  in  mind. 
For  by  that  sight,  which  should  rocure  my  pniii. 
My  sorrows  are  redoubled  all  in  vain. 
Now  I  perceive  that  only  I  alone 
Am  her  belovM,  her  looks  assure  me  ao  : 
The  thought  thereof  provokes  me  to  bemoan 
Her  heavy  plight  that  grieveth  at  my  woe. 
This  intercourse  of  our  aSectiona — 
I  her  to  serve,  she  thus  to  honour  me — 
Bewrays  the  truth  of  our  elections, 
Delighting  in  this  mutual  sympathy. 
Thus  love  for  love  entreats  the  queen  of  love, 
That  with  her  help  Love's  solace  we  may  prove. 
I  see  my  mistress  seeks  as  well  aa  I 


[It  muat  be  repesteil,  once  for  all,  Ihat  such  totaMy  un- 
neueraary  notes  as  this  hare  been  retained  only  from  i 
reluelance  to  impurt  to  these  volumes  the  charueter  of  an 
abridged  or  mulilateJ  republication.] 

>  [Dniretb.] 
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To  stay  the  strife  of  hur  peri)lexed  mind  : 

Full  fain  she  would  our  secret  company. 

If  she  the  wished  way  thereof  might  find. 

Heavens,  have  ye  seen,  or  hath  the  age  of  man 

Kecorded  such  a  miiscle  as  this — 

In  equal  lovo  two  nohle  hearts  to  frame, 

That  never  spake  one  with  another's  bliss  ? 

I  am  assured  that  she  doth  assent 

To  my  relief,  that  I  should  reap  the  same. 

If  she  could  frame  the  means  of  ray  content. 

Keeping  herself  from  danger  of  defame. 

In  happy  hour  right  now  I  did  receive 

This  cane  from  her ;  which  gift  though  it  be  small, 

Receiving  it,  what  joys  I  did  conceive 

Within  my  fainting  spirits  therewithal ! 

Who  knoweth  love  aright,  may  well  conceive 

By  like  adventures  that  to  them  befall. 

"  For  needs  the  lover  must  esteem  that  well, 

Which  comes  from  her,  with  whom  his  heart  doth 

dwell" 
Assuredly  it  ia  not  without  cause 
She  gave  me  this  ;  something  she  meant  thereby : 
For  therewithal  I  might  perceive  her  pause 
Awhile,  as  though  some  weighty  thing  did  lie 
Upon  her  heart,  which  she  concealed,  because 
The  standtirs-by  sho\dd  not  our  loves  descry  : 
This  clift  hewraya  that  it  hath  heen  disclos'd  ; 
Perhaps  hemin  she  hath  something  inclos'd : 

[fie  breaks  it. 

0  thou  great  thunderer !  who  would  not  serve, 
Where  wit  with  beauty  choseu  have  their  place  1 
Who  could  devise  more  wisely  to  conserve 
Things  from  suspect )     0  Venus,  for  this  grace 
That  deigns  me,  all  unworthy,  to  deserve 

So  rare  a  love,  in  heaven  I  should  thee  place. 
This  sweet  letter  some  joyful  news  contains, 

1  hope  it  brings  recurc  to  both  our  pains. 

[ffe  read*  it. 


Mine  otoa,  om  I  am  ffowt,  whose  heart,  I  know, 
ffa  U»»  t/uin  mine,  /or  liitgering  help  of  woe 
Dotli  long  too  Itmff :  love,  tendering  j/our  aue 
And  mine,  hath  taught  recure  of  both  aiir  pain. 
My  c/utmbrr-jfoor  doth  hide  a  eave,  where  wtH 
A  n  old  vauU'i  mouth  :  the  other  in  tlie  plain 
Dolh  rise  louthward,  a /arloju/ from  the  wall. 
Detcend  you  there.     Thii  thall  tuJUe.     And  so 
I  yield  myulf,  mine  honouT,  life,  and  all, 
To  you.      Use  you  the  tame,  as  there  may  grow 
Your  bliis  and  mine,  mine  earl,  and  that  the  if 
Free  may  abide  from  danger  of  defame. 
Farewell ;  and  fare  m  ukU,  at  lIuU  your  joy. 
Which  only  can,  may  comfort  mine  annoy. 

Youn  more  than  her  o 

GlSMUND, 

O  blissful  chance  my  sorrows  to  assuage  ! 

Wonder  of  nature,  marvel  of  our  age  ! 

Coraes  this  &om  Gismund  t  did  she  tiuu 

This  letter  in  the  cane  t  may  it  bo  so  ? 

It  were  too  sweet  a  joy ;  I  am  deceiv'tL 

Why  shall  I  doubt,  did  she  not  give  it  me  t 

Therewith  she  smil'd,  she  joy'd,  she  raught  •  the 

cane, 
And  with  her  own  sweet  hand  she  gave  it  me : 
And  as  we  danc'd,  she  dallied  with  the  cane, 
And  sweetly  wliisper'd  I  should  be  her  king, 
And  with  this  cane,  the  sceptre  of  our  rule. 
Command  the  sweets  of  her  surprised  heart. 
Therewith  she  raught  from  hsr  alluring  locks 
This  golden  tress,  the  favour  of  her  grace, 
And  with  her  own  sweet  hand  she  gave  it  me  : 
0  peerless  queen,  my  joy,  my  heart's  decree  ! 

'  Raught  is  the  sncisnt  protcrita  of  the  word  reaeh.     It  ii 
frequenUj  UMd  It;  Sponaor,  Sbnkcipean),  ind  other  k 
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And,  thou  fair  letter,  how  shall  1  welcome  the*  I 
Both  hand  and  pen,  wherewith  thou  written  wert. 
Blest  may  ye  be,  such  solace  tliat  impart  I 
And  blessed  be  this  cane,  and  he  that  taught 
Thee  to  descry  the  hidden  entry  thus  : 
Not  only  through  a  <lark  and  dreadful  vault, 
But  fire  and  sword,  and  through  whatever  he, 
Mistress  of  my  desires,  I  uome  to  thee. 

[GuiSCAKD  dtjiarteth  in  hautt  uiilo  the  jxdacc. 
Chorus  1.  Eight  mighty  is  thy  power,  0  cruel 

High  Jove  hinuelf  cannot  resist  thy  bow  ; 
Thou  sent'st  him  down,  e'en  from  the  heavens  above, 
In  auniiry  shai>ea  here  to  the  earth  below : 
Then  liow  shall  mortal  men  escape  thy  dart, 
The  fervent  flame  and  burning  of  thy  fire  ; 
Since  that  thy  might  ts  such,  and  since  thou  art 
Both  of  the  seas  and  land  the  lord  and  siro  1 

Chorus  2.  But  why  doth  she  that  sprang  from 
Jove's  high  head. 
And  Phcebus's  sister  sheen,  despise  thy  power, 
Ne  fear  thy  bow  1     Why  have  they  always  led 
A  maiden  life,  and  kept  untouch'd  the  flower  1 
Why  doth  j^^atus  love,  and  to  obtain 
His  wicked  will,  conspire  bis  uncle's  death  1 
Or  why  doth  Phsedra  bum,  from  whom  is  slain 
Theseus'  chaste  son,  or  Helen,  false  of  faith  1 
"  For  love  assaults  not  hut  the  idle  heart. 
And  such  m  live  in  pleasure  and  delight ; 
He  tumeth"  oft  their  gladsome  joys  to  smart, 
Their  play  to  plaint,  their  sport  into  despite," 

CHOBU9  3.    'Tis  trite,  that  Dian  ch^th  with 
her  bow 
The  fljring  hart,  the  goat,  and  foamy  boar : 
By  hill,  by  dale  :  in  heat,  in  frost,  in  snow  : 
She  recketh  not,  but  laboureth  evermore  ; 
Love  seeks  not  her,  ne  knoweth  where  ^  to  find. 

'  [Old  copy,  vhtn  Act.] 


Wbilat  Paris  kept  his  herd  on  Ida  down, 
Cupid  ne'er  sought  him  out,  for  he  is  blind  ; 
But  when  be  Utt  the  field  to  live  in  town. 
He  fell  into  his  snare,  and  brought  that  brand 
From  Greece  to  Troy,  which  after  set  on  fire 
Strong  Ilium,  and  all  the  Phryges  land : 
"  Such  are  the  fruits  of  love,  such  is  his  hire."  ^ 
Chords  4.  Who  yieldeth  unto  him  his  captive 
heart, 
Ere  he  resist,  and  holds  his  open  breast 
Withouten  war  to  take  his  bloody  dart, 
Let  him  not  think  to  shake  off,  when  him  list. 
Bis  heavy  yoke.     "  Resist  his  first  assault ; 
Weak  is  his  bow,  his  quenched  brand  is  cold  ; 
Cupid  is  but  a  child,  and  cannot  daunt 
The  mind  that  bears  him,  or  his  virtues  bold." 
But  he  gives  poison  so  to  drink  in  gold, 
And  hideth  under  pleasant  baits  hie  hook ; 
But  ye  beware,  it  will  be  hard  to  hold 
Your  greedy  minds,  hut  if  ye  wisely  look 
What  sly  snake  lurks  under  those  flowers  gay. 
But  ye  mistrust  some  cloudy  smokes,  and  tear 
A  stormy  shower  after  so  fair  a  day  : 
Ye  may  repent,  and  buy  your  pleasure  dear  ; 
For  seldom-times  is  Cupid  wont  to  send 
"  Unto  an  idle  love  a  joyful  end." 
Finis  AciTJS,     G.  Al. 


ACT  IV.,  SCENE  L 

Before  fhii  aeC  'Megmtul  ritelk  out  of  hell,  with  the 
other  furies,  Alecto  and  Tysiprone  dancing 
an  helliih  round;  whidi  done,  the  saith  : 
MsOMRA.  Sisters,  begone,  bequeath  the  rest  to 
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That  yet  belongs  unto  this  tragedy. 

[The  tviofuriei  depart  donm. 
Vengeanc*  and  death  from  forth  the  deepest  hell 
I  bring  the  cursed  house,  where  Gismund  dwells. 
Sent  from  the  grisly  god,  that  holds  his  reign 
In  Tartar's  ugly  realm,  where  Pelopa'  sire 

gVlio  with  his  own  son's  flesh,  whom  be  bad  slain, 
id  feaat  the  gods)  with  famine  hath  his  hire  ; 
To  gape  and  catch  at  flying  fruits  in  vain. 
And  yielding  waters  to  his  gasping  throat ; 
Where  stormy  jEoI's  son  with  endlesfi  pain 
Kolls  up  the  rock  ;  where  Tytius  liath  his  lot 
To  feed  the  gripe  that  gnaws  his  growing  heart  ;' 
Where  proud  Ixion,  whirled  on  the  wheel, 
Pursues  himself;  where  due  deserved  smart 
The  damned  ghosts  in  burning  flame  do  fee! — 
From  thence  I  mount :  thither  the  winged  god, 
Nephew  to  Atlas  that  upholds  the  sky. 
Of  late  down  from  the  earth  with  golden  rod 
To  Stygian  ferry  Saleme  souls  did  guide. 
And  made  report  how  Love,  that  lordly  boy, 
Highly  disdaining  his  renown's  decay, 
Slipp'd  down  from  heaven,  and  filled  with  fickle 

joy 
Gismimda'a  heart,  and  made  her  throw  away 
Chaateness  of  life  to  her  immortal  shame : 
Minding  to  show,  by  proof  of  her  fonl  end, 
Some  terror  unto  those  that  scorn  his  name. 
Black  Pluto  (tliat  once  found  Cupid  his  friend 
In  winning  Ceres'  daughter,  queen  of  hells ;) 
And  Parthie,  moved  by  the  fflrioved  ghost 
Of  her  late  husband,  that  in  Tartar  dwells. 


>  AUnding  to  the  vulture  that  gnawed  Iho  liver  of  Titius. 
In  "  Fenei  and  Parrei,"  act  ii.  ac.  1 ,  ie  Ihia  line — 

■'Or cruel]  gripe  lo  gniw  mjgnsDlnf  hirt,  ' 
— Bted.     The  allusion  is  rnllier  to  the  vulturo  of  Promo- 
theuB. — SUtftnt. 


Who  pray'd  clue  pains  for  lier,  that  thus  hath  lost 
AH  care  of  him  ari'.l  of  her  chastity. 
The  senate  then  of  hell,  by  grave  iidvice 
Of  Minos,  jEac,  and  of  Badmniuit, 
Comuuuids  me  draw  this  hateful  air,  and  rise 
Above  the  earth,  tnth  dole  aud  deatli  to  daunt 
The  pride  and  present  joys,  wherewith  these  two 
Feed  their  disdained  hearts ;  which  now  to  do. 
Behold  1  come  with  instruments  of  death. 
This  stinging  snake,  which  is  of  hate  and  wrath, 
I'll  fix  upon  her  father's  heart  fnll  fast, 
And  into  hers  this  other  will  I  cast, 
\Vhose  rankling  venom  shall  infect  them  so 
With  envious  wrath  and  with  recureless  woo. 
Each  shall  be  other's  plague  and  overthrow. 
"  Furies  must  aid,  when  men  surcease  to  know 
Their  gods  :  and  hell  sends  forth  revenging  pain 
On  those  whom  shame  from  sin  cannot  restrain." 


ACT  IV.,  SCENE  II. 

iiEOMRk  milfreA  into  the  palac;  and  meeteth  \iAth 
Tancued  c&minn  out  o/GlSMUNDA'S  ekatnher  with 
RenL'CHIO  and  Julio,  upon  wliom  »}ie throweth  licr 

Tancred.  Gods  I  are  ye  guides  of  justice  aud 

revenge  1 
0  thou  great  Thunderer  I  doat  thon  behold 
With  watchful  eyes  the  subtle  'scapes  of  men 
Harden'd  in  shame,  aear'd  up  in  the  desire 
Of  their  own  lust*  1  why  then  dost  thou  withhold 
The  blast  of  thy  revenge  ?  why  dost  thou  grant 
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Such  liberty,  such  lewd  occasion 
To  execute  their  aharaeless  villainy  i 
Thou,  thou  art  cause  of  all  this  open  wrong, 
Thou,  that  forbear'st  thy  vengeance  all  too  long. 
If  thou  spare  them,  rain  then  upon  my  head 
The  fulness  of  thy  plagncB  with  deadly  ire. 
To  reave  this  mtlifiil  soul,  who  all  too  sore 
Bums  in  the  wrathful  torments  of  revenge. 
O  earth,  the  mother  of  each  living  night, 
Open  thy  womb,  devour  this  wither'd  corpse. 
And  thou,  0  hell  (if  other  hell  there  be 
Tlian  that  I  feel),  receive  my  soul  to  thee. 
0  daughter,  daughter  {wherefore  do  I  grace 
Her  with  so  kind  a  name  1)  O  thou  fond  girl. 
The  shameful  ruin  of  thy  father's  house. 
Is  this  my  hoped  joy  ?     Is  this  the  stay 
Must  glad  my  grief-ful  years  that  waste  away  t 
For  lifii,  which  first  thou  didst  receive  from  me. 
Ten  thousand  deaths  shall  I  receive  by  thee. 
Fur  all  the  joys  I  did  repose  in  thee. 
Wliich  I,  fond  man,  did  settle  in  thy  sight, 
Is  this  thy  recompense — that  1  must  see 
The  thing  so  shameful  and  so  villanous : 
That  womd  to  God  this  earth  had  swallowed 
This  worthle.ss  burthen  into  lowest  deeps, 
Kather  than  I,  accursed,  had  beheld 
The  sight  that  hourly  massacres  my  life  I 
O  whither,  whither  fly'st  thou  forth,  my  soul ) 
0  whither  wand'reth  luy  tormented  mind  1 
Those  pains,  that  make  the  miser '  glad  of  death, 
Have  seiz'd  on  me,  and  yet  1  cannot  have 
What  villains  may  command— a  speedy  death. 
Whom  shall  I  first  accuse  for  this  outrage  I 


'  i.e.  The  vretch.     The  word  mite 
witbout  cwmprehondlng  aaf  Idea  of  g 
"  King  HeoTj  VI.,  Pan  I.,"  edit,  of  Shakespeare,  I77S, 
ri  p.  279.—3Utreju. 


lentl;  iu«d 
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Tlmt  God  that  guideth  all,  and  guideth  so 

ThU  damned   deed?      Shall    I   blaspheme   their 

oamcB — 
ITie  gods,  the  authors  of  this  spectacle  1 
Or  shall  1  justly  curse  that  cruel  star, 
Whose  influeuce  assign'd  this  destiny ) 
But  may  that  traitor,  shall  that  vile  wretch  live. 
By  whom  I  have  receiv'd  this  injury  1 
Or  shall  I  longer  make  account  of  her. 
That  fondly  prostitutes  her  widow's  eliame  ? — 
I  have  bethought  me  what  I  shall  request. 

[ffe  tnefln. 
On  bended  knees,  with  hands  heaVil  up  to  heaven, 
This,  sacred  senate  of  the  gods,  I  crave  : 
First  on  the  traitor  your  conaiiming  ire  ; 
Next  on  the  cursed  strumpet  dire  revenge  ; 
Last  on  myself,  the  wretched  father,  sbame. 

[He  »-MrtA. 
0  !  could  I  stamp,  and  therewithal  command 
Armies  of  furies  to  assist  my  heart, 
To  prosecute  due  vengeance  on  their  souls  ! 
Hear  me,  my  friends  ;  but  as  ye  love  your  lives. 
Reply  not  to  me  ;  hearken  and  stand  a 
When  I,  as  is  my  wont,  0  fond  delight ! 
Went  forth  to  seek  my  daughter,  now  my  death— 
Within  her  chamber,  as  I  thought,  she  was ; 
But  there  I  found  her  not — -I  deemed  then 
For  her  disport  she  and  her  maidens  were 
Down  to  the  garden  walk'd  to  comfort  them ; 
And  thinking  thus,  it  came  into  my  mind 
There  all  alone  to  tarry  her  return  : 
And  thereupon  I,  weary,  threw  myself 
Upon  her  widow's  bed,  for  so  I  thought, 
And  in  the  curtain  wrapp'd  my  cursed  head. 
Thus  as  I  lay,  anon  1  might  behold 
Out  of  the  vault,  up  through  her  chamber  floor. 
My  daughter  Gismund  bringing  hand  in  hand 
The  County  Palurin.     Alas  !  it  is  too  true  ; 
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At  her  bed's  feet  tliia  traitor  made  me  see 
Her  shame,  his  treason,  and  my  deadly  grief — 
Her  princely  txjdy  yielded  to  this  thief; 
The  high  despite  whereof  so  wounded  me 
That,  trance-like,  as  a  senseless  stone  I  lay  ; 
For  neither  wit  nor  tongue  could  uee  the  mean 
T'  expresfl  the  passions  of  my  pained  heart. 
Forceless,  perforce,  I  sank  down  to  this  jiain, 
As  greedy  famine  doth  conatnun  the  hawk 
Piecemeal  to  rend  and  tear  the  yielding  prey  i 
So  far'd  it  with  me  in  that  heavy  stound. 
But  now  what  shall  I  do  ?  how  may  I  seek 
To  ease  my  mind,  that  bumeth  with  desire 
Of  dire  revenge  1    For  never  shall  my  thoughts 
Grant  ease  unto  my  heart,  till  I  have  found 
A  mean  of  vengeance  to  requite  his  pains. 
That  first  convey'd  this  sight  unto  my  soul — 
Beuuchio  j 

RenUCHIo.  What  is  your  highness'  will  1 
Tanored.  Call  my  daughter ;  my  heart  boils, 
tiU  I  see 
Her  in  my  sight,  to  whom  I  may  discharge 
All  the  unrest  that  thus  distempereth  me. 

[£jcit  Kenuchio. 
Should  I  destroy  them  both  1    0  gods,  ye  know 
How  near  and  dear  our  daughter  is  to  us. 
And  yet  my  rage  persuades  me  to  imbnie 
My  thirsty  hands  in  both  their  trembling  bloods. 
Therewith  to  cool  my  wrathful  fury's  heat 
But,  Nature,  why  repin'st  thou  at  this  thought  t 
Why  should  I  think  upon  a  father's  debt 
To  her  that  thought  not  on  a  daughter's  due ) 
But  still,  methiuks,  if  I  should  see  her  die, 
And  therewithal  reflex  her  dying  eyes 
Upon  mine  eyes,  that  sight  would  slit  my  heart : 
Not  much  unlike  the  cockatrice,  that  slays 
The  object  of  his  foul  infections, 
O,  what  a  conflict  doth  my  mind  endure  I 


Now  fight  ray  thoughts  against  my  passions  ; 

Xow  strive  my  passiona  against  my  thoughts : 

Now  sweats  my  heart,  now  cliill-cold  falls  it  dead. 

Help,  heaveus,  and  succour,  ye  celeatial  piiwers ! 

Infuse  your  secret  virtue  on  my  soul. 

Shall  nature  win  I  shall  justice  not  prevail  1 

Shall  I,  a  king,  be  proved  partial  1 

"  How  shall  our  subjects  then  insult  on  us, 

When  our  examples,  that  are  light  to  thera. 

Shall  be  eclipsed  with  our  proper  deeds  1 " 

And  may  the  anna  be  rented  from  the  tree, 

The  menil>erB  from  the  body  be  diasever'd ! 

And  can  the  heart  endure  no  violence  1 

My  daughtner  is  to  me  mine  only  heart, 

My  life,  my  comfort,  my  continuance  ; 

Shall  1  he  then  not  only  so  unkind 

To  pass  all  natiure'a  strength,  and  cut  her  offl 

But  therewithal  so  cruel  to  myself. 

Against  all  law  of  kind  to  shred  in  twain 

The  golden  thread  that  doth  us  both  maintain  t 

Bat  were  it  that  my  rage  should  so  command, 

And  I  consent  to  her  untimely  death, 

Were  this  an  end  to  all  our  miseries  i 

No,  no,  her  ghost  will  still  pursue  our  life. 

And  from  the  deep  her  bloodless,  ghastful  spirit 

WUl,  as  my  shadow  in  the  shining  day. 

Follow  my  footsteps,  till  she  take  revenge. 

I  will  do  thus  :  therefore  the  traitor  dies, 

Because  he  scorned  the  favour  of  Ids  king. 

And  our  displeasure  wilfully  incurr'd : 

His  slaughter,  with  her  sorrow  for  his  hlood. 

Shall  to  our  r^;e  supply  delightful  food. 

Julio — 

Julio.  What  is't  your  ra.T.jeaty  eomroandal 
Tasched.   Julio,  if  we  have    not  our  hojjo  in 
vain, 
Nor  all  the  trust  we  do  repose  in  thee. 
Now  must  we  try,  if  tliou  approve  the  same. 
VOL.  VlL  E 
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Q  thy  force  and  wiedom  we  must  see, 
For  our  command  requirea  them  both  of  thee. 

Julio.  How  by  your  grace's  bounty  I  am  bound 
Beyond  the  common  bond,  wherein  each  man 
Stands  bound  unto  hie  king :  how  I  have  found 
Honour  and  wealth  by  favour  in  your  sight, 
I  do  acknowledge  with  most  thankful  mind. 
My  truth  (with  other  means  to  serve  your  grace, 
Whatever  you  in  honour  shall  assign) 
Huth  sworn  her  power  true  vassal  to  your  best ; 
For  proof  let  but  your  majesty  command, 
I  shall  unlock  tlie  prison  of  my  soul ; 
Although  unkindly  horror  would  gainsay, 
Yet  in  obedience  to  your  liighnesB'  will. 
By  whom  1  hold  the  tenor  of  this  hfe. 
This  hand  and  blade  will  be  the  instruments 
To  make  pale  death  to  grapple  with  my  heart. 

Tancred.  Well,  to  be  short,  for  I  am  griev'd 
too  long 
By  wrath  without  revenge,  I  think  you  know 
Whilom  there  was  a  palace  builded  strong 
For  war  within  our  court,  where  dreadlesa  peace 
Hath  planted  now  a  weaker  entrance. 
But  of  that  palace  yet  one  vault  remains 
Within  our  court,  the  secret  way  whereof 
Is  to  our  daughter  Gismund's  chamber  laid  : 
There  is  also  another  mouth  hereof 
Without  our  wall,  which  now  is  overgrown ; 
But  you  may  find  it  out,  for  yet  it  lies 
Directly  south  a  furlong  from  our  palace  ! 
It  may  be  known — haiil-by  an  ancient  stoop,' 
Where  grew  an  oak  in  elder  days  decay'd  ; 
There  will  we  that  you  watch  ;  there  shall  you  see 
A  villain  traitor  mount  out  of  a  vault 


'  "Attoop,  or  ilovp ;  a  post  fastened  in  ibe  euth,  from 
the  Latin  kudo."— Rgja  "North  Counlrj"  Words,"  p.  68, 
edit.  1742. 


J 


Bring  him  to  us ;  it  ia  th'  Earl  Palurin. 
What  \s  his  fault,  neither  shall  you  inquire, 
Nor  list  we  to  disclose.     These  cursed  eyes 
Have  seen  the  flame,  this  heart  hath  felt  the  fire 
That  cannot  else  be  quench'd  hut  with  his  blood. 
This  must  be  done  :  this  will  we  have  you  do. 
JPLlo,  Both  this,  and  else  whatever  you  think 
[Julio  deparieth  into  llie  jxtlver. 


ACT  IV.,  SCENE  3. 


TaNCRED.  R^nuchio,  depart ;  leave  us  alone. 

[EmI  RENCCino. 
Gismund,  if  either  I  could  cast  aside 
All  care  of  thee !  or  if  thou  woiildst  have  had 
Some  rare  of  me,  it  would  not  now  betide, 
That  either  thorough  thy  fault  my  joy  should 

Or  hy  thy  folly  I  should  Iwar  the  pain 

Thou  hast  procur'd  :  but  now  'tis  neither  I 

Can  shun  the  grief,  whom  thou  hast  more  than 

Nor  may'st  thou  heal  or  ease  the  grievous  wound 
Which  thou  host  given  me.     That  unstaineii  life, 
Wherein  I  joy'd,  and  thought  it  thy  delight, 
Why  hast  thou  lost  it  1    Can  it  be  restor'd ) 
Where  is  thy  widowhood,  there  is  thy  shame. 
Oismund,  it  is  no  man's  nor  men's  report. 
That  have  by  likely  proofs  inform'd  me  thus. 
Thou  know'et  how  hardly  I  could  he  induc'd 
To  vex  myself,  and  be  displeas'd  with  thee, 
With  flying  tales  of  flattering  sycophants. 
No,  no,  there  was  in  us  such  settled  trust 
Of  thy  chaste  life  and  uncorrupted  mind 
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That  if  these  eyes  liad  not  beheld  thy  shame, 
In  vain  tea  thousand  censures  could  liave  told 
That  thou  didst  once  unprincelJke  make  agree 
With  that  vilo  traitor  County  Paluiin  : 
Without  regard  had  to  thyself  or  me, 
UushamefaBlly  to  stain  thy  state  and  mine. 
But  I,  unhappiest,  have  beheld  the  same, 
And,  seeing  it,  yet  feel  th'  exceeding  grief 
That  slays  my  heart  with  horror  of  that  thought : 
Which  grief  commands  me  to  obey  my  rage, 
And  justice  iirgeth  some  extreme  revenge. 
To  wreak  the  wrongs  that  have  been  offer'd  us. 
But  nature,  that  hath  lock'd  within  thy  breast 
Two  lives,  the  same  inciineth  mo  to  spare 
Thy  blood,  and  so  to  keep  mine  own  unspilt 
This  is  that  overweening  love  I  bear 
To  thee  undutiful,  and  undeserved. 
But  for  that  traitor,  he  shall  surely  die ; 
For  neither  right  nor  nature  cloth  entreat 
For  Mm,  that  wilfidly,  without  all  awe 
Of  gods  or  men,  or  of  our  deadly  hate, 
Incurr'd  the  just  liispleasure  of  his  king ; 
And  to  be  brief,  I  am  content  to  know 
What  for  thyself  thou  canst  object  to  ns, 
Why  thou  sliould'st  not  together  with  him  die, 
So  to  assuage  the  griefs  that  overthrow 
Thy  father's  heart. 

GisuuND.  0  king  and  father,  humbly  give  her 
leave 
To  plead  for  grace,  that  stands  in  your  disgrace. 
Not  that  she  recks  this  life,'  for  I  confess 
I  have  desorv'd,  when  so  it  pleafieth  you. 


>  Ifot  thKt  iLo  is  careful  or  inxiuus  si 
Ion  of  Ibii  tife.  So  in  Milton's  "  Pkncl 
line  171— 

"  RcTnig«  M  tint  UiDDgh  iw^l. 
BUUt  en  lone  bwk  on  liself  recoUi ; 
LttUl  Indtmel,  » II  Ugbt  will  lim'd. 


,  or  regrets  tho 
Lost,"  Bk.  ir. 


To  div  the  death,  raise  honour  and  my  name, 
As  you  suppose,  diBtained  with  reproach : 
And  weii  contented  shall  1  meet  the  stroke 
That  mnst  dissever  this  detested  head 
From  these  lewd  limbs.     But  this  I  wish  wero 

known, 
That  now  I  live  not  for  myself  alone. 
For  when  I  saw  that  neither  my  request, 
Nor  the  entreaty  of  my  careful  aunt. 
Could  win  your  highness'  pleasure  to  our  will ; 
"Then  love,  heat  of  the  heart,  life  of  the  soul, 
Fed  by  desire,  increasing  by  restraint," 
Would  not  endure  controlment  any  mora. 
But  violently  enl'orc'd  my  feeble  heart 
(For  who  am  I,  aias  !  still  to  resist 
Such  endless  conflicts!)  to  relent  and  yield : 
Therewith  I  chose  him  for  my  lord  and  pheer, 
Guiacard  mine  Earl,  that  holds  my  love  full  dear. 
Then  if  it  be  so  settled  in  your  mind, 
He  shall  not  live,  because  he  dar'd  to  love 
Your  daughter :  thus  I  give  your  grace  to  know. 
Within  his  heart  there  is  inctos'd  n 
Therefore,  O  father,  if  that  name  may  be 
Sweet  to  your  ears,  and  that  we  may  prevail 
By  name  of  father,  that  you  favour  us : 
But  otherwise,  if  now  we  cannot  find 
That  which  our  falsed  hope  did  promise  us ; 
Why  then  proceed,  and  rid  our  trembling  hearts 
Of  these  suspicions  ;  since  neither  in  this  case 
Piw  good  deserts  in  service  to  your  grace. 
Which  always  have  been  just,  nor  my  desires. 
May  mitigate  the  cruel  rage  of  grief 
That  strains  your  heart,  but  that  mine  Earl  must 

die; 
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Have  we  deserved  in  eucli  traitorous  sort 
Thou  ehouldst  abuse  our  kingly  courteaies, 
Which  we  too  long  in  favour  have  bestow'd 
Upon  thy  faUe,  disserabUug  heart  with  us  1 
What  grief  thou  therewithal  hast  thrown  on  ua, 
What  shame  upon  our  bouse,  what  dire  distress 
Our  Boul  endures,  cannot  be  uttered. 
And  durst  tbou,  villain,  dare  to  undermine 
Our  daughter's  chamber  1  durst  thy  shameless  face 
Be  bold  to  kles  her  1  th'  re^t  we  will  conceal. 
Sufficeth  that  thou  know'at  I  too  well  know 
All  thy  proceedings  in  thy  private  ahamea. 
Herein  what  hast  thou  won  t  thine  own  content, 
With  the  displeasure  of  thy  lord  and  king; 
The  thought  whereof  if  thou  hadst  had  in  mind 
The  least  remorse  of  love  and  loyalty 
Might  have  reatroin'd  thee  from  so  foul  an  act. 
But,  Palurin,  what  may  1  deem  of  thee, 
Whom  neither  fear  of  gods,  nor  love  of  him, 
Whose  princely  favour  hath  been  thine  uproar, 
Could  quench  the  fuel  of  thy  lowd  desires  ? 
Wherefore  content  thee,  that  we  are  resolv'd 
(And  therefore  laid  to  snare  thee  with  this  bait) 
That  thy  just  death,  with  thine  effused  blood, 
Shall  cool  the  heat  and  choler  of  our  mood. 

GuiSCARD.  My  lord  the  king,  neither  do  I  mis- 
like 
Your  sentence,  nor  do  your  smoking  sighs, 
Beach'd  Irom  the  entrails  of  your  boiling  heart, 
Disturb  the  quiet  of  my  calmed  thoughts  : 
For  this  I  feel,  aud  by  experience  prove, 
Such  is  the  force  aud  endless  might  of  love, 
As  never  shall  the  dread  of  carrion  death. 
That  hath  envy'd  our  joys,  invade  my  breast. 
For  if  it  may  be  found  a  fault  in  ine, 
That  evermore  hath  loVd  your  majesty, 
Likewise  to  honour  and  to  love  your  child ; 
If  love  unto  you  both  may  be  a  fault — 
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ler  my  love  exceedt  cotDpsre—  ^^^^ 

hiith  lii'CTi  niv  fniilt.  for  wliirli  I  inv  ' 


But  uiili)  her  my  love  cxt^edi  compare 
Then  ttiia  hath  biieii  my  fault,  for  which  I  joy, 
That  Id  the  greatest  lust  of  all  my  life, 
!  shall  submit  for  her  sake  to  eiiduru 
Tlie  pongs  of  doath.     0  rnigbty  lord  of  Love, 
SLreiigtben  thy  vassal  buhlly  to  receive 
Large  wounds  into  this  Iwdy  for  her  sake ! 
Then  use  my  life  or  deatlt,  my  lord  &nt1  Idiig, 
For  your  relief  to  ease  your  grieved  soul : 
For  whether  1  live,  or  else  tliat  I  must  die 
To  end  your  ]>iuns,  I  am  content  to  bear  ; 
Knowing  by  death  I  shall  bewray  the  trutli 
Of  that  sound  heart,  which  living  wh^  her  own. 
And  died  alive  for  her,  that  lived  mine. 

Tancked.    Thine,  Palurin  1     What !    lives  my 
daughter  thine  1 
Traitor,  thou  wrong'st  me,  for  she  liveth  mine. 
Rather  I  wish  ten  thousand  sundry  deatlia. 
Than  I  to  live,  and  see  my  daughter  thine. 
Thine  that  is  dearer  than  my  life  to  me  t 
Thine  whom  I  hope  to  see  an  emp[e]re88 ! 
Thine  whom  I  cannot  pardon  from  my  sight  1 
Thine    unto   whom    we    have    bequeath'd    our 

crown  t — 
Julio,  we  will  that  thou  inform  from  us 
Renuchio  the  captain  of  our  griard. 
That  we  command  this  traitor  be  convey'd 
Into  the  dungeon  underneath  our  tower ; 
There  let  him  rest,  until  he  be  resolv'd 
What  farther  we  intend  ;  which  to  understand 
We  will  Renuchio  repair  to  us. 

Julio.  O,  that  I  might  your  majesty  entreat 
With  clemency  to  beautify  your  seat 
Toward  this  prince,  distress'd  by  liis  desires. 
Too  many,  all  too  strong  to  captivate. 

Tancred.    "  This  ia  the  soundest  safety  for  a 
king. 
To  cut  them  off,  that  vex  or  hinder  him," 


i  praise-worth,  not  to  do  wliat 
you  may." 

TancRkd.  And  may  tlie 
the  king  1 

Juuo.  No,  but  entreat  him. 

TaKiHED.  What  he  shall  derrcel 

JtFLio.  What  wisdom  shall  diHcern. 

Tancrbd.  Nay,  what  oiir  word 

Shall  best  determine.     We  will  not  reply. 
Thou  know'st  our  nilod  :  our  heart  cannot  be  eas'd, 
But  with  the  slaughter  of  this  Palurin. 

[The  Kino  hasletk  into  hit  jiahu^. 

GuiSCARD.    0    thou  great  god,  who  from  thy 
highest  tliroDo 
Hast  Btooi»d  down,  and  felt  the  force  of  love, 
Bend  gentle  ears  unto  the  woful  moan 
Of  me  poor  wretch,  to  grant  that  I  require ! 
Help  to  persuade  the  same  great  god,  that  he 
So  far  remit  his  might,  and  slack  his  fire 
From  my  dear  lady's  kindled  heart,  that  she 
May  hear  my  death  without  her  hurt.     Let  not 
Her  face,  wherein  there  is  as  dear  a  light 
As  in  the  rising  moon  :  let  not  her  cheeks, 
Aa  red  as  is  the  party-colour'd  rose. 
Be  paled  with  the  news  hereof;  and  so 
I  yield  myself,  my  seely  soul  and  nil. 
To  hira,  for  her,  for  whom  my  death  shall  show 
I  liv'd  ;  and  aa  I  liv'd,  I  died  her  thrall. 
Grant  this,  thou  Thunderer  :  this  shall  suffice, 
My  breath  to  vanish  in  the  liquid  skies. 

[GuiSCARD  it  itKl  ta  pritoH. 
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Chobds  1.  Who  doth  not  know  the  fruits  of 
Paris'  love, 
Nor  anderEtand  the  end  of  Helen's  joy  t 
He  may  behold  the  fatal  overthrow 
Of  Priam'fi  house  and  of  the  town  of  Troy — 
His  death  at  last  and  her  eternal  ehanie  ; 
For  whom  eo  many  noble  koighta  were  slain. 
So  many  a  duke,  60  many  a  prince  of  fame 
Bereft  his  life,  and  left  there  in  the  plain. 
Medea's  armed  hand,  Eliea's  sword. 
Wretched  Leander  drenched  in  the  flood. 
Phillis,  so  long  that  waited  for  her  lord : 
All  these  too  dearly  bought  their  loves  with  blood. 

Chorus  2.  But  he  in  virtue  that  his  lady  serves, 
Ne  wills  but  what  unto  her  honour  'longs. 
He  never  from  the  rule  of  reason  swerves  ; 
He  feeleth  not  the  pangs  ne  raging  throngs 
Of  blind  Cupid  :  he  Uvea  not  iu  despair, 
As  done  his  servants ;  neither  spends  his  days 
In  joy  and  care,  vain  hope  and  throbbing  fear ; 
But  seeks  alway  what  may  his  sovereign  please 
In  honour:  ho  that  thus  serves,  reaps  the  fruit 
Of  his  sweet  service  ;  and  no  jealous  dread, 
Nor  base  suspect  of  aught  to  let  his  suit. 
Which  cauaeth  oft  the  lover's  heart  to  bleed, 
Poth  fret  his  mind,  or  burneth  in  his  breast : 
He  waileth  not  by  day,  nor  wakes  by  night. 
When  every  other  living  thing  doth  rest ; 
Nor  finds  lus  life  or  de^th  within  her  sight 

Chorus  3.    Remember  thou  in  virtue  serve 
therefore 
Thy  chaste  lady  :  beware  thou  do  not  love. 
As  whilom  Venua  did  the  fair  Adone, 
But  as  Diana  lov'd  tU'  Amazon's  son  ; 
Through  whose  request  the  goda  to  him  alone 
Reator'd  new  life.     The  twine  that  was  undone, 
Wa«  by  the  sisters  twisted  up  again. 
The  lova  of  virtue  in  thy  lady's  looks, 


The  love  of  virtue  in  her  lenmeil  talk  ; 
This  love  yields  matter  for  eternal  books. 
This  lore  entieeth  him  abroad  to  tralk, 
There  to  inveut  and  write  new  roundelays 
Of  leam'd  conceit,  her  fancies  to  allure 
To  vain  delights  :  such  humours  he  allays, 
And  sings  of  virtue  and  her  garmenta  pure, 
Chorus  4.  Desire   not  of  thy  sovereign    the 


Whereof  shame  may  ensue  by  any  n 
Nor  wish  thou  aught  that  may  dishonour  bring. 
So  whilom  did  the  learned  Tuscan  '  serve 
His  fair  lady;  and  glory  was  their  end. 
Such  are  the  praises  lovers  done  deserve. 
Whose  service  doth  to  virtue  and  honour  t< 

Finis  Actds  IV.     CoMPosurr  Ch.  Hat. 


>  Pctnrch  and  Lann. 

'  These  initinli  wero  aluOBt  unqaeetionalilT  inteuded  for 
Chriglopher  Hatton,  ■fterirards  knighud  and  created  Lord 
Chaneetior  of  England.  In  the  fourth  year  of  Queen  Kliiv 
Lelh,  1563,  about  six  years  before  this  pla;  is  Bupposcd  to 
bSTe  been  written,  we  learn  from  Diigdala'B  "  Origineg  Jnri- 
diciiles,"  p.  ISO,  a  magTiiGcenC  ChriataiaBviu  kept  in  the 
Inner  Temple,  at  which  ber  miuealy  w  .        .  .. 

Htlton  wsB  appointed  Master  of  the  (iai 
he  owed  his  rise,  not  ao  mucb  to  hta  mental  abilitici,  as  to 
(he  graces  of  his  person  and  bis  eieelleuce  in  dancing, 
vbicb  captivated  the  Queen  to  such  u  de^ue,  that  be  arose 
gntdually  from  one  of  her  Gentlemen  I'enBioners  to  the 
highest  employment  in  the  law,  wbicb  he,  bonever,  filled 
without  censure,  supplying  hie  awn  defect*  by  the  asaistaiice 
of  the  ablest  men  in  the  profeesion.  Tht  gravt  Lord  Eetper, 
after  his  promotion,  atill  retained  hia  fondness  for  that 
accompUihment  to  which  he  was  indebted  for  his  rise,  and 
ltd  the  BrawU  almost  nnlil  his  death.  In  1568,  on  the 
marriage  of  his  heir  with  Jgdge  Gawdy's  daughter,  "Ibe 
Lord  Chaacellar  danced  the  measures  at  the  solemnity,  and 
left  bis  gown  on  the  chair,  saying  Lie  litre,  Cliancellor." 
His  death,  which  happened  two  years  aftor^  was  hasleued 
by  an  nueipecleil  demand  oE  money  from  the  Queen,  urged 
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ACT  v.,  SCENE  1. 
Renuchio  contftk  out  of  tfie  palace. 
Renuchio.  0  cruel  fate  I  0  mifieraHe  chance  I 
O  dire  aspect  of  hateful  destinies  I 

0  woe  may  not  be  told !     Suffic'd  it  not 
That  I  should  see,  and  with  these  eyes  behold 
So  foul,  so  bloody,  and  so  base  a  deed  : 

But  more  to  aggravate  the  heavy  cares 
Of  my  perplexe<l  mind,  must  only  I, 
Must  I  alone  he  nia<le  the  meaaeug^r, 
That  must  deliver  to  her  princely  ears 
Such  dismal  news,  as  when  I  shall  disclose, 

1  know  it  cannot  but  abridge  her  days  1 
Aa  when  the  thunder  and  three-forked  fire, 

Rent  through  the  clouds  by  Jove's  almighty  power. 
Breaks  up  the  bosom  of  our  mother  earth, 
And  bums  her  heart,  before  the  heat  be  felt. 
In  this  distress,  whom  should  I  most  bewail, 
My  woe,  that  must  be  made  the  messenger 
Of  these  unworthy  and  unwelcome  news  t 
Or  shall  I  moan  thy  death,  0  noble  Earl ) 
Or  shall  I  still  lament  the  heavy  bap, 
That  yet,  0  Queen,  attends  thy  funeral ) 

Chorus  1.  What  moans  be  these? 
Renuchio,  is  this  Saleme  I  see  1 
Doth  here  King  Tancred  hold  the  awful  crown  1 
la  this  the  place  where  civil  people  be  I 
Or  do  the  sava^  Scythians  here  abound  1 

Chorus  %  What  mean  these  questions  1  whither 
tend  these  words  1 


■hoircd  to  him 


er,  that  all  the  kindneM  ahe  afterirarda 
innufficienl  to  remove  the  imprcBBion  it 
him.     See  Biroh'o  "  Memoira  of  Queen  Eiiia- 
pp.  8,  69,  [and  Nicolaa's  "  Lite  of  Hatton,"  p. 
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Resolve  us  maulena,  and  rele.isc  onr  fears. 
\V)uit«ver  news  thou  brin^'st,  discovtir  them, 
Detain  us  not  in  this  suEpicious  dread  I 
"  The  thought  whereof  is  greater  than  the  woe." 
Kenuchio.  0,  whither  may  I  caat  my  looks  J  to 

heaven  1 
Black  pitchy  clouds  from  thence  rain  down  revenge. 
The  earth  shall  I  behold,  stain'd  with  the  gore 
Of  his  heart-blood,  that  died  moet  innocent  t 
Which  way  soe'er  I  turn  mine  eyes,  methinks 
His  butcher'd  corpse  staods  staring  in  roy  face. 
Chorcs   3.  We  humbly  pray  thee  to  forbear 

these  words, 
So  full  of  terror  to  our  maiden  hearts  : 
"  The  dread  of  things  unknown  breeds  the  suspect 
Of  greater  dread,  until  the  worst  be  known." 
Tell  therefore  what  hath  chanc'd,  and  whereunto 
This  bloody  cup  thou  boldest  in  thy  hand. 

Renuchio,  yince  so  is  your  request,  that  I  shall 

do, 
Although  my  mind  so  sorrowful  a  thing 
Repines  to  tell,  and  though  my  voice  eschews 
To  say  what  I  have  suen ;  yet  since  your  will 
So  fixed  stands  to  hear  for  what  I  rue. 
Your  great  desires  I  shall  herein  fulfil. 
Past  by  Saleme  city,  amida  the  plain, 
There  stands  a  hill  whose  bottom,  huge  and  round, 
Thrown  out  in  breadth,  a  large  space  doth  contain ; 
And  gathering  up  in  height,  small  from  the  ground. 
Still  less  and  less  it  mounts  ;  there  sometime  was 
A  goodly  tower  uprear'd,  that  flower'd  in  fame 
While  fate  and  fortune  serv'd  ;  but  time  doth  pass. 
And  with  his  sway  suppressetli  all  the  same  -. 
For  now  the  walla  be  eveii'd  with  the  plain, 
And  all  the  rest  so  foully  lies  defac'd. 
As  but  the  only  shade  doth  there  remain 
Of  that,  wldch  there  was  built  in  time  forepass'd  : 
And  yet  that  shows  what  worthy  work  tofore 
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Hath  there  been  rear'd.    One  parcel  of  that  tower ' 
Yet  Btands,  which  eating  time  could  not  devour : 
A  strong  turret,  compact  of  atone  and  rock, 
Hugy  without,  but  horrible  within : 
To  pasB  to  which,  by  force  of  handy  stroke, 
A  crooked  strait  is  mnde,  that  entera  in, 
And  leads  into  this  ugly  loathsome  place. 
Within  the  which,  carved  into  the  ground, 
A  deep  dungeon*  there  runs  of  narrow  space. 
Dreadful  and  dark,  where  never  light  is  found  : 
Into  this  hollow  cave,  by  cruel  heat 
Of  King  Tancred,  were  divers  servants  sent 
To  work  the  horror  of  his  furious  breast, 
Erst  nouriah'd  in  hia  rage,  and  now  stem  bent 
To  have  the  same  purform'd.     I  woful  man. 
Amongst  the  rest,  was  one  to  do  the  thing, 
That  to  our  charge  so  straitly  did  belong, 
In  sort  as  was  commanded  by  the  king. 
Within  which  dreadful  prison  when  we  come, 
The  noble  County  Palurin,  that  there 


"  Deicription  of  the 


le  proud  [ulac«  of  Siilen 


With  bmmblei,  cbomk'd  bj  [lin«,  und  now  nntaawD. 

OmTtT'il  ■  Bllmm'cing  ud  millRiunt  LIgbL, 
A  brcathlDf  pliue  to  draw  the  d&ia|i«  xiia,j, 
A  mllghlaf  u  LnMrcepted  duf." 

-  "  SigiflDionda  nnii  (tuLicardo."    D^^dcn'a  Wnrks,  col.  i 
p.  251. 
>  Sm  Hilton's  ■■  raradise  LdsI,''  Dk.  i.  I.  W. 
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g  cheer  h 


rilleth  n 


r  liimself  o 
To  leave  to  {jImu  hia  case,  or  aorrow  make 
For  him ;  for  be  was  far  more  gltul  apaid 
Death  to  embrace  thus  for  his  Udy's  Bake, 
Than  life  or  all  the  joya  of  life,  he  stud. 
For  loss  of  life,  quoth  he,  grieves  me  no  more 
Than  loss  of  that  which  I  esteemed  least : 
My  lady's  grief,  lest  she  should  me  tlierefore. 
Is  all  the  cause  of  grief  within  my  breast. 
He  pray'd  therefore,  tliat  we  would  make  report 
To  her  of  those  his  last  words  he  would  say  ; 
That,  though  he  never  could  in  any  sort 
Her  gentleness  requite,  nor  never  lay 
Within  hia  power  to  serve  lier  as  he  would  ; 
Yet  she  possess'd  his  heart  with  hand  and  might, 
To  do  her  all  the  honour  tliat  he  could. 
This  was  to  him,  of  all  the  joys  that  might 
Revive  his  heart,  the  chiefest  joy  of  all. 
That  to  declare  the  faithful  heart  which  he 
Did  bear  to  her,  fortune  so  well  did  fall. 
That  in  her  love  he  should  both  live  and  die. 
After  these  words  ho  stay'd,  and  spake  no  more. 
But  joyfully  beholding  us  each  one, 
His  words  and  cheer  amazed  us  so  sore. 
That  still  we  stood  ;  when  forthwith  thereupon  ; 
But,  why  slack  you,  quoth  he,  to  do  the  thing 
For  which  you  come)  make  speed,  and  stay  do 

Perform  your  master's  will     Now  tell  the  king 
He  hath  his  life,  for  which  he  loiig'd  so  sore : 
And  with  those  words  himself  with  his  own  hand 
Fast'ned  the  bands  about  his  neck.     The  rest 
Wond'ring  at  his  stout  heart,  ostonied  '  stand 


1  Astonished.  So  in  "  Ruphuci  knd  b!a  Eneiliknd,"  p. 
102— "Phliautua,  ailoHud  al  [his  speech,"  kc.  Aod  again, 
in  tbc  "  FiLlilc  of  Jeronimi,"  lijr  Q.  Qnacoigne,  p.  209 : 
"When  Furdinsnilo  (fomewlut  atumiad  iriUi  hir  (tr*nga 
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To  see  him  offer  thua  himself  to  death. 

What  stony  breast,  or  what  banl  heart  of  flint 

Would  not  relent  to  see  this  dreary  sight ! 

So    goodly   a    man,    whom   death    nor  fortune's 

Coidd  once  disarm,  miirder'd  with  such  degpite ; 
And  in  such  sort  boreft,  amidst  the  flowers 
Of  hiM  fresh  years,  that  mthful  was  to  seen  : 
"  For  violent  is  death,  when  he  devours 
Young  men   or  rirgins,   while    their   years   be 

green." 
Lo !    now   our    servants    seeing   him    take    the 

bands, 
And  on  his  neck  himself  to  make  them  fast ; 
Without  delay  set  to  their  cruel  hands. 
And    sought  to   work    their  fierce    intent    with 

haste. 
They  stretch  the  bloody  hands ;  and  when  the 

breath 
Began  to  fall  his  breast,  they  slack'd  agiun  : 
Thrice  did  they  pull,  and  thrice  they  loost'd  him, 
So  did  their  hands  rejiine  against  their  hearts  : 
And  ofttimes  loosed  t^t  his  greater  pain. 
"  Bnt  date  of  death,  that  fixed  is  so  fast, 
Beyond  his  course  there  may  no  wight  extend  ; " 
For  strangled  la  this  noble  Earl  at  last. 
Bereft  of  Ufe,  unworthy  such  an  end. 
Chorus.  0  damned  deed  I 
Resuchio.  What,  deem  you  this  to  be 

All  the  sad  news  that  I  have  to  unfold  1 
Ifl  here,  think  yon,  end  of  the  cruelty 
That  I  have  seen  T 

Chorus.  Could  any  heavier  woe 

Be  wrought  to  him,  than  to  destroy  him  so  i 


■peecb)  thna  angveretl."  And  in  "ThieTn  Falling  OdI," 
4c.,  1815,  by  Hob.  Greane:  "The  ecnllaman,  ailoaial  at 
ttaift  alrauge  mutamorpliDgiii  of  liia  mistrasa.'' 
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Rbnui 


.  Whilt,  think  i 


I  this  n 


)  diU 


■el    they 


end  so  well  I 
The  horror  of  the  fact,  the  greatest  grief. 
The  massacre,  the  terror  is  to  tell. 

Chorus.    Alack !    what  could  be  mo 
threw  percase 
The  dead  botly  to  be  devour' d  and  torn 
Of  the  wild  beasts. 

RKNUCHto,  Would  God  it  had  been  cast  a,  savage 
prey 
To  beasts  and  birds  :  but  lo,  that  dreadful  thing 
Which  e'en  the  tiger  would  not  work,  but  to 
Suffice  his  hunger,  that  hath  the  tyrant  king 
Withouten  ruth  commanded  us  to  do. 
Only  to  please  his  wrathful  heart  withal 
Happy  had  been  his  chance,  too  happy,  alas  I 
If  birds  or  beasta  had  eaten  up  his  corpse, 
Yea,  heart  and  all  within  this  cup  I  bring. 
And  am  constrained  now  unto  the  face 
Of  his  dear  huly  to  present  the  same. 

CHORua  What  kind  of  cruelty  is  this  you  name? 
Declare  forthwith,  and  whereunto  doth  tend 
This  farther  plaint. 

ReNUCHIO.  After  his  breath  was  gone. 

Forced  perforce  thus  from  his  panting  breast. 
Straight  they  despoiled  bim ;  and  not  alone 
Contented  with  his  death,  on  the  dead  corpse. 
Which  ravenous  beasts  forbear  to  lacerat«, 
Even  upon  this  uur  villains  fi'esh  begun 
To  show  new  cruelty ;  forthwith  they  pierce 
His  naked  belly,  and  unripp'd  it  so. 
That  out  the  bowels  gush'd.     Who  can  rehearse 
Their  tyranny,  wherewith  my  heart  yet  bleeds? 
The  warm  entrails  were  torn  out  of  his  breast, 
Within  tiieir  hands  trembling,  not  fully  dead  j 
His  veins  smok'd,  his  bowels  all-to  reeked, 
Ruthless  wore  reat,  and  thrown  about  the  place  : 
All  clottered  lay  the  blood  in  lumps  of  gore, 
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Sprent  •  on  liis  corpse,  and  nn  his  paled  tace  ; 

His  trembling  heart,  yet  leaping,  out  they  tore. 

And  cruelly  upon  a  rapier 

They  fix'd  the  same,  and  in  this  hateful  wise 

Unto  the  king  this  heart  they  do  present : 

A  sight  long'd  for  to  feed  his  ireful  eyes. 

The  king  perceiving  each  thing  to  be  wrought 

As  he  had  will'd,  rejoicing  to  behoUl 

Upon  the  bloody  sword  the  pierced  heart. 

He  calla  then  for  this  massy  cup  of  gold. 

Into  the  which  the  wolid  heart  he  cast ; 

And  reaching  me  the  same  :  now  go,  quoth  he, 

Unto  my  daughter,  and  with  Bpeedy  haste 

Present  her  this,  and  say  to  her  from  me, 

Thy  father  hath  here  in  this  cup  thee  sent 

That  thing  to  joy  anil  comfort  thee  withal, 

Which  thou  lovedst  best,  even  as  thou  wert  content 

To  comfort  him  with  his  chief  joy  of  alL 

Chorus.  0  hateful  fact !  O  passing  cruelty  I 
0  murder  wrought  with  too  much  hard  despite  j 
0  heinous  deed,  which  no  posterity 
Will  once  believe ! 

Benuchio.  Thus  was  Earl  Palurin 

Strangled  unto  the  death,  yea,  after  death 
His  heart  and  blood  disbowell'd  from  his  hreast. 
But  what  availeth  plaint !  It  is  but  breath 
Forewasted  all  in  vain.     Why  do  I  reet 
Here  in  this  place  )     Why  go  I  not,  and  do 
The  hat«ful  message  to  my  charge  committed  1 
O,  were  it  not  that  I  am  forced  thereto 


'  SprtHt  in   Bprinkled.       S 
CaleDdar, "  December — 

'*  Uj  bud  btMpfeMl  wl 

And  FnirfM'n  "  Ta»o."  o«iil. 


SpeDBer't 


'■  Shepherd's 


Renuchio.  Thy  fatlier,  0  queen,  hero  in  this 

cup  hath  sent 
The  thing  to  joy  and  comfort  thee  withal 
Which  thou  lovedst  best,  even  as  thou  waat  content 
To  comfort  him  with  hia  chief  joy  of  all. 

GiSMUNDA.  I  thank  my  father,  and  thee,  gentle 

squiro, 
For  this  thy  travail ;  take  thou,  for  thy  pains. 
This  bracelet,  and  commend  me  to  the  long. 

[Renuchto  d^iarlellt. 
So,  now  is  come  the  long-expected  hour. 
The  fatal  hour  I  have  sb  looked  for ; 
Now  hath  my  father  Batislied  his  thirst 
With  guiltless  blood,  which  he  so  coveted. 
What  brings  this  cup  1  Ah  me  !  I  thought  n 
It  is  mine  Eart's,  my  County's  pierced  heart. 
Dear  heart,  too  dearly  hast  thou  bought  my  love  ) 
Extremely  rated  at  too  high  a  price  I 
Ah,  my  aweet  heart,  sweet  wast  thou  in  thy  life. 
But  in  thy  death  thou  proveat  passing  sweet. 
A  fitter  hearse  than  this  of  beaten  gold 
Could  not  tje  'lotted  to  so  good  an  heart : 
My  father  therefore  well  provided  thus 
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To  close  and  wiup  thee  up  in  massy  gold, 

Aiid  therewithal  to  Bend  thee  luito  me. 

To  whom  of  duty  thou  doet  beat  belong. 

My  father  hath  in  all  hie  life  bewray'd 

A  princely  care  and  tender  love  to  me  ; 

But  this  surpassoth — in  his  later  days 

To  Bend  me  this,  mine  own  dear  heart,  to  me. 

Wert  thou  not  mine,  dear  heart,  wliilst  that  my 

love 
Danced  and  play'd  upon  thy  golden  strings  f 
Art  thou  not  mine,  dear  heart,  now  that  my  love 
Is  tied  to  heaven,  and  got  him  gulden  wings  1 
Thuu  art  mine  own,  and  still  mine  own  eliolt  be. 
Therefore  my  father  sendeth  thee  to  me. 
Ah,  pleasant  harborough '  of  my  heart's  thought ! 
Ah,  sweet  delight,  the  quickener  of  my  soul ! 
Seven  times  ao^ursed  be  the  hand  thai  wrought 
Thee  this  despite,  to  mangle  thee  so  foul : 
Yet  in  this  wound  I  see  mine  own  true  love. 
And  in  this  wound  thy  magnanimity. 
And  in  this  wound  I  see  thy  constancy. 
Go,  gentle  heart,  go  rest  thee  in  thy  tomb, 
Receive  this  token  at  thy  last  farewell. 

[She  kisKt/t  ii. 
Thine  own  true  heart  anon  will  follow  thee, 
^Vhieh  panting  lusteth  -  for  thy  company. 
Thus  hast  thou  nm,  poor  heart !  thy  mortal  race, 
And  rid  ttiy  life  from  Itckle  fortune's  snares  ; 
Thus  hast  thou  lost  thb  world  and  worldly  carea, 
And  of  thy  foe,  to  honour  thee  witlial, 
Iteceiv'd  a  golden  grave  to  thy  desert. 
Nothing  doth  want  to  thy  just  funeral, 
But  my  salt  tears  to  wash  thy  bloody  wound  ; 
Which  to  the  end  thon  roight'st  receive,  behold 
My  father  sends  thee  in  this  cup  of  gold  ; 
And  thou  ahalt  have  them,  though  I  was  resolv'd 


■  [Old  copy,  kaMA.] 
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To  eilieil  no  tears,  but  vith  a  cheerful  fiMie 
Once  (lid  I  think  to  wet  thy  funeral 
Only  with  blood  and  with  no  weeping  eye. 
This  done,  forthwith  my  soul  shall  fly  to  thee ; 
For  thercforp  did  my  father  send  thee  me. 
Ah,  my  |»ure  heart  1  with  sweeter  company 
Or  more  content,  how  safer  may  I  prove 
To  pass  to  places  all  unknown  with  thee  ! 
Why  die  1  not  therefore  1  why  do  I  stay  I 
Why  do  I  not  this  wofnl  life  forego, 
And  with  these  hands  enforce  this  breath  away  t 
What  means  thia  gorgeous  glittering  heail-atttre  1 
How  ill  beseem  these  hillameutsi  of  gold 
Thy  mournful  widowhood  ?  away  with  them — 

[S/ie  undresiKlh  her  /tair. 
So  let  thy  tresses,  flaring  in  the  wind, 
Untrimmed  hang  about  Uiy  bared  neck. 
Now,  hellish  furies,  set  my  heart  on  fire, 
Boldeu  my  courage,  strengthen  ye  my  hands, 
Against  tlieir  kind,  to  do  a  kincUy  deed. 
But  shall  I  then  unwreaken  ^  down  descend! 


■  H&bilimeDU,  S.P, 

'  UnretcQged.  [Tbe  more  correct  form  would  be  «n- 
wrokcn.}  So  in  Den  Sunmo'e  "Erer]'  Han  out  of  hn 
Humour,"  act  ii.  se.  i — 

Id  wpm*  dI  mj  alifonnnu.  I  were  turoM 

In  "  SiiJsuuB  Ilia  Fnll,"  acl  it.— 


In  hii  "Verj  Woman,"  i 
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ShaU  1  not  work  some  jiist  revenge  on  him 

That  thus  hath  eljiiu  my  lovel    shall   not  thew 

hands 
Fire  his  gates,  and  make  the  flame  to  climb 
Up  to  the  pinnacles  with  burning  brands. 
And  on  bis  cinders  wreak  my  cruel  teen '  1 
Be  still,  fond  girl ;  content  thee  first  to  die, 
This  renom'd  water  shall  abridge  thy  life  : 

\S!ie  tateth  a  vutl  of  poiion  otU  of  her  pccJixL 
This  for  the  same  intent  provided  I, 
Which  can  both  ease  and  end  this  raging  strife. 
Thy  father  by  thy  death  shall  have  mors  woe, 
Thau  fire  or  flames  within  hia  gates  can  bring : 
Content  tbee  then  in  patience  heuue  to  go. 
Thy  death  his  blood  shall  wreak  upon  the  king. 
Now  not  alone  (a  grief  to  die  alone) 
"  The  only  mirror  of  extreme  annoy  ; " 
But  not  alone  thou  diest,  my  love,  for  I 
Will  be  copartner  of  thy  destiny. 
Be  merry  then,  my  soul ;  can'st  thou  refuse 
To  die  with  him,  that  death  for  thee  did  choose  t 

Chords  I.  What  damned  fury  hath  possessed 
our  Queen  I 
Why  sit  we  still  beholding  her  distress  t 
Madam,  forbear,  suppress  this  headstrong  rage. 

GiSMDNDA.  Maidens,  forbear  your  comfortable 
words. 

Chords  2.  0  worthy  Queen,  rashness  doth  over- 

The  author  of  his  resolution. 


Again,  act  t.  se.  S~ 


TANCRED  AND  GISMTJNUA. 

GlSMUNDA.  Where  hope  of  belp  is   lost,  what 
boot«th  fearl 

Chokus  3.  Fear  will  avoid  the  sting  of  infamy. 

GisuuNDA.   May  good  or  bad  reports  delight 
the  dead  I 

Chorus  i.  If  of  the  living  yet  the  dead  have 
care. 

GlSMUNDA,   An  easy  grief  by  couiisbI  may  be 
cur'd. 

Chorus  1.    But   headstrong  miscliiefa  princes 
should  avoid. 

GlSMUNDA,  lu  headlong  griefs  and  cases  des- 
perate! 

Chokus  2.  Call  to  your  mind,  Gisrannd,  you 
are  the  Queen. 

GlSMUNDA.  Unhappy  widow,  wife,    and  para- 
mour. 

Chorus  3.  Think  on  the  king. 

GlSMUNDA.  The  king,  the  tyrant  king  1 

Chorus  4.  Your  father. 

GlSMUNDA.  Yes,  tlie  murtherer  of  my  love. 

Chorus  4.  His  force. 

GLSMUNDA.  The  dead  fear  not  the  force  of  men. 

Chorus  1.  His  care  and  grief 

GlSMUNDA.  That  neither  car'd  for  me, 

Nor  grieved  at  the  murthur  of  my  love. 
My  mind  is  settled  ;  you  with  these  vain  words 
Withhold  me  but  too  long  from  my  desire. 


Depart  ye  to  my  chamlmr. 
Ch 


We  will  haste 


Chorus. 
To  tell  the  king  hereof, 

[Chorus  depart  into  the  palace. 
GlSMUNDA.  I  will  prevent 

Both  you  and  him.     Lo,  here  tlus  hearty  draught, 
The  last  that  in  this  world  I  mean  to  taste, 
Dreadless  of  death,  mine  Earl,  I  drink  to  thee. 

r  work  on ;  now  doth  my  soul  begin 
To  hate  this  hght,  wherein  there  is  no  love ; 


No  love  of  parente  to  their  children  ; 
No  love  of  princes  to  their  subjects  true  ; 
No  love  of  ladies  to  their  dearest  loves  : 
Now  pass  I  to  the  peasant  land  of  love, 
Where  heavenly  love  immortal  floimaheth. 
The  ^cIb  abhor  the  company  of  men  ; 
Hell  18  on  earth  ;  yea,  hell  itself  is  henven 
Comjiar'd  with  earth.     I  call  to  witness  heaven  j 
Heaven,  said  1 1     No  ;  hell '  record  1  call, 
And  thou,  stem  goddess  of  revenging  wrongs, 
Witness  with  me,  I  die  for  his  pure  love. 
That  lived  mine. 
[tSlie  lieth  duum,  awl  coverelh  her /ace  with  lurr  Jtair 


ACT  v.,  SCENE  3. 

Tancsed  in  }wutt  comcth  oitt  of  his  palace 

viilh  Juuo, 

TANCR»a>.  Where  is  my  daughter  I 

JULia  Behold,  here,  woful  king ! 

Tancbed.  Ah  me !   break,  heart ;  and  thou,  fly 
forth,  my  souL 
\Vhat,  doth  my  daughter  Gismund  take  it  no  t 
What  hast  thou  done  J     0,  let  me  see  thine  eyes  ! 
0,  let  me  dress  up  those  untrimmed  locks  \  ^ 
Look  up,  sweet  chUd,  look  up,  mine  only  joy, 
'Tis  1,  thy  father,  that  beseecheth  thee  : 

'  [Old  copy,  but  HrU.] 

'  [rnlrimmal  lotkt  wre  locks  ilisbevcilcd  or  andresscd. 
Trim,  in  the  language  of  tbe  timca,  wbb  frequently  used 
lor  drew.  So  in  Miissmg«t's  "  Emperor  of  tbe  Eiut,"  act 
ii.  M.  1— 

"OnrEvlrniiiutens.mUhDlr  lull  height  b<i«  [a  Ihn, 

B««alM  Mr  Steevens's  uole  oq  "King  JohD,"ac(  iii.  k.  3. 
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Rear  up  tliy  boiiy,  Btmin  thy  dying  voice 

To  speak  to  him  ;  sweet  Gismund,  spoak  to  me. 

GiSMUNDA.  Who  BtayB  my  soul )  who  tliua  dis- 
quiets me  I 

Tancred.  'Tis  I,  thy  father ;   ah  !   behold  my 
tears. 
Like  pearled  dew,  that  trickle  down  my  cheeks. 
To  wash  my  silver  baira. 

GisMUNDA.  0  father  king, 

Forbear  your  tears,  your  plaint  will  not  avail. 

Tancred.  0  my  aweet  heart,  haat  thou  receiv'd 
thy  life 
From  me,  and  wilt  tfaou,  to  requite  the  Game, 
Yield  me  my  death  i  yca,death,  and  greater  grief — 
To  see  thee  die  for  him,  that  did  defjime 
Thine  honour  thus,  my  kingdom,  and  thy  name! 

GiSMUNDA.  Yea,  therefore,  father,  gave  you  lift- 
That  I  should  die,  and  now  my  date  is  done. 
As  for  your  kingdom  and  mine  own  renown, 
Which  you  affirm  dishonoured  to  be, 
That  fault  impute  it  where  it  is  ;  for  he. 
That  slew  mine  Earl,  and  sent  his  heart  to  me. 
His  hands  have  hronght  this  shame  and  grief  on  us. 
But,  father,  yet  if  any  spark  remain 
Of  your  dear  love ;  if  over  yet  I  could 
So  much  deserve,  or  at  your  hands  desire, 
Grant  tliat  I  may  obtain  this  last  request. 

Tancred.  Say,  lovely  child,  say  on,  whate'er  it 
be. 
Thy  father  grants  it  willingly  to  thee. 

GiSMUNDA.  My  life  I  crave  not,  for  it  is  not  now 
In  you  to  rive,  nor  in  myself  to  save  ; 
Nor  crave  I  mercy  for  mine  Earl  and  mo. 
Who  hath  been  slain  with  too  much  cruelty. 
With  patience  I  must  a  while  abide 
Within  this  life,  which  now  wiU  not  be  long. 
But  this  is  my  reqnest — father,  I  yray 
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That,  since  it  pleased  bo  your  majesty, 
I  tihuuld  enjoy  my  love  iJive  no  more, 
Yet  ne'eiihelees  let  ub  not  parted  be, 
Whom  cruel  death  could  never  separate  : 
But  as  we  lIvM  and  died  together  here. 
So  let  our  bodies  be  together  tomb'd  : 
Let  him  with  me,  and  I  with  him,  be  laid 
Within  one  shrine,  wherever  you  appoint. 
This  if  you  grant  me,  as  I  trust  you  wdl. 
Although  I  live  not  to  requite  this  grace, 
Th'  immortal  gods  due  recompense  shdl  give 
To  you  for  this  ;  and  so,  vain  world,  farewell — 
My  speech  ia  painful,  and  mine  eyedght  fails. 
Tancred.  My  daughter  dies— see  how  the  bitter 

pangs 
Of  tyrannous  death  torments  her  princely  heart ! 
She  looks  on  me,  at  me  she  shakes  her  head; 
For  me  slie  groans ;  by  me  my  daughter  dies ; 
I,  I  the  author  of  this  tragedy. — 
On  me,  on  me,  ye  heavens,  throw  down  your  ire  ! 
Now  dies  my  daughter  1  [*Ae  diet]   hence  with 

princely  robes  !  [He  throws  a»ide  hit  rohet. 

0  fair  in  life !  thrice  fairer  in  thy  death  ! 
Dear  to  thy  father  in  thy  life  thou  wert, 
But  in  thy  death  dearest  unto  his  heart ; 

1  kiu  thy  paled  cheeks,  and  close  thine  eyes. 
This  duty  once  I  promis'd  to  myself 

Thou  shonldst  perform  to  me ;  but  ah  !  false  hope, 

Now  ruthful,  wretched  king,  what  resteth  thee  ? 

Wilt  thou  now  live  wasted  with  misery ! 

Wilt  thou  now  live,  that  with  these  eyes  didst  see 

Thy  daughter  dead)  wilt  thou  now  live  to  see 

Her  funerals,  that  of  thy  life  was  stay  1 

Wilt  thou  now  live  that  waat  her  life's  decay  t 

Shall  not  this  hand  reach  to  this  heart  the  stroke  1 

Mine  arms  are  not  so  weak,  nor  are  my  Umba 

So  feebled  with  mine  age,  nor  is  my  heart 

So  daunted  with  the  dread  of  cownjdice, 


But  I  can  wreak  due  vengcimce  ou  that  head. 
That  wrought  tho  means  these  lovers  now  be  ileail. 
Julio,  come  near,  and  lay  thuie  own  right  hand 
Upon  my  thigh  ' — now  take  thine  oath  of  me. 

Julio.  I  swear  to  thee,  my  liege  lord,  to  dis- 
cliarge 
W))atever  thou  enjoiuest  Julio. 

Tancred.    First,  then,  I  charge  thee  that  my 
daughter  have 
Her  last  retjueflt :  thou  ahatt  within  one  tomh 
Inter  her  £arl  and  her,  and  thereupon 
Engrave  some  royal  epitaph  of  love. 
That  done,  I  swear  theo  thou  shall  take  my  corpse 
Which  thou  shalt  find  by  that  time  done  to  death. 
And  lay  my  body  by  my  daughter's  side — 
Swear  thJs,  swear  this,  I  say. 

Juuo.  I  swear. 

But  will  the  king  do  so  unkingly  now  I 

Tancked.  a  kingly  deed  the  kin^  resolves  to  do. 

Juno.  To  kill  himself? 

Tancred.  To  send  his  soul  to  ease. 

Julio,  Doth  Jove  command  it  1 

Tancred.  Our  stars  comiwl  it. 

Julio.  Tlie  wise  man  overrules  his  stars. 

Tancred.  So  we. 

Julio.    Undaunted  should  the  minds  of  kings 
endure. 

Tancred.  So  shall  it  in  this  resolution. 


'  Alluding  to  a  custom  of  which  mention  ia  made  in 
Oeneaia.  cbup.  xxiv.  9 — "  And  the  lerrunt  put  iiis  hand 
under  tin  thigh  of  Abrahnm  his  mutnr,  and  tinin:  to  him 
coiiccraing  that  matter."  The  «ame  form  wna  likowiaa  ob- 
served by  Jacol)  and  Jtwopb  wlien  tliey  were  dying.  Some 
tDyilcry  is  auppoaed  to  be  couched  under  ihia  pmctice.  The 
tniwt  proliahlc,  st  least  the  mo«t  decent,  lupposittoD  U,  that 
it  wui  a  token  of  luhjcclion  or  homage  from  a  servant  to 
his  lord,  when  the  former  BalemnJY  promised  to  perform 
whatever  should  be  commanded  by  tlie  Utter.— 5tMr«ru, 
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Julio,  forbear :  and  as  tboii  lov'st  the  tdng. 

When  thou  shalt  Bee  him  welt'ring  in  his  gore, 

Stretching  hie  limbs,  and  gasping  in  liis  groans, 

Then,  Julio,  Bet  to  thy  helping  hand, 

Redouble  stroke  on  stroke,  and  drive  the  stab 

Down  deeper  to  his  heart,  to  rid  his  sold. 

Now  stand  aside,  stir  not  a  foot,  lest  thou 

Make  up  the  fourth  to  fill  this  tragedy. 

These  eyes  that  first  beheld  my  daughter's  shame; 

These  eyes  that  longed  for  the  ruthful  sight 

Of  her  Eari's  heart ;  these  eyes  that  now  have  seen 

His  death,  her  woe,  and  her  avenging  teen ; 

Upon  these  eyes  we  must  be  first  aveng'd. 

Unworthy  lanips  of  this  accursed  lump, 

Out  of  your  dwellings  !    [Putt  out  hit  ei/fi]    So  ;  it 

fits  us  thus 
In  blood  and  blindness  to  go  seek  the  path 
That  leadeth  down  to  everbisting  night. 
Why  fright'gt  thou,  daatard  I  be  thou  desperate  j 
One  mischief  brings  another  on  his  neck. 
As  mighty  billows  tumble  in  the  seas, 
Now,  daughter,  seest  thou  not  how  I  amerce 
My  «Tath,  that  thus  bereft  thee  of  thy  love, 
Upon  my  head )     Now,  fathers,  leani  by  me, 
Be  wise,  be  warn'd  to  use  more  tenderly 
The  jewels  of  your  joys.     Daughter,  I  come. 

[Kais  hinudf. 
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SPOKEN    BT    JULIO. 

Lo  here  the  eweets  of  grisly  pale  despair ! 

These  are  the  blossoms  of  this  cursed  tree. 

Such  are  the  fruits  of  too  much  love  and  care, 

O'erwhelmed  in  the  sense  of  misery. 

With  violent  liandB  he  that  his  life  doth  end. 

His  damned  soul  to  endless  night  doth  wend. 

Now  resteth  it  that  I  discharge  mine  oath, 

To  see  th'  unhappy  lovers  and  the  king 

Laid  in  one  tomb.     I  would  be  very  loth 

You  should  wait  here  to  see  this  mournful  thing : 

For  I  am  sure,  and  do  ye  all  to  wit, 

Through  grief  wherein  the  lords  of  Saleme  be, 

These  funerals  are  not  prepared  yet : 

Nor  do  they  thinlc  on  tnat  solemnity. 

As  for  the  fury,  ye  must  understand. 

Now  she  hath  seen  th'  effect  of  her  desire, 

She  is  departed,  and  hath  left  our  land. 

Granting  this  end  unto  her  hellish  ire. 

Now  humbly  pray  we,  that  our  English  dames 

May  never  lead  their  loves  into  mistrust ; 

But  that  their  honours  may  avoid  the  shames. 

That  follow  aucb  as  live  in  wanton  lust. 

We  know  they  bear  them  on  their  virtues  bold, 

With  blissful  chastity  so  well  content 

That,  when  their  lives  and  loves  abroad  are  told. 

All  men  admire  their  virtuous  government ; 

Worthy  to  live  where  fury  never  came, 
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Worthy  to  live  where  love  doth  always  see, 
Worthy  to  live  in  golden  trump  of  fame, 
Worthy  to  live  and  honoured  still  to  be. 
Thus  end  our  sorrows  with  the  setting  sun  : 
Now  draw  the  curtains,  for  our  scene  is  done. 

R.  W. 
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The  Wounds  of  Civill  ir<ir.  Lively  Ht  forth  in  the  true 
Tnigediet  of  Jfarius  and  SdUtu  As  it  hath  beene 
jmbliqueljf  pluide  in  London,  by  the  Right  Honourahle 
the  Lord  high  Admirall  hit  Servants.  Written  by 
Thmnas  Lodge,  Gent.  0  vita!  miscro  longa,  foolici 
lnvvin.  Loiuionj  Printed  by  John  Danter,  and  are  to 
Ii0  sold  lit  the  signe  of  the  Sunne  in  Paules  Church- 
yatxie.     1504.     4to. 


Thohab  Lodgs,  in  hia  "Alarum  against  Usurers," 
1584,  speoka  of  his  "  birth,"  and  of  "  tlie  offspring  from 
whence  he  came,"  aa  if  he  were  at  least  rcspectahly 
descenileJ  ;  and  on  the  autliority  of  Anthony  Wood,  it 
haa  been  asflerleJ  by  all  subaequent  MograpiierH  that 
he  was  of  a  Lincolnahire  family.  [The  fact  is,  that 
Lodga  was  the  eecond  eon  of  8ir  Thomaa  Lodge,  Lord 
Mayor  of  Xiondoii,  who  died  in  1684,  by  hie  wife,  the 
daugliler  of  Sir  William  Laiton.  j  Thomas  Salter,  about 
the  year  1080,  dedicated  his  "Mirror  of  Modeaty"  to 
[the  poet's  mothtir,  Lady  Anne  Lodge], 

Langbaiiie  seems  to  be  under  a  mistake  when  he 
states  that  Lodge  was  of  Cambridge.  Wood  claims 
him  for  the  Uuivereity  of  Oxford,'  where  he  traces 
him  aa  early  aa  1573,  when  he  must  hare  been  about 
seventeen  years  old,  if  he  were  bom,  as  is  generally 
suppose"!,  in  1056.    We  are  told  by  himself  that  he  was 

'  [The  followitii;  account  of  r.oil^  and  his  Korku  is  rer; 
imperfect.      See   the  Shakespeare   Society   voluiac, 
MDtsiniag  much  fuller  particulars.] 

>  In  tbe  "  Epistle  of  Englaud  la  ber  Three  Daughters," 
in  Clarke's  ■' roiimsnteis,"  I5!iS,  Lodge  is  spoken  of  as 
belonglDg  to  Oitord.— Coffin-. 
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a  Servitor  of  Trinity  College,  and  ihat  he  waa  edu- 
cated under  Sir  KUward  Hoby.  At  what  time  and 
for  what  cause  Lod|{c  left  Oxfonl  is  not  known ;  but 
]  Go88on,  in  the  dedication  of  his  "  Plays  Can- 
fnted  in  Five  Actions,"  printed  about  1582,'  accuses 
him  of  having  become  "  a  vagrant  person,  visited  by 
the  heavy  hand  of  God,"  aa  it  he  bud  taken  to  the 
BtAge,  and  thereby  had  incurred  the  vengeance  of 
heaven.  In  1584,  when  Lodge  answered  Oosson,  he 
was  a  student  of  Lincoln's  Inn  ;*and  to  "his  courteous 
friends,  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Inns  of  Court,"  he  dedi- 
cated his  "  Alarum  agaiuHt  Usurers."  He  ifterwards, 
as  he  infomia  Lord  Huniidon,  in  the  epistle  before  his 
"  Rosalynde,  1S90,  "fell  from  books  to  amis  ;"  and  be 
catU  it  "  the  work  of  a  soldier  and  a  scholar,"  adding; 
that  ho  had  sailed  with  Captain  Clarke  to  the  islands 
of  Tercema  and  the  Canaries.  In  1596,  he  published 
his  "  Margarite  of  Anierica,"  and  he  meutiona  that  it 
waa  written  in  the  Straits  of  Magellan,  on  a  voyage 
with  Cavendish.  To  this  species  of  vagrancy,  however, 
Oosson  did  not  refer. 

That  Loilge  was  vagrant  in  Ills  pursuits  we  have 
sufficient  evidence  ;  for,  after  having  perhaps  been 
upon  the  stage,  liavlng  entered  liimself  at  Lincoln's 
Inn,  having  become  a  soldier,  and  having  sailed  with 
Clarke  and  Cavendish,  he  went,  according  to  Wood,  to 


■  Ht  Uatoae  ("Shakespeare,"  by  BMwell,  iii,  iO.  note  9) 
mya  that  it  nas  printed  abunl  IGSO ;  but  Lodge  himself, 
writing  in  lfiS4,  speaks  of  Oosson's  "  PUys  Coaluted,"  ss 
written  "  about  two  years  si 

'  ''SclHs's  Mctamorpboais,"  15S9;  "Dioi;enes  tn  his  Siagn- 
larity."  1591:  and  "A  Fig  for  Miinms."  I5B6,  are  all 
staled  lo  l>fl  by  T.  L.,  or  Thomas  Lodge,  o(  Lincoln's  Inn, 
Oentleman. 


I'll  hold  Ibo  plough  ftwhile,  ind  ply  tbc  ci 

And  if  mj  m 

I'll  wriW  and  judge,  peruse,  commend  and  born." 
The  dedication  of  his  "  Wit's  Misery,  and  the  World'a 
MadneBS,"  is  dated  "from  mj  house,  at  Low  Ley  ton, 
Mil  November  1596." 

The  principal  rausona  for  supposing  that  Lodge  studied 
medicine  axe  the  existence  of  a  "  Treatise  of  the  Plague," 
published  by  "Thomas  Lodge,  Doctor  in  Phyaic,"  in 
1603,  and  of  a  collection  of  medicaj  recipes  in  MS., 
called  "The  Poor  Man's  Legacy,"  addressed  to  the 
Countess  of  Amodel,  and  sold  among  the  booka  of  tlie 
Duke  of  Norfolk.'    [There  can  be  little  or  no  question 

'  A  French  sonnet  by  Tbomaa  Lodge  is  preSied  U>  Robert 
Greene's  "Spanish  Haaquerado."     He  bns  also  gome  Flinch 

■  The  lioca  span  Lodge  in  "Tlie  Iteturn  from  Far- 
nasana,"  16D6,  would  show  that  it  clid  occur : — 

—auicr. 

'  [Afterwards  puicbascd  bj-  Mr  Collier.] 
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tliat  the  physician  and  poet  were  one  nnil  the  Barae.  In 
"  Euglund'a  PfimaBaus,"  1600,  be  is  cnlled  indilTcrently 
Thomas  Lodge  and  Doctor  Lodge.]  Tlie  author  of  the 
"  Treatise  of  the  Plague  "  eipresaly  tella  the  Lord  Mayor 
of  London,  in  the  dedication,  that  he  was  "bred  and 
lirought  up"  in  tlie  city.  Thomas  Hcywood,  in  his 
"Troja  BritannicB,"  1609,  enmnemtes  the  celebrated 
jihyEicians  then  liviug — 

"Aa  famous  Bntler,  Pedy,  Turner,  Poe, 
Atkieaon.  Lyatcr,  LoAjc,  vho  atiU  t,iinive"—C.  3. 
It  hardly  deserves  remark  that  Lodge  is  placed  last 
in  this  list ;  hat  had  he  been  the  same  individual  who 
hod  written  fur  the  stage,  was  the  friend  of  so  many 
dramatists,  and  was  so  well  known  aa  a  lyric  poet,  it 
seems  likely  that  Heywood  would  liave  aaid  more  about 
him.'  It  is  a  singular  coincidenoc,  that  having  written 
how  to  prevent  and  cure  the  plague,  he  should  die  of 
that  disease  during  the  great  mortality  of  1 625.  Wood's 
expressions  on  this  point,  however,  are  not  decisive  : 
"  He  laade  his  last  exit  (of  the  plague,  I  think)  in  Sep- 
tember 1625,  leaving  then  behind  him  a  widow  called 
Joan."  It  has  been  conjectnrcd  [rather  foolishly]  that 
be  was  a  Roman  Catholic,  fi'ora  a  statement  made  by 
one  of  his  biographers  that,  while  he  practised  medicine 
in  London,  lie  was  much  patronised  by  persons  of  that 
persuasion. 

■  [This  does  not  appear  quita  to  follow.  In  a  poem, 
"Upon  London  PhysiciauB,"  written  about  1820,  and  qnoled 
ia  "Inedilcd  Poetical  Miscellanies,"  edit.  Hailitt,  IB70, 
aig.  VI  5,  be  is  mentioned  in  the  same  way,  without  any 
reference  to  bis  litenuy  reputs  or  performances.]  It  ii  to 
be  obeerred  in  the  list  of  Lodge's  productions,  that  there 
IB  an  interval  between  1596,  when  "  Wii's  Misery  and  the 
World's  Madness"  appeared,  and  1003,  when  the  "  Treatise 
of  the  Plague"  was  published. 


There  are  but  two  e3:istin<!  dramatii;  jiroducliciiis  o 
the  title-pH^'es  of  which 
the  one  he  wrote  ulone,  and  the  olUor  i: 
with  Robert  Greene  ; — 

(1.)  The  Wounds  of  Civill  War.  Lively  set  forth  in 
the  true  TrageJies  of  Marina  ami  Scillo,  &c  Written 
by  Thomu,-]  Lodge,  Qent.     1594,  4to. 

(2  )  A  Looking  01iia)>e  fur  LoiidoD  and  Giigknd& 
Made  liy  Thomas  L()di,T,  Oenlleman,  and  Robert 
Urt-ene,  >n  ArHb\a  HcujiitfT,     1594,  1698,  1603,  1617, 

il  rcuiarkable  [of  hia  works],  and  that  which 
haa  been  moat  often  reprinted,  is  hia  "  RoaoJynde  "  which, 
oa  is  well  known,  Bhakvs|>eDrc  closely  followed  in  "  As 
You  Like  It"  3 

Anterior  to  the  date  of  any  of  liia  otlier  pieces  must 
have  been  Lodge's  defence  of  Btogc-plays  because 
Stephen.  Goason  replied  to  it  about  1582.  It  waa  lony 
thought,  on  the  authority  of  Prynne,  that  Lodge's  tract 
was  called  "The  Play  of  Playa,"  but  Mr  Malone  ascer- 
tfliued  that  to  be  a  diflorent  prodiiotioa  The  only  copy 
of  Lodge's  pamphlet  seen  by  Mr  Mulune  woa  without  a 


'  Olhen  hare  been  attributed  U 
Greene,  but  on  no  tuffioiunt  evidence— vii., "  Lady  Alimony," 
not  printed  until  IflSB ;  "  The  Laws  of  Naluro,"  and  •■  The 
Canlealion  bctveen  Liberality  and  Prodigality."  1602. 

*  [Repriul«d  in  Mr  Dyce's  editions  of  Greene's  Works, 
1S31  and  1801.]  Hcnslowe  prnbally  nlludea  to  Ihia  play  in 
hia  MSS.,  and  If  ao,  ii.  wtu  acted  aa  earl;  as  1S91.  The  fol- 
lowing is  the  entry  :  "  It.  (>.«.,  received)  at  the  Looking  Qlaue, 
the  8th  of  Hnrche,  IS91,  vij  a."  [See  Mr  Collier's  edit., 
1845.  pp.  23-8.] 

*  [Here  follows  in  the  former  edition  a  list  of  Lodge's 
works,  whiob  will  be  found  more  fully  and  correctly  given 
in  Uulitl's  "  Handbook,"  in  t.J 
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title,  and  it  was  probabt}r  the  SBine  th&twas  lold  among 
the  books  of  Topham  Beftuclerc  in  1781.  It  is  spoken 
of  in  "  The  French  Academy"  [1589]  aa  having  "lately 
passed  tlie  press  ;"  but  Lodge  himself,  in  hia  "Alarum 
Bgainat  Usurers,"  very  clearly  accounts  for  its  extreme 
tari^  :  he  eaya,  "  bj  reason  of  the  slendemeaa  of  the 
■ubject  {l>ecauae  it  was  in  defence  of  piniea  and  play- 
makers)  the  godly  and  reverent  that  had  to  deal  in  the 
cause,  mialiking  it,  forbad  the  publishing  ; "  and  he 
charges  Oosaon  vith  "comming  by  a  private  unperfect 
coppye,"  on  which  he  framed  his  answer,  entitled, 
"  Plays  confuted  in  Five  Actions." 

Mr  Malone  ("  Sliakespeare,"  by  Boswell,  ii.  250)  con- 
tends that  Spenser  alludes  to  Lodge,  in  his  "Tears  of 
the  Muses,"  under  the  name  of  Alcon,  in  the  following 
linear— 

"And  there  is  pleasing  Alcon,  could  he  raise 
His  tuues  from  lays  to  matters  of  mors  skill ; " 

and  he  adds  that  Spenser  calls  Lodge  Alcon,  from  one 
of  the  characters  in  "  A  Looking  Glaasc  for  London  and 
Engtande;"  but  this  argumeut  would  apply  just  as  much 
to  Lodge's  coadjutor  Orecne.  Mr  Malone  further  aiguea 
that  Lodge,  roused  by  tliis  applause  (which  he  repaid  in 
his  "  Phillis  "),  produced  not  long  afterwards  a  "  matter 
of  more  skiU,"  in  "  The  Wounds  of  Civil  War." 
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Our  factious  wits,  to  please  aspiring  lords, 

(You  see)  have  luliled  power  unto  our  foes, 

And  hazarded  rich  Plirygia  and  Bithinio, 

With  all  our  Asinii  holds  aud  cities  too. 

Thus  Sylla  seeking  to  be  general, 

WIio  is  invested  in  our  consul's  pail,' 

Hatli  forced  murders  in  a  (juiet  state ; 

The  cause  whereof  even  Pompey  may  complain, 

Who,  seeldDg  to  advance  a  cUnibing  friend, 

Hath  lost  by  death  a  sveel  and  courteous  sou. 

Who  now  in  Ajsia  but  Mithridates 

Laughs  at  these  fond  dissensions  I  complain  1 

While  we,  in  wrangling  for  a  generiil, 

Forsake  our  friends,  forestal  our  forward  war. 


to  iU  first  appeanincB  In  I  £>79.  It  ii  pmtt;  evident,  however, 
frum  rt  compnriaon  of  a  Sew  punuigeg  quoted  in  the  notes  in 
the  progrcu  of  the  play,  that  Lodge  did  emploj  this  popular 
work,  although  lie  bu  varied  some  of  the  avenla,  &ud  espc- 
ciMy  tho  death  of  SyWa. 

It  is  not,  perhaps,  possible  now  to  settle  the  point  when 
this  trn^dy  wu  first  represented  on  the  sUu^e,  but  it  wns 
moat  likely  some  time  before  its  poblication  in  1^91.  We 
koov  that  Lod^e  had  writlea  in  defence  of  the  stage  before 
1582,  and  it  is  not  Dnlihely  that  ho  did  so,  beeaiise  ho  had 
tJreadf  written  for  it  Robert  Greene,  in  his  >>  QrDiii'awDrth 
of  Wil>"  speaks  of  Lodge  as  a  dramatic  poet  in  1G92 :  and 
the  comedy  which  they  wroto  together,  it  is  aacerULlncd, 
was  acted  in  March  1591,  if  pot  earlier,  although  it  was  not 
printed  uotil  three  years  afterwards.  The  vcrsificatmn  of 
"  The  Woonds  of  Civil  War  "  certainly  affords  eridence  that 
il  was  penned  even  befors  Marlowe  had  improved  the 
measure  of  dramatic  blsnk  verso,  which  ShakesDeiR)  per- 
fected :  it  is  hcavv,  monotonous,  and  without  the  pauses 
■ubscqneatly  introduced ;  if  therefore  Lodge  prodnced  It 
after  Marlowe's  "  Edward  I  [."  vug  bmugbt  oat,  he  did  not 
t  least  profit  by  Che  eiatDpIe.     All  the  unities  arc  sot  at 


dufian 


'  The  "  conaura 


is  the  conaul's  rolie.    Thus  Milton 


And  leave  our  legions  full  of  daUiance  : 
^^'aiting  OUT  idle  wills  at  Capiia. 
Fie,  BomaiiB  !  Bhall  the  glories  of  your  names, 
The  woiidroue  beauty  of  thie  capitol, 
Perish  through  Sylla's  insolence  and  pride ;     "* 
As  if  that  Rome  were  robb'd  of  trae  renown. 
And  destitute  of  warlike  cLamptons  now  1 
Lo,  here  the  man,  the  rumour  of  whose  fame 
Hath  made  Iberia  tremble  ,ind  submit : 
l^^ee  Marias,  that  in  managing  estate. 
Though  many  cares  and  troubles  he  hath  pass'd. 
And  spent  hw  youth,  upon  whose  reverend  bead 
The  n)ilk-whit«  pledge  of  wisdom  sweetly  spreads. 
He,  six  times  consul,  fit  for  peace  or  war, 
Sits  drooping  hero,  content  to  brook  disgrace. 
Who  glad  to  fight  throun;h  follies  of  bis  foes 
Sighs  for  your  shauie,  whilst  you  abide  secure. 
And  I  that  see  and  should  recuro  these  wrongs. 
Through  Pompey's  late  vacation  and  delay, 
Have  left  to  publish  him  for  general. 
That  merits  better  titles  far  than  these. 
But,  nobles,  now  the  final  day  is 
When  1,  your  tribune,  studying  for  renown, 
I^onouncc  and  publish  Marius  general, 
To  lead  our  legions  against  Mithridates, 
And  crave,  grave  fathers,  signs  of  your  content, 
Q.    PoMPEY.    Believe  me,  noble   Romans   and 
grave  senators. 
This  strange  election,  and  this  new-maile  kw 
Will  witness  our  unstable  government, 
And  dispossess  Kome  of  bur  empery : 
For  although  Marius  be  renown'd  in  arms. 
Famous  for  prowess,  and  grave  in  warlike  drifts, 
Yet  may  the  sunshine  of  his  former  deeds  1 

Nothing  eclipse  our  Sylla's  dignity. 
Byiot  and  by  election  he  was  made 
Chief  geueral  against  Mithridates, 
And  shall  we  then  abridge  him  of  that  rule  1 
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'Twere  injury  to  Sylla  and  to  Rome  : 
Nor  would  the  height  of  his  all-daring  mJud 
Brook  to  the  death  so  vile  and  foul  disgrace. 
J.  Brutus.  Why,  Pompey,  as  if  the  senate  hail 

not  power 
To  8p[>oint,  dispose,  and  change  their  generals ! 
Bome  shall  betike  be  bound  to  Sylla's  rule, 
Whose    haughty    pride    and    swelling   thoughts 

puffd-up 
Fore-shows  the  reaching  to  proud  Tarquin'a  state. 
Is  not  his  ling'ring  to  our  Roman  loss 
At  Capua,  where  he  braves  it  out  with  feasts. 
Made  known,  think  you,  unto  the  senate  here  1 
Yes,  Pompey,  yes ;  and  hereof  are  we  sure. 
If  Romans'  state  on  Sylla's  pride  should  lie, 
Rome's  conquests  would  to  PonUis'  regions  fly  ; 
Therefore,  grave  and  renowned  senators, 
(Pillars  that  bear  and  hold  our  rule  aloft, 
You  stately,  true,  and  rich  pyramids) 
Descend  into  the  depth  of  your  estates ; 
Then  shall  you  find  that  Sylla  is  more  fit 
To  rule  in  Rome  domestical  affairs. 
Than  have  the  conquest  of  Bithinia, 
Which,  if  once  got,  he'll  but  by  death  forego  : 
Therefore  I  sayTletl  Marius  [IteJ  our  general. 
LucRCTius.  So  thus  we  strive  abroad  to  win 

renown. 
And  nought  regard  at  home  our  waning  states, 
Brutus,  I  say,  tlie  many  brave  exploits. 
The  warlike  acts  that  Sylla  has  achicv'd 
Show  him  a  soldier  and  a  Roman  too, 
Whose  care  is  more  for  country  than  himself. 
Sylla  nill  brook,^  that  in  so  many  wars. 
So  hard  adventures  and  so  strange  extremes, 

'  "  Sylla  nia  brook  "  is  "  SylU  ne  tcitt,  or  will  not  brwik." 
Shak«Bpe&re  luea  the  irord.  See  Ur  StecrenH's  note, "  Tam- 
ing of  the  Shrew,"  >ct  ii.  an.  I. 


Ilath  borne  the  palm  and  prize  of  victory, 
Thus  with  dishonour  to  give  up  his  charge. 
Svlla  hath  friends  and  soldiers  at  command, 
TTiat  first  will    make   the   towera  of   Rome  to 

shake. 
And  force  the  stately  capitol  to  dance. 
Ere  any  rob  him  of  his  just  renown. 
Then   we  that  through  the  Caspian  shores  have 

And  spread  with  ships  the  Oriental  sea. 

At  home  shall  make  a  munter  of  our  friends, 

And  massacre  our  dearest  countrymen. 

Lectorius.  The  power  of  Sylla  nought  will  'vail 
'giunst  Rome ; 
And  let  me  die,  Lucretius,  ere  I  see 
Our  senate  dread  for  any  private  man.     Therefore, 
Kenown'd  Sulpitius,  send  for  Sylla  back  : 
Let  Marius  lead  our  men  in  Asia. 

L.  MERin^.    The  law  the  senate  wholly  doth 
affirm: 
Let  Marius  lead  our  men  in  Aaia. 

CnNA.  Cinna  affirms  the  senate's  censure  just. 
And  aaith  let  Marius  lead  the  legions  forth. 
C.  Granius.  Honour  and  victory  follow  Marius' 
steps  I    - 
For  him  doth  Granius  wish  to  fight  for  Rome. 
Sulpitius.    Why  then,  you  sa^e  and  ancient 
sires  of  Home, 
Sulpitius  here  again  doth  publish  forth, 
That  Marius  by  the  senate  here  is  made 
Chief  general  to  lead  the  legions  out 
Against  Mithridates  and  his  competitors. 
Now  victory,  for  honour  of  Rome,  follow  Marius  ! 
[Here  lei  MARK'S  rouse  htmnel/. 
Marius.  Sage  and  imperial  senators  of  Rome, 
Not  without  good  advisement  have  you  seen 
Old  Marius  silent  during  your  discourse  : 
Yet  not  for  that  he  fenr'd  to  plead  his  cause, 
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Or  raise  liin  honour  troddtiu  down  by  age, 

But  that  Lib  words  should  not  allure  his  Irieuds 

To  stand  on  stricter  tenos  for  hia  liehoof. 

Six  times  the  senate  by  election  hath 

Made  Marius  consul  over  warlike  Rome, 

And  in  that  space  nor  liome  nor  all  the  world 

Could  ever  say  that  Marius  was  untrue. 

These  silver  hairs,  that  hang  upon  my  face, 

Are  witnesses  of  my  unfeigned  zeaL 

The  Cymbrians,  that  erewliile  invaded  France, 

And  held  the  Roman  empire  in  disdain, 

I^ay  all  confounded  under  Marina'  sword  : 

Fierce  Soipio,  the  nurror  once  of  Rome, 

WTioae  loss  as  yet  my  inward  soul  bewails, 

Being  ask'd  who  ahonld  succeed  and  bear  hia  rule, 

Even  this,  quoth  he,  shall  Suipio's  armour  Iiear  ; 

And  therewithal  clapp'd  me  upon  the  back."^ 

If  then,  grave  lords,  my  former-passed  youth 

Was  spent  in  bringing  honours  unto  ^  Rome, 

Let  then  my  s^e  and  latter  date  of  years. 

Be  sealed  up  for  honour  unto  Rome. 

Here  enter  Sylla,  wiih  CapUniU!  aiul  SolJirri'. 

Sdlpitius.    Sylla,  what  mean  those  arms  and 
warlike  troops  1 
These  glorious  ensigns  and  these  fierce  alarm[s] 
'Tia  proudly  done  to  brave  the  capitol ! 

'  "But  Bpeciully  ono  diiy  iiioye  tlie  r^al.  ha.vinE  taoAe 
him  Bup  with  him  xt  hia  talile,  tome  one  ahvT  «u|)[>er  fulling 
in  Ulke  of  Captainea  tbnt  were  in  Borne  at  thai  time,  ons 
that  stood  by  Scipio  asked  liim  (either  becaiiK  he  alaod  in 
doabt,  or  else  for  t)iat  he  would  carry  favour  with  Ri'ipia), 
what  other  Captaine  the  Itomanee  should  have  after  his 
death,  like  onto  him  I  Scipio  haviiiL;  Mirttia  b;  him, 
gentl;  i^lnpped  him  upon  tho  ahouldera  and  aaid,  Perail- 
ventOTB  this aball  be  he."— ,Vor(*'. PUtanh.  "  Lift  of  £•«;,.- 
Mtrlu,." 

'  [Old  copy,  inlo\. 
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Sylla.  Theee  arms,  Sulpitius,  are  not  borne  for 

But  maintenance  of  my  confirraed  state  : 
I  coiue  to  Rome  with  no  aeditioue  thoughts, 
Except  I  find  too  froward  injuries. 

Sulpitius.  But  ^ri8dom  would  you  did  forbear 
To  yield  these  alight  suspicions  of  contempt, 
Where  as  the  senate  studieth  high  affairs. 

Sylla.  What  serious  matters  have  tlieso  lords 
in  hand ) 

Sulpitius.    The  senators  with  full  decree  ap- 

Old  Marius  for  their  captain-general, 

To  lead  thy  legions  into  Asia, 

And  fight  against  the  fierce  Mithridates. 

Sylla.  To  Marius f     Jolly  stuff!     Why  then 

I  see 
Your  lordships  mean  to  make  a  bal>e  of  me. 

J.   Brutus.    'Tis  true,  Hylla,    the  senate  hath 

agreed 
That  Marius  shall  those  bands  and  legions  bear, 
Which  you  now  hold,  against  Mithridates. 

SVIXA.  Marius  should '  lead  them  then,  if  Sylla 

said  not  no ; 
And  I  should  be  a  consul's  shadow  then. 
Trustless  senators  and  ungrateful  Romans, 
For  all  the  honours  I  have  done  to  Kome, 
For  all  the  spoils  I  brought  within  her  walls. 
Thereby  for  to  enrich  and  raise  her  pride, 
Repay  you  me  with  this  ingratitude  1 
You  know,  unkind,  that  Sylla's  wounded  helm 
Was  ne'er  hung  up  once,  or  distain'd  with  rust : 
The  Marcians  that  before  me  fell  amain. 
And  like  to  winter-bail  on  every  side, 
Unto  the  city  Nuba  I  pursued. 


'  [Old  copy,  ihalt,  mid  ao  ia  ttie  iicll  liiis  J 
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And  for  your  sakes  were  thirty  thoueand  slain. 

The  Kippioians  and  the  Samnites  Sylla  brought 

Ab  tributaries  unto  famous  Rome  : 

Ay,  where  did  Sylla  ever  draw  his  sword. 

Or  lift  his  warlike  hand  above  his  head 

For  Romane'  cause,  but  he  was  conqueror  1 

And  now,  unthankful,  aisek  you  to  disfrade 

And  tear  the  plumes  that  Sylla's  sword  hatli  won? 

Marius,  I  tell  thee  Sylla  is  the  man 

Disdains  to  stoop  or  vail  his  pride  to  thee. 

Marius,  I  say  thou  niay*st  nor  shalt  not  have 

The  charge  that  unto  Sylla  doth  belong, 

Unless  thy  sword  could  tear  it  from  my  heart, 

Which  in  a  thousand  folds  impales '  the  same. 

Marius.  And,  Sylla,  hereof  be  thou  full  assur'd : 
The  honour,  whereto  mine  undaunted  mind 
And  this  grave  senate  hath  enhanced  me. 
Thou  nor  thy  followers  shall  derogate. 
The  space  *  of  years  that  Marius  hath  o'erpaas'd 
In  foreign  broils  and  civil  mutinies. 
Hath  taught  lum  this  :  that  one  unbridled  foe 
My  former  fortunes  never  sliall  o'ergo. 
Sylla.    Marius,  I   smile  at  these  thy  foolish 
words ; 
And  credit  me,  should  laugh  outright,  I  fear, 
If  that  I  knew  not  how  thy  froward  age 
Doth  make  thy  sense  as  feeble  as  thy  joints. 

MARlua  Sylla,  SyLa,  Marius'  years  have  taught 
Him  how  to  pluck  so  proud  a  younker's  plumes ; 


'  It  it  doubtFul  whether  we  ought  to  rcltd  inpalt  or 
impall.  If  the  latter,  it  mcaiiB  to  enfold  with  »  pall ;  but 
ClerelMid  uses  impaU  ia  the  suae  sease— 

ThiB,  howoer,  u  rather  a  forced  conBtruction. 
'[Old  copy,  *pmc(.]     This  may  mean  "the  rxpcaat  of 


Ami  know,  these  hcurs,  that  dangle  down  my  face, 
In  brightness  like  the  ailver^^hodgpe,  __ 
SliitU  odd  BO  haughty  courage  to  my  mind, 
And  rest  xuch.  piercing  objects  'gainst  thine  eyes, 
That  mask'd  in  folly  age  Khali  force  thee  stoop. 
Syll.1.  And  by  my  hand  I  swear,  ere  thou  shall 

My  soul  shall  perish  but  I'll  have  thy  beard. 
Say,  grave  senators,  shall  Sylla  be  your  general  1 

SULFlTiUS.  No  :  the  senate,  1,  and  Kome  her- 
self agrees 
There's  none  but  Marius  shall  be  general. 
Therefore,  Sylla,  these  daring  terms  unfit 
Beseem  not  thee  before  the  capitoi. 

Sylla.  Beseem  not  me  1     Kenators,  advise  you.    / ., 
Sylia  hatli  vowed,  whose  vows  the  heavens  record,    ' 
Whose  oaths  have  piei'c'd  and  search'd  the  deepest 

vast, 
Ay,  and  whose  protestations  reign  on  earth  : 
This  eapitol,  wherein  your  glories  shine, 
Was  ne'er  so  press'd  and  throng'd  with  scarlet 

gowns 
As   Rome    shall   be    with    heaps   of    slaughtered 

Before  that  Sylla  yield  his  titles  up. 

I'll  make  ^  her  streets,  that  peer  into  the  clouds, 

Bumish'd  with  gold  and  ivory  pillars  fair, 

Shining  with  jasper,  jet,  and  ebony, 

All  like  the  palace  of  the  morning  sun. 

To  swim  within  a  sea  of  purple  blood, 

Before  I  lose  the  name  of  general. 

MARrUR.  These  threats  against  thy  country  and 
these  lords, 
Sylla,  proceed  from  forth  a  traitor's  heart ; 
Whose  head  I  trust  to  see  advanced  up 
On  highest  top  of  all  this  capitoi. 


'  [Old  eopj,  n 
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As  erst  was  many  of  thy  progeny, 
Before  thou  vaunt  thy  victories  in  Rome. 

SvLiA.  Greybeard,  if  so  thy  heart  and  tongue 
agree, 
Draw  forth  thy  legions  and  thy  men  at  arms ; 
Rear  up  thy  standard  and  thy  steeled  crest. 
And  meet  with  Sylla  in  the  fields  of  Mars, 
And  try  whose  fortune  makes  him  general. 
Marius.  I  take  thy  word ;   Mariua  will  meet 
thee  there, 
And  prove  thee,  Sylia,  traitor  unto  Rome, 
And  aU  that  march  under  thy  trait'rous  wings. 
Therefore  they  that  love  the  Senate  and  Marius, 
Now  follow  him. 

Sylla.  And  all  that  love  Sylla  come  down  to  hiro  : 
For  the  rest,  let  them  follow  Marius, 
And  the  devil  himself  be  their  captain. 

[Sert  let  ihe  Senate  rise  and  catt  awny  tlieir 
gowM,   having  their  twords  by  Uteir  tides. 
Exit   Mariits,   and  mith  Aim   SuLPmus, 
Junius,  Brutus,  Lectorius. 
Q.  POMPEY.  Sylla,  I  come  to  thee. 
Lucretius.  SylU,  Lucretius  will  die  with  tliee. 
Sylla.  Thanks,  my  noble  lords  of  Rome, 

[Here  lei  them  go  down,  and  Sylla  nffen  to  go 
fort}i,  and  ANTHONY  calU  him  l/ack 
Anthony,  Stay,  Sylla;  hear  Anthony  breathe 
forth 
The  pleading  plaints  of  sad  declining  Rome. 

Syi.la.  Anthony,  thou  kaow'st  thy  honey  words 
do  pierce 
And  move  the  mind  of  Sylla  to  remorse  : 
Vet  neither  words  nor  pleadings  now  must  serve  : 
When  as  mine  honour  calls  me  forth  to  fight : 
Therefore,  sweet  Anthony,  be  short  for  Sylla's 

Anthony.  For  Sylla'a  haste  I  0,  whither  wilt 
thou  fly  1 
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Tell  me,  my  Sylla,  what  dost  thou  take  in  hand  I 
What  wars  are  these  thou  stirrest  up  in  Rome  I 
What  fire  is  this  is  kindled  by  thy  wrath  1 
A  fire  that  must  he  quencb'd  by  liomans'  blood, 
A  war  that  will  confound  our  empery  ; 
And  last,  an  act  of  foul  impiety. 
Brute  beasts  nill  break  tlie  mutual  law  of  tove, 
And  birds  affection  will  not  violate  : 
The  seneeless  trees  have  concord  'mongst  them- 
selves, 
And  stones  agree  in  links  of  amity. 
If  they,  my  Sylla,  brook  not  to  have  jar, 
What  then  are  men,  that  'gainst  themselves  do 

war  I 
Thoult  say,  my  Sylla,  honour  stirs  thee  up  ; 
18*1  honour  to  infringe  the  laws  of  Home  1 
Tliou'lt  aay,  perhaps,  the  titles  thou  liast  won 
It  were  dishonour  for  thee  to  fore^  ; 
0,  ia  there  any  height  above  the  highest. 
Or  any  better  than  the  best  of  all  1 
Art  thou  not  consul  1  art  thou  not  lord  of  Rome  1 
What  greater  titles  should  our  Sylla  have  1 
But  thou  wilt  hence,  thou'lt  ^bt  with  Morius, 
The  man  the  senate,  ay,  and  Rome  hath  chose. 
Think  this,  before  thou  never  lift'st  aloft. 
And  lettest  fall  ihy  warlike  hand  adown. 
But  thou  dost  raze  and  wound  thy  city  Rome  : 
And  look,  Iiow  many  slaugbter'd  souls  lie  slain 
Under  thy  ensigns  and  thy  conquering  lance. 
So  many  murders  mak'st  thou  of  thyself 

Sylla.  Enough,  my  Anthony,  for  thy  honey'd 
tongue 
Washed  in  a  syrup  of  sweet  conserves,* 
Driveth  confused  thoughts  through  Sylla's  mind  : 
Therefore  suffice  thee,  I  may  nor  will  not  hear. 
So  farewell,  Anthony  ;  honour  colls  me  hence  : 


'  [Old  copy,  c! 
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Sylla  will  light  for  glory  and  for  Rome. 

[£:rit  Sylla  and  his  follmeen. 
L.  Mkbula.  See,  uoble  Anthony,  the  trustless 
Btat«  of  rule, 
The  stayless  hold  of  matchless  sovereignty : 
Now  fortune  beareth  Rome  into  the  clouds. 
To  throw  her  down  into  the  lowest  hells  ; 
For  they  that  spread  her  glory  through  the  world. 
Are  they  that  tear  her  proud,  triumphant  plumes; 
The  heart-burning  pride  of  proud  Tarquiniua 
Rooted  from  Rome  the  sway  of  kingly  mace. 
And  now  this  discord,  newly  set  abroach. 
Shall  raze  our  consuls  and  our  senates  down. 
AsTHONT.  Unhappy  Rome,  and  Romans  thrice 
occura'd  1 
That  oft  with  triumphs  fill'd  your  city  walla 
With  Idnga  and  conquering  rulers  of  the  world. 
Now  to  eclipse,  in  top  of  all  thy  pride, 
Through  civil  disconfc  and  domestic  broils. 
O  Romans,  weep  the  tears  of  sad  lament, 
And  read  your  sacred  robes  at  this  exchange. 
For  fortune  makes  our  Rome  a  banding  ball,' 
Tosa'd  from  her  hand  to  take  the  greater  fall. 
GitANius.  0,  whence  proceed  these  foul,  ambi- 
tious thoughts. 
That  fire  men's  hearts  and  make  them  thirst  for 

rulel 
Hath  sovereignty  so  much  bewitch'd  the  mindf 
Of  Romans,  that  tlieir  former  busied  cares. 
Which  erst  did  tire  in  seeking  city's  good. 
Must  now  be  chang'd  to  ruin  of  her  walls) 
Must  they,  that  rear'd  her  stately  temples  up. 
Deface  the  saf.red  places  of  their  gods  I 
Then  may  we  wail,  and  wring  our  wretched  hands, 


Sith  both  our  gods,  our  templea,  and  our  walls, 
Ambition  makes  fell  fortune's  spiteful  thralls. 

[E;^eunl  all. 
[A  grtat  alarum.    Ltt  young  Marius  ehate  PoMPEY 
'  the  ttage,  and  old  MaRIUS  <hatt  LUCRE- 
TIUS.    Then  ltt  enter  ihrre  or  fmii-  Sol-Jiers, 
and  hit  ancient  lei/h  liia  m/ourt,  and  SylIjI 
after  them  with  Aw  hat  in  hie  hand :  they  offer 
to  ft}/  imtt/. 
Syixa,  Why,  whither  fly  you,  Romans, 
What  mischief  makes  this  flight  1 
Stay,  good  my  friends  :  stay,  dearest  couiitrjineii ! 
l8T  SOLDIKR.  Stiiy,  let  ua  hear  what  our  Lord 

Sylla  SBv'th. 
Sylla.   what,  will  you   leave  your  chieftains. 

And  lose  your  hououra  in  the  gates  of  Rome  I 
What,  shall  our  country  see,  and  Sylla  rue. 
These  coward  thoughts  so  lix'd  and  firm'd  in  you  I 
What,  are  you  come  from  Capua  to  proclaim 
Your  heartless  treasons  in  this  happy  town  } 
What,  will  you  stand  and  gaze  with  shameless 

looks, 

WhilsfHf wiua'  butchering  knife  assails  our  throats  1 
Are  you  the  men,  tjie  hopes,  the  stays  of  state ) 
Are  you  the  soldiers  prest  *  for  Asia  i 
Are  you  the  wondered  legions  of  the  world. 
And  will  you  fly 'these  shadows  of  resist! 
Well,  Romans,  I  will  perish  through  your  pride, 
That  thought  by  you  to  have  return'd  in  pomp  ; 
And,  at  the  least,  your  general  shall  prove. 
Even  in  his  death,  your  treasons  and  his  love. 


-'Dlipltdc.  dUdiUodg,  ■! 
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Lo,  this  the  wreath  that  shall  iny  body  binil, 
Whilst  Sylla  sleeps  with  honour  in  the  field : 
And  I  alone,  within  these  colours  shut, 
Will  bluah  yaar  dastard  foIHes  in  my  death. 
So,  farewell,  heartless  soldiers  and  untrue, 
That  leave  your  Sylla,  who  hath  loved  you.    [Ej:ir. 
1st  Soldier,  Why,  fellow-soldiers,  shall  we  fly 
the  field, 
And  carelessly  forsake  our  general) 
What,  shall  our  vows  conclude  with  no  avail  1 
First  die,  sweet  friends,  and  shed  your  purjile  blood. 
Before  you  lose  the  man  that  wills  you  good. 
Then  to  it,  brave  Italians,  out  of  hand  I 
Sylla,  we  come  with  fierce  and  deadly  blows 
To  venge  thy  wrongs  aud  vanquish  all  thy  foes. 

[Exeunl  to  iht  alarum. 


ACTUS  SECUNDU8,  SCENA  PRIMi 

Enter  Sylla  triumphant .-   LCCRETIUS,  POMPEV, 
teilh  Soltliert. 

Sylla.  Tou,  Roman  Boldiers.fellow-niatesinarms, 
The  blindfold  mistress  of  uncertain  chance 
Hath  turn'd  these  traitorous  climbers  from  the  top, 
And  seated  Sylla  in  the  cbiefest  place — 
The  place  beseeming  Sylla  and  hrs  mind. 
For,  were  the  throne,  where  matchless  glory  sits 
Em^al'd  with  furies,  threatening  blood  and  death, 
Begirt  with  famine  and  those  fatal  fears. 
That  dwell  below  amidst  the  dreadful  vast. 
Tut,  Sylla's  sparkling  eyes  should  dim  with  clear ' 

*  Lodg^  and  otber  writers  n 
tive  for  t.fae  gubBlantive :  tl 
Siitjre  ;"— 

flljicv  Ihftt  thy  dare  with  clDuiljr  darfru  li  nb 


Tlie  buniiug  brands  of  their  consuming  light, 
And  master  fancy  with  a  forward  mind, 
And  mask  repining  fear  with  awful  power : 
For  men  of  baser  metal  and  conceit 
Cannot  conceive  the  beauty  of  my  thought. 
I,  crowned  with  a  wreath  of  warlike  state, 

^"  e  thoughts  more  greater  tlian  a  crown. 
And  yet  befitting  well  a  Roman  mind. 
Then,  gentle  ministers  of  all  my  hopes, 
That  with  your  swords  made  way  unto  my  wish, 
Hearken  the  fruits  of  your  courageous  fight. 
In  spite  of  all  these  Roman  basilisks, 
That  seek  to  quell  ua  with  their  currish  looks, 
We  will  to  Pontus  ;  we'll  have  gold,  my  hearts  ; 
ThofiB  oriental  pearls  shall  deck  our  brows. 
And  you,  my  gentle  friends,  you  Roman  peers : 
Kind  Pompey,  worthy  of  a  consul's  name, 
You  shall  abide  the  father  of  the  state, 
Whilst  these  brave  lads,  Lucretius,  and  I, 
In  spite  of  all  these  brawling  senators, 
Will,  shall,  and  dare  attempt  on  Asia, 
And  drive  MithridateB  from  out  hie  doors. 

Pompey,  Ay,  Sylla,  these  are  words  of  mickle 

Fit  for  the  master  of  so  great  a  mind. 

Now  Rome  must  stoop,  for  Marius  and  his  friends 

Have  left  their  arms,  and  trust  unto  their  heels. 

SyllA-  But,  Pompey,  if  our  Spanieh  jennets'  feet 
Have  learnt  to  post  it  of  their  mother-wind, 
I  hope  to  trip  ujion  the  greybeard's  heels. 
Till  I  liave  cropp'd  his  snoulders  from  his  head. 
And  for  his  son,  the  proud,  aspiring  boy, 
His  beardless  face  and  wanton,  smiling  brows. 
Shall,  if  I  catch  him,  deck  yond'  capitol. 
The  father,  son,  the  friends  and  soldiers  all, 
That  fawn  on  Marius,  shall  with  fury  fall, 

Lucretius.   And  what  event  shall   nil   these 
troubles  bring  1 
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SVLLA.  This — Sylla  in  fortune  will  exceed  a 
king. 
But,  friends  and  soldiers,  with  dispersed  bauds 
Go  seek  out  Marius'  fond  confederates  : 
Some  post  along  those  un&equented  paths, 
That  track  by  nooks  unto  the  iieighhouring  sea ; 
Murder  me  Marius,  and  maintain  my  life. 
And  that  his  favourites  in  Rome  may  learn 
The  difference  betwixt  my  fawn  and  frown. 
Go  cut  them  short,  and  ahed  their  hat«ful  blood, 
To  quench  these  furies  of  my  froward  mood. 

[Exit  SMiej'i. 

Lucretius.    Lo,    Sylla,    wher^    our    senators 
approach ; 
Perhaps  to  'gratulate  thy  good  success. 

Enter  Anthony,  Gbanius,  Lepidu9. 

Sylla.  Ay,  that  perhaps  was  fitly  placed  there : 
But,  my  Lucretius,  these  are  cunning  lords. 
Whose  torguna  are  tipp'd  with  honey  to  deceive. 
As  for  their  hearts,  if  outward  eyea  may  see  them, 
The  devil  scarce  with  mischief  might  agree  them. 
Lepidds.  Good  fortune  to  our  consul,  worthy 

SyUa. 
Sylla.  And  why  not  general  'gainst  the  King 
of  Pontua  1 


Sylla.    Sirrah,    your  words   are   good,   your 

thoughts  are  ili 
E!ach  milkwhit«  hair  amid  this  mincing  beard, 
Compar'd     with     millions     of    thy     treacherous 

thoughts. 
Would  change  their  hue  through  vigour  of  thy  bate. 
But,  did  not  pity  make  my  fury  thrall, 
This  sword  should  finish  hate,  thy  life,  and  all. 
I  prythee,  Granius,  how  doth  Marius  1 


Granius.  As  he  that  bides  a  thrall  to  thm 
fate  : 
Living  in  hope,  as  I  and  others  do, 
To  catch  good  fortune,  and  to  c; 

Sylla.    Both   blunt   and   bold,   but  too  much 
mother- wit. 
To  jilay  with  fire,  where  fury  strenma  about : 
Curtail  jour  tale,  fond  man,  cut  oflf  the  rest ; 
But  here  I  will  dissemble  for  the  best. 

Granius.  Sylla,  my  years  have  taiiglit  me  to 
discern 
Betwixt  ambitious  pride  and  princely  zeal ; 
And  from  thy  youth  these  peers  of  Konie  have 

mark'd 
A  rash  revenging  humour'  in  thy  brain. 
Tby  tongue  adorn'd  with  flowing  eloquence, 
And  yet  I  see  imprinted  in  thy  brows 
A  fortunate  but  froward  governance. 
And  though  thy  rival  Marius,  mated  late 
By  backward  working  of  his  wretched  fate, 
Is  fall'n  ;  yet,  Sylta,  mark  what  I  have  seen 
Even  here  in  Rome.     The  fencer  Spectacus 
Hath  been  as  fortunate  as  thou  thyself; 
But  when  that  Crassus'  sword  assayed  his  crest, 
The  fear  of  death  did  make  liim  droop  for  woe. 

SvLLA.  You  saw  in  Rome  this  brawling  fencer 

When  Spectacus  by  Crassus  was  subdued. 
Why  Bo )  but,  air,  I  hope  you  will  apply. 
And  say  like  Spectacus  that  I  shall  die. 
Thus  peevish  efd,  discoursing  by  a  fire, 


■  Tha  quartfl  has  the  posBage  tbaa — 
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Amidst  their  cups  will  prate  how  men  aspire. 
Is  this  the  gret^ting,  Romane,  that  you  give 
Unto  the  patron  of  your  monarchy  I 
Lucretius,  shall  I  play  a  pretty  jest  t 

Lucretius.  What  Sylia  will,  what  Roman  dare 
withstand  i 

Sylla.   a  brief  and  pleasing  answer,  by  my 
htiad. 
Why,  tell  me,  Granins,  doet  thou  talk  in  sport  1 

Granius.  No,  Sylla,  my  discourse  is  resolute. 
Not  coin'd  to  please  thy  foml  and  cursed  thoughts : 
For  were  my  tongue  betray'd  with  pleasing  words 
To  feeil  the  humours  of  thy  haughty  mind, 
I  rather  wish  the  rot  should  root  it  out. 

Sylla.  The  bravest  brawler  that  I  ever  heard. 
But,  soldiers,  since  I  see  he  is  oppress'd 
With  crooked  choler,  and  our  artists  teach 
That  fretting  blood  will  press  through  openM  veins, 
Let  him  that  has  the  keenest  sword  arrest 
The  greybeard,  and  cut  off  his  head  in  jest. 
Soldiers,  lay  hands  on  Granius. 

Granius.  Ib  this  the  guerdon'  then  of  good 
admet 

SyliX  No,  but  the  means  to  make  fond  men 
more  wise. 
Tut,  I  have  wit,  and  carry  warlike  tools. 
To  charm  the  scolding  prate  of  wanton  fools. 
Tell  me  of  fencers  and  a  tale  of  fate  '. 
No,  Sylla  thinks  of  notliing  but  a  slate. 

Gkanius.  Why,  Sylla,  I  am  arm'd"the  worst  to 
Uy. 

Sylla  I  pray  theo  then,  Lucretius,  let  him  die. 
[Xreunt  wilk  GRANIUS. 
Beshrew  me,  lords,  but  in  tnis  jolly  vein 
Twere  pity  but  the  prating  fool  were  slain. 


^ 


I  fear  me  Pluto  will  be  wrath  n 
For  to  detain  so  grave  a 

Anthonv.  But  seek  not,  Sylla,  In  bliis  quiet  state 
To  work  revenge  upon  an  aged  umo, 
A  senator,  a  sovereign  of  this  town. 

Sylla.  The  more  the  cedar  climbs,  tlie  sooner 
down : 
And,  did  I  tliink  the  proudest  man  in  Rome 
Would  wince  at  that  which  I  have  wrought  or 

I  would  and  can  control  his  insolence. 
Why.  senators,  is  this  the  true  rnword, 
Wherewitli  you  answer  princes  for  their  i>ain. 
As  when  this  sword  hath  made  our  city  free, 
A  braving  mate  should  thus  distemper  me  1 
But,  Lepidiis  and  fellow-senatore, 
I  am  resolved,  and  will  not  brook  your  taunts ; 
Who  wTongeth  Sylla,  let  him  look  for  stripes. 

Anthony.  Ay,  but  the  milder  passions  show 
the  man ; 
For  as  the  leaf  doth  beautify  the  tree. 
The  pleasant  flow'rs  bedeck  the  painted  spring, 
Even  so  in  men  of  greatest  reach  and  power 
A  mild  and  piteous  thought  augments  renown. 
Old  Anthony  did  never  see,  my  lord, 
A  swelling  show'r,  that  did  continue  long: 
A  climbing  tower  that  did  not  taste  the  wind  : 
A  wratliful  man  not  wasted  with  repent. 
I  speak  of  love,  my  Sylla,  and  of  joy. 
To  see  huw  fortune  lends  a  pleasant  gale 
Unto  the  spreading  sails  of  thy  dcMres ; 
And,  loving  thee,  must  counsel  thee  withal : 
For,  as  by  cutting  fniitfiil  vines  increase, 
So  faithful  counsels  work  a  prince's  peace. 

Sylla.  Thou  honey-taUdng  father,  speak  thy 

Anthony.  My  Sylla,  scarce  those  tears  are  dried 
"P. 
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Tbat  Roman  matrons  wept  to  see  this  war  : 
Aluug  the  bcily  streets  tiie  hideous  groans 
Of  murdered  men  infect  the  weeping  air : 
Thy  foes  are  fled,  not  overtaken  yet, 
And  doubtful  is  the  hazard  of  this  war : 
Yea,  doubtful  is  the  liazard  of  this  war, 
For  now  our  legions  draw  their  wasteful  swords 
To  murder  whom  I     Even  Koman  citizens  ! 
To  conquer  whom  1     Even  Roman  citizens  I 
Then,  if  that  Sylla  love  these  citizens, 
If  care  of  Kome,  if  threat  of  foreign  foes, 
If  fruitful  counsels  of  thy  forward  frieuds, 
May  take  effect,  go  fortunate,  and  drive 
Tlie  King  of  Pontus  out  of  Asia ; 
Lest,  while  we  dream  on  civil  mutinies. 
Our  wary  foes  assail  our  city  walls. 

POMPEY.    My   long-concealed    thoughts,    Mark 
Anthony, 
Must  seek  discovery  through  thy  pliant  words. 
Believe  me,  Sylla,  civil  mutinies 
Must  not  obscure  thy  glories  and  our  names. 
Then,  sitii  that  factious  Marius  is  Biippress'd, 
Go  spreail  thy  colours  'midst  the  Asian  fields ; 
Meanwhile  myself  will  watch  this  city's  weal. 

S^liLA.  Pompey,  I  know  thy  love,  I  mark  thy 
words, 
And,  Anthony,  thou  hast  a  pleasing  vein ; 
But,  senators,  I  harbour '  in  my  head 
WitJi  every  thought  of  honour  some  revenge. 

Enter  LUCBETIUS  with  t/«  fuiad. 
Speak,  what,  shall  Sylla  be  your  general  1 

Lehdus.    We  do  decree   that   Sylla   shall    bo 

general  t 
Sylla.  And  wish  you  Sylla's  weal  and  honour 
tool 


■  {Old  copj,  f 
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Akthony.    We  wish   both   Sylla's   weal   and 
honour  too. 

Sylla.  Then  take  away  the  scandal  of  this  state, 
Banish  the  name  nf  tribune  out  of  town ; 
Protlaim  false  Mariua  and  his  other  friends 
Foemen  and  traitors  to  the  state  of  Rome, 
And  I  will  wend  and  work  bo  much  by  force. 
As  I  will  master  false  Mithridates. 

LuPtDUs.  The  name  of  tribune  bath  continued 
long. 

SvLLA.  So  shall  not  Lepidus,  if  he  withstand  me. 
Sirrah,  you  see  the  head  of  Granius  : 
Watch  you   his    hap,   unless    you    change    your 

words. 
Pompey,  now  please  me  :  Pompey,  grant  my  suit 

PoMPEY.  Lictora,  proclaim  this  our  undaunted 

We  will  that  Marius  and  hia  wTetched  sons : 

His  friends  Sulpitius,  Claudius,  and  the  rest 

Be  held  for  traitors,  and  acquit  the  men. 

That  shall  endanger  tlieir  unlucky  lives  ; 

And  henceforth  tribune's  name  and   state   sliall 

Grave  senators,  how  like  you  this  decree  1 

Lepidus.  Even  as  our  consuls  wish,  so  let  it  be. 
Sylla.  Then,  Lepidus,  all  friends  in  faith  for  me. 

So  leave  I  Rome  to  Pompey  and  my  friends, 

Rosolv'd  to  manage  those  our  Asian  wars. 

Frolic,  brave  soldiers,  we  must  foot  it  now  : 

Lucretius,  you  shall  biUp  the  brunt  with  me. 

Pompey,  farewell,  and  farewell,  Lepidus. 

Mark  Anthony,  I  leave  thee  to  thy  books ; 

Study  for  Home  and  Sylla'a  royalty. 

But,  by  my  sword,  I  wrong  this  greybeard's  head ; 

Go,  eirrab,  place  it  on  the  capitol; 

A  just  promotion  fit  for  Sylla's  foe. 

LordingB,  farewell :  come,  soldiers,  let  us  go. 

[Exit. 
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PoMPEY.    Sylla,    farewell,    and    iiappy   be   thy 
chance. 
Whose  war  both  Koine  and  Romans  must  advance. 

[ExeiDit  Seiiutoi-s. 

Snter  tlie  Magiatratet  of  Jtfinivrnum  with  Marius 
vfjy  mtlandioly :  Luciua  Favorinus,  Pausa- 
MIUS,  mich  tome  attendanta. 

Pausanids.  My  lord,  the  conree  of  your  un- 
stayed fate, 
Made  weak  through  that  your  late  unhappy  fight, 
Withdraws  our  wills  that  fain  would  work  your 

weal: 
For  long  experience  and  the  change  of  times. 
The  innocent  suppressions  of  the  just, 
In  leaning  to  forsaken  men's  relief. 
Doth  make  us  fear,  lest  our  unhappy  town 
Should  perish  through  the  angry  Roman's  sword. 

Maku;s.  Lords  of  Minturnum,  when  I  shap'd 

To  fly  the  danger  of  pursuing  death, 
I  left  my  friends,  and  all  alone  attain'd, 
In  hope  of  succours,  to  this  little  towu. 
Relying  ou  your  eourt«sies  and  truth. 
What  foolish  fear  doth  then  amaze  you  thus  1 

Favorinus.  O  Marius,  thou  tljyself,  thy  sou,  thy 
friends. 
Are  banished,  and  exiles  out  of  Rome, 
Proclaim'd  for  traitors,  reft  of  your  estates, 
Adjudg'd  to  death  with  certain  warrantise  : 
Should  then  so  small  a  town,  my  lord,  as  this 
Hazanl  their  fortunes  to  supply  your  wants } 

Marius.  WHiy,  citizens,  and  what  is  Marius 
I  tell  you,  not  so  baae  as  to  despair. 
Yea,  able  to  withstand  ingratitudes. 
Tell  me  of  foolish  laws,  decreed  at  Rome 
To  pie."*  the  xagry  humours  of  my  foe ! 


Believe  me,  lorde,  I  know  and  am  assur'd, 
That  magnanimity  can  never  fear, 
And  fortitude  ao  conquer  silly  fate. 
As  Sytla,  when  he  hopes  to  have  my  head, 
May  hap  ere  long  on  sudden  lose  his  own. 
Pausanius.  a  hope  beseeming  Marius ;  Ijut,  I 
fear. 
Too  strange  to  have  a  short  and  good  event. 

Mabtub.    Why,   Sir  Pausanius,    have   you  not 
beheld 
Campania  plains  fultill'd  with  greater  foes, 
Thau  ia  that  wanton  mili-aop,  nature's  scoru. 
Base-minded  men  to  live  in  perfect  hope, 
Whose  thoughts  are  shut   within  your  cottage 

eaves, 
Kefuse  not  Manus,  that  must  favour  you  : 
For  these  are  parts  of  unadvised  men. 
With  present  fear  to  lose  a  perfect  friend, 
That  can,  will,  may  control,  command,  subdue. 
That  braving  boy,  that  thus  bewitcheth  you. 
Favorinijs.  How  gladly  would  we  succour  yoii, 
my  lord. 

But  that  we  fear 

Maiuus.  What!  the  moonshine  in  the  water! 
Thou  wretched  stepdame  of  my  fickle  state, 
Are  these  the  guerdons  of  the  greatest  minds  1 
To  make  them  hope  and  yet  betray  their  hap. 
To  make  them  climb  to  overthrow  them  straight  t 
Accurs'd  thy  wreak,^  thy  wrath,  thy  bale,  thy  weal. 
That  roak'st  me  sigh  the  sorrows  that  I  feel  J 
Untrodden  paths  my  feet  shall  rather  tiuce, 
Than  wrest  my  succours  from  inconstant  hands : 
Rebounding  rocks  shall  rather  ring  my  ruth, 
Than  these  Campanian  piles,  where  terrors  bide  : 
And  nature,  that  hath  lift  my  throne  so  high. 
Shall  witness  Marius'  triumphs,  if  he  die.  ~ 
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But  she,  that  gitvo  the  lictoi''s  rod  and  axe 
To  wait  my  six  times  consulship  in  Kume, 
Will  not  pursue  where  erst  she  flattered  sa 
Minturaum  then,  farewell,  for  I  must  go; 
But  think  for  to  repent  you  of  your  no. 

PAUSANIU8.  Nay  stay,  my  lord,  suid  deign  in 
private  here 
To  wait  a  message  of  more  hetter  worth  ; 
Vour  age  and  travels  must  have  some  relief; 
And  be  not  wrath,  for  greater  men  than  we 
Have  feared  Rome  and  lioman  tyranny. 

ilARlUS.  You  talk  it  now  like  men  confirmed  in 
faith. 
Well,  let  me  try  the  fruite  of  your  discourse, 
For  care  my  mind  and  pain  my  hody  wrongs. 
PaUSANIUs.    Then,    Favorinus,    shut  his   lord- 
ship up 
Within  some  secret  chamber  in  the  state. 
Meanwhile,  we  will  consult  to  keep  him  safe. 
And  work  some  secret  means  for  his  supply, 
Mariits.  Be  trusty,  lords;  if  not,  I  can  but 
die.  [SxU  Mabius. 

Pausanius.  Poor,  hapless  Soman,  little  wottest 
thou 
The  weary  end  of  thine  oppressed  life. 

Lucius.    Why,   my  Pausanius,   what   imports 

these  words  1 
Pausanius.  O  Lucius,  age  liath  printed  in  my 
thoughts 
A  memory  of  many  troubles  paes'd. 
The  greatest  towns  and  lords  of  Asia 
Have    stood    on    tickle    terms    through     simple 

truth : 
The  Khodiau  records  well  can  witnes.'i  this. 
Then,  to  prevent  our  means  of  overthrow. 
Find  out  some  stranger,  that  may  suddenly 
Enter  the  chamber,  where  as  Marius  lies. 
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And  cut  him  short ;  the  present  of  whose  head 
Shall  make  the  RomanB  praise  us  for  our  truth, 
And  Sylla  prest  to  grirat  us  privilege. 

Lucius.    A  barbarous  act  to  wrong  the  men 
that  trust. 

PaUSANIUS.  In  country's  cause  injustice  proveth 
just. 
Come,  Lucius,  let  not  silly  thought  of  right 
Subject  our  city  to  the  Roman's  might : 
For  why  you  know  in  Marius  only  end 
Borne  will  reward,  and  Sylln  will  befriend. 

Lucius.  Yet  all  successions  will  us  discommend. 

SiUtr  Marius  the  ynun^er;  Cethkgus,  Lectorius, 
wilh  Soman  Lord*  and  Soldi^t. 
Young  Ma.rids.    The   wayward   lady  of  this 
wicked  world, 
That  leads  in  luckless  triumph  wretched  men, 
My  Koman  friends,  hath  forced  our  desires. 
And  fram'd  our  minds  to  brook  too  base  relief. 
What  land  or  Lybian  desert  is  unsought 
To  find  my  father  Marius  and  your  friend  1 
Yea,  they  whom  true  relent  could  never  toucli — 
These  fierce  Nuraidians,  hearing  our  mishajw, 
Weep  floods  of  moan  to  wail  our  wretched  fates. 
Thus  we,  that  erst  with  terrors  did  attaint 
The  Bactrian  bounds,  and  in  our  Roman  wars 
Enforc'd  the  barbarous  borderers  of  the  Alps 
To  tremble  with  the  terrors  of  our  looks. 
Now  fly,  poor  men,  affrighted  without  harms  ; 
Seeking  amidst  tlie  desert  rocks  and  dens 
For  him,  that  whilom  in  our  capitol 
Even  with  a  beck  commanded  Asia. 
Thou  woful  son  of  such  a  famous  man. 
Unsheathe  thy  sword,  conduct  these  warlike  men 
To  Rome,  unhappy  mistress  of  our  harms  : 
And   there,   since   tyrants'  ]Kiwer   hath  thee  op- 
press'd, 
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And  rublt'ii  thee  of  thy  father,  friends,  and  all, 

So  die  undaunted,  killing  of  thy  foes. 

That  were  the  offspring  of  these  wretched  a 

Lectorius.  Why,  how  now,  Mariua,  wilTyou 
mate  u&  thus, 
That  with  content  adventure  for  your  love  I 
\Vliy,  noble  youth,  reaolve  yourself  on  this. 
That  son  ami  father  both  liave  friends  in  Home, 
That  seek  old  Manus'  rest  and  your  relief. 

Young  Makius.  Lectorius,  friends  are  goason  ' 
now-a-daya, 
And  grow  to  fiiine,  before  they  taste  the  fire. 
Adversities  bereaving  man's  avails, 
They  fly  like  feathers  dallying  in  the  wind  ; 
They  rise  like  bubbles  in  a  stormy  rain, 
Swelling  in  words,  and  flying  faith  and  deeds. 

CffTHEGUS.  How  fortunate  art  tfaou,  my  lovely 
lord. 
That  in  thy  youth  may'st  reap  the  fruits  of  age ; 
And  having  lost  occasion's  holdfast  now, 
May'st  learn  hereafter  how  to  eutertain  her  wel!. 
But  sudden  hopes  do  swarm  about  my  heart : 
Be  merry,  Romans  ;  see,  where  from  the  coast 
A  weary  messenger  doth  post  him  fast. 

Enter  Cinna's  Slave,  toitA  a  tetter  mdosed, 
pogting  in  kattt. 

Lectorius.  It  should  be  Cinna'a  slave,  or  else 
I  err, 

'  Scarce.     It  a  found  in  Spenser     Robert  Qreene  aiio 
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For  in  his  forehead  I  behold  the  scar. 
Wherewith  he  marketh  Btill  liis  barbarous  awains. 
YooxQ  Marius.  0,  stay  him,  good  Lectoriiis, 
for  me-seema 
His  great  post-haste  some  pleasure  should  present. 
LecTORIUS.  Sirrah,  art  thou  of  Kome  f 
Slave.  Perhaps,  sir,  no. 
LEGT0RID3.  Without  perhaps,  say,  sirrah,  is  it 

sol 
Slave.  This  is  Lectoriua,  Marius'  friend,  I  trow  ; 
Yet  were  I  best  to  learn  the  certflJnty, 
Lest  some  dissembling  foes  should  me  descry. 

[Atitft. 

Young  Marius.  Sirrah,  leave  off  this  foolish 

dalliance. 

Lest  with  my  swonl  I  wake  you  from  your  trance. 

Slave.  0  happy  man,  0  labours  well-achiev'd  I 

How  hath  this  chance  my  weary  limbs  revived  : 

0  noble  Marius  !     0  princely  Marius  ! 

Young  Marius.  What  means  this  peasant  by 
hia  great  rejoice  ? 

Slave.  OworthyRoman,  many  montlw  have  past 
Since  Giiina,  now  the  cousul  and  my  lord, 
Hath  sent  me  forth  to  seek  thy  friends  and  thee. 
All  Lybia,  with  our  Itomati  presidents, 
Numidia,  full  of  unfrequented  ways. 
These  weary  limbs  have  trod  to  seek  you  out. 
And  now,  occasion  pitying  of  ray  pains, 

1  late  arriv'd  upon  this  wished  shore. 
Found  out  a  sailor  bom  in  Capua, 

That  told  me  how  your  lordship  poas'd  this  way. 
Young  Marius.  A  happy  labour,  worthy  some 
reward. 
How  fares   thy  master  ^      What's   the    news    at 
Romel 
Slave.  Pull  out  the  pike  from  off  thia  javelin- 
top, 
And  there  are  tidings  for  these  lords  and  thee. 
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YoUNO   Marius,    a    policy  beaeemiug    Ciiina 
lyell: 
Lectorius,  read,  and  break  these  letters  up.' 


To  his  Honourable  friend  Marius  the  younger, 
greeting. 
Beinff  cohsuI  (for  the  tee/fare  both  of  fathifr  and 
WW,  with  n(Aw  (Ay  accotnjJices),  !  have,  uwler  an 
honeit  policy,  tinev  my  imialment  ^i  the  conmiUhip, 
cauted  all  SyiM»  friendt  that  leere  indtferent,  wil/i 
lite  etlker  neighbouriiiif  citiet,  to  revolt.  Oelaviui,  my 
fellow-eotuul,  with  the  rest  of  the  Menate,  mUiniMting 
me,  and  hearinr;  hom  I  taught  to  unite  the  old  eitiient 
wUh  the  nfUF,  hiUh  wrought  much  trouble,  but  to  no 
effect.  I  Aope  the  toldien  of  Capita  ihallfolltivi  our 
faction,  for  Sylla,  hearing  of  thege  harly-burliei,  ie 
hatting  homeward,  very  fortunate  in  his  wart  againti 
Mithridatet.  And  it  it  to  be  feared  that  torae  of  hit 
friends  /tere  have  certified  him  of  my  proceedings,  and 
purpose  to  retlore  you.  Cethegut  and  Lectoriut  I 
hear  say  are  with  you.  Ceniorinus  and  A  U/inovanus 
will  ifiortly  vitil  i/ou.  Therefore  haste  and  trek  out 
your  father,  w/ia  is  now,  as  I  hear,  about  MiiUurnum. 
Levy  what  poaer  you  can  v/ith  all  expedition,  and 
slay  not. 

Rome,  the  5  Kalends  of  December. 
Yonr  tinfeigned  friend, 

CiNNA,  Consul. 

Young  Marius.     Yea,    fortune,    shall   young 
Marius  climb  aloft  t 
Tlien  woo  to  my  repining  foea  in  Konie  1 
And  if  I  live,  sweet  queen  of  change,  thy  shrines 

'  [Open  Ihem.] 
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Shall  shine  with  beauty  'midst  the  capitoL 
Lectorius,  tell  me  what  were  best  be  done  1 

Lbctorius.  To  sea,  my  lord  ;  seek  your  warlike 
sire  : 
Send  back  this  peasant  with  your  full  pretence, 
And  think  already  that  our  paina  have  enc], 
Since  Cinna,  with  his  followers,  is  your  friend. 
youNG  Marius.   Vea,  Romans,  we  will  furrow 
through  the  foam 
Of  Bwellitig  floods,  and  to  the  sacred  twins 
Make  sacrifice,  to  shield  our  ships  from  storms. 
Follow  me,  lords  ;  come,  gentle  messenger, 
Thou  shalt  have  gold  and  glory  for  thy  {lains. 

[Exeunt, 


ACTUS  TEKTIUS.     SCENA  PRIMA. 


Cinna.    Upbraiding  senators,   bewitch'd  with 

That  term  true  justice  innovation ; 
You  ministers  of  Sylla's  mad  conceits. 
Will  consuls,  think  you,  stoop  to  your  controls  I 
These  younger  citizens,  my  fellow-lords, 
Bonnd  to  maintain  both  Marius  and  his  son. 
Crave  but  their  due,  and  will  be  held  as  good 
For  privilege  as  those  of  elder  age ; 
For  they  are  men  conform'd  to  feats  of  arms. 
That  have  both  wit  and  courage  to  command. 
These  favourites  of  Octavius,  that '  with  age 
And  paUies  shake  their  javelins  in  their  hands. 
Like  heartless  men  attainted  all  with  fear : 

'  [Uld  copy,  what.] 
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And  should  tbey  then  overtop  the  youth  t 
No,  nor  this  consnl,  nor  Mark  Anthony, 
Shall  make  my  followers  faint  or  lose  their  right ; 
But  1  will  have  them  equal  with  the  bast 
Anthony.  Why  then  the  senate's  name,  whose 

reverend  rule 
Hath  blazed  our  virtues  'midst  the  western  isle, 
Must  be  obscur'd  by  C  in  na'a  forced  power. 
O  citizens  I  are  laws  of  country  left) 
Is  justice  banish'd  from  this  uapitol ) 
Must  we,  poor  fathers,  see  your  drooping  bauds 
Enter  the  sacred  synod  of  this  state) 
0  brutish  fond  presumptions  of  this  age  ! 
Rome !  would    the    miacliiefs   might  obscure  my 

life, 
So  I  might  counsel  consnls  to  be  wise. 
Why.  countrymen,  wherein  consists  this  strife  ) 
Forsooth  the  younger  citizens  will  rule  ; 
The  old  men's  heads  are  dull  and  addle  now  ; 
And  in  elections  youth  will  bear  the  sway. 

0  Cinna,  see  I  not  the  woful  fruits 
Of  these  ambitious  stratagems  begun  i 

Each  flattering  tongue  that  dallieth  pretty  words 
Shall  change  our  fortunes  and  our  states  at  once. 
Had  I  teu  thousand  tongues  to  talk  the  care. 
So  many  eyes  to  weep  their  woful  miss. 
So  many  pens  to  write  these  many  wrongs. 
My  tongue  your  thoughte,  my  eyes  your  tears, 

should  move. 
My  pen  your  pains  by  reason  should  approve. 

Cinna.  Why,  Anthony,  seal  up  those  sngar'd  lips. 
For  I  will  bring  my  purpose  to  effect. 

Anthony.  Doth   Cinna   like  to  interrupt  me, 
thent 

Cinna.  Ay,  Cinna.  sir,  will  interrupt  yon  now. 

1  tell  thee,  Mark,  old  Marius  is  at  hand. 
The  very  patron  of  this  happy  law, 
Who  will  revenge  thy  cunning  eloquence. 
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Anthony.  I  talk  not,  I,  to  please  or  him  oi' 

But  wliat  I  B|>eak,  I  think  and  practise  too  : 
'Twere  better  Sylla  learnt  to  mend  iu  Kome, 
Than  Marius  come  to  tyrannise  in  Rome, 

OCTAVIUS.  Nay,  Mariua  shall  not  tyrannise  iu 

Old  citizens ;  afi  Sylla  late  ordain'd, 
King  Tutliua'  laws  shall  take  their  full  effect : 
The  best  and  aged  men  shall  in  their  choice, 
Both  bear  the  day,  and  firm  [th']  election. 

OiNNA.  0  brave  !    Octuviua,  you  will  beard  me 
then, 
The  elder  consul  and  old  Marius'  friend ; 
And  these  Italian  freemen  must  be  wrung'd. 
First  shall  the  fruit  of  all  thine  honours  fail, 
And  this  my  poniard  shall  despatch  thy  life. 
Lefidus.   ^uoh  insolence  was  iieror  seen   in 
Rome  : 
Nought  wanteth  here  but  name  to  make  a  king. 
OcTAVlUS.  Strike,  villain,  if  thou  list,  for  I  am 
prest 
To  nuike  as  deep  a  furrow  in  thy  breast  1 

Young  Citizen.  The  young  men's  voices  shall 

prevail,  ray  lords. 
Old  Citizen.  And  we  will  firm  our  honours  by 
our  bloods.  [ThunJer. 

Anthony.    0  false  ambitious  pride  in  young 
and  old ! 
Hark,   how  the    heavens  our   follies  hath   con- 
troU'd. 
Old  Citizen.   "WTiat,  shall  we  yield  for  this 

religious  fear ) 
Anthony.  If  not  reli^ous  fear,  what  may  re- 
press 
These  wicked  passions,  wretched  citizens  1 
O  Rome,    i>oor    Kome,   immeet    for  these    mis- 
deeds, 


I  Bee  contpmpt  of  heaven  will  breed  a  iirons. 
Sweet  Cinna,  govern  rage  with  reverence. 

[TUujiJer. 
0  fellow-citizens,  be  more  advia'd  ! 
Lepidus.  We  charge  you,  ( 
the  court ; 
The  gods  condemn  this  brawl  and  civil  jars. 
O0TAVIU8.  We  will  submit  our  honours  to  their 
wills: 
You,  ancient  citizens,  come  follow  me. 

[Exit  Octavidb;  wii/t  him  Anthony  aiul 
Lkpidus. 
Cinna.  High  Jove  himself  hath  done  too  much 
for  tliee, 

Else  should  this  blade  abate  thy  royalty. 
Well,  young  Italian  citizens,  take  heart. 
He  is  at  band  that  will  maintain  your  right ; 
That,  entering  in  these  fatal  gates  of  Home, 
Shall  make  them  tremble  that  disturb  you  now. 
You  of  Prenesto  and  of  Formite, 
With  other  neighbouring  cities  in  Campania, 
Prepare  to  entertain  and  succour  Marius, 

Young  CrriZEN.  For  him  we  live,  for  him  we 
mean  to  die.  [L'xeuni. 


Marius.    Have    these    Mintuntians,   then,   so 
cruelly 
Presum'd  eo  great  injustice  'gainst  their  friends  1 

Jailer.    Ay,   Marius,  all  our  nobles  have  de-  ' 

creed  J 

To  send  thy  head  a  present  unto  Home.  j 

Marius.  A  Tantal's  present  it  will  prove,  my  ' 

&iend,  1 

Which  with  a  little  smarting  stress  will  end  '. 

Old  Marius'  life,  when  Rome  itself  at  last  i 
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Shall  me  my  loss,  and  theu  revenge  nij  death. 
But  tell  me,  jailer,  could'st  thou  be  content. 
In  being  Marius,  for  to  brook  this  wrong. 
Jailer.  The  high  estate  your  lordship  once  did 
wield, 
The    many  friends    that    favn'd,   when   fortune 

Your  great  promotione  and  your  mighty  wealth, 
Theae,  were  I  Marius,  would  amate  me  bo,' 
As  loss  of  them  would  vex  lue  more  than  death. 
Marius.  Is  lordship  then  bo  great  a  bliss,  my 

friend  1 
Jailer.    No  title  may  compare  with  princely 

rule, 
Marius.  Are  friends  so  faithful  pledges  of  de- 
light t 
Jailer.  What  better  comforts  than  are  faithful 

friends  i 
Marius.  Is  wealth  a  mean  to  lengthen  life's 

content  ? 
Jailer.  \\'here  great  possessions  bide,  what  care 

can  touch  1 
Marius.  These  stales  '  of  fortune  are  the  com- 
mon plagues, 
That  still  mislead  the  thoughts  of  simple  men. 
The  shepberd^wain  that,  'midet  his  country-cot, 
Deludes  his  broken  slumbers  by  hia  toil, 
Thinks  lordship  sweet,  where  care  with  lordship 

dwell  B. 
The  trustful  man  that  builds  on  trothless  vows, 


'  The  meaning  o£  " 
or  eonfoDDd  me  bo.  Si 
[nprd,  p.  79],  wliere  ii: 

■  Ur  Stecvens.  in  a  i 
ii.  K.  1,  hu  collected 
meaning  of  Lhe 
In  ihis  plai 


n  ihe  part  of  fortune. 


luld  amate  mo  so,"  is,  would  daunt 
nolo  to  "  Tancred  and  Gigmutida  " 

te  on  the  "  Comedy  of  f.TTOtr,"  set 

number  of  quatatioDR  to  ihow  the 

ird  Hale,  and  to  them  the  reader  ii  referred. 

false  allurenieat,  Lait,  or  deeep- 
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Whose  aimple  tlioiighU  are  uras^'d  with  ecornful 

nays, 
Together  weeps  the  losa  of  wealth  and  friend : 
So   lordehl]),    friends,  wealtli  spring  and  perieh 

Whert  death  alone  yields  happy  life  at  last. 

0  gentle  governor  of  my  contents, 

Thou  sacred  chieftain  of  our  capitol, 

Who  in  thy  crystal  orbs  with  glorious  gleams 

Lend'st  looks  of  pity  mix'd  with  inujesty. 

See  woful  Marius  careful  for  his  son. 

Careless  of  lordship,  wealth,  or  worldly  means. 

Content  to  Uve,  yet  living  still  to  die  : 

Whose  nerves  and  veins,  whose  sinews,  by  the 

a  word 
Must  lose  their  worlduga  through  distempering 

stroke, 
But  yet  whose  mind,  in  spite  of  fate  asd  aU, 
Shall  live  by  fame,  although  the  body  fall,^' 

Jailer.  Why  moumeth  Marius  this'  recureless 

chance  1 
MARira.   I  pray  thee,  jader,  would'at  thou  gladly 

diet 
Jailer.  If  needs,  I  would. 
Marcus.  Yet  were  you  loth  to  try  1 
Jailer.  Why,  noble  lord,  when  goods,  friends, 
fortune  fail, 
What  more  than  death  might  woful  man  avail ! 
Marios.  Who  calls  for  death,  my  friend,  for  all 
his  sconis  1 
With  jEsop's  slave  will  leave  liis  bush  of  thorns, 
But  since  these  trait'rous  lorda  will  have  my  bead. 
Their  lordships  here  upon  this  homely  bed 
Shall  find  me  sleeping,  breathing  forth  my  hreatli. 
Till  they  their  shame,  and  I  my  fame,  attain  by 

death. 
Live,  gentle  Mariua,  to  revenge  my  wroiig  ! 
And,  sirrah,  see  they  stay  not  over-long  ; 


The  mighty  thoughts  of  his  imperious  mind, 
Do  wouml  my  lieart  with  terror  anil  remorse. 
PAUSAN1U8.  'Tis  desperate,  not  perfect  noble- 

For  to  a  man  that  is  prepar'd  to  die. 

The  heart  should  rend,  the  sleep  should  leave  the 

eye. 
But  say,  Peilro,  will  you  do  the  deed ! 

Pedro.'  Mon  monsieura,  per  la  sang  Dieu,  me 
will  make  a  trou  so  large  in  ce  belly,  dat  he  sal 
cry  hough,  come  un  porceau.  Featre  de  lay,  il  a 
tue  mo  fadic,  he  kill  my  modre.  Faith  a  my  trote 
mon  espee  fera  le  fay  dun  soldat,  sau  sau.  leievera 
come  il  founta  pary :  me  will  make  aspitch-cock  of 
his  persona. 

L.  Favorinus.  If  he  hare  slain  thy  father  and 
thy  friends. 
The  greater  honour  shall  hetide  the  deed  j 
For  to  revenge  on  rigliteous  estimate 
Beseems  the  honour  of  a  Frenchman's  name. 

Pedro.  Mea  messiers,  de  fault  avoir  argent ;  me 
no  point  de  argent,  no  point  kill  Marius. 

Pausanius.  Thou  shalt  have  forty  crowns ;  will 
that  content  thee ) 

Pebro.  Quarante  escus,  per  le  pied  de  madam, 

'  Tbe  barWrouB  jnr^on  put  into  Ihc  looulli  o(  lhi»  Frenoh- 
B  given  in  die  arlboi^rajili)'  of  the  old  «d|>;,  t 
in  to  Dttempt  RDirectlon. 
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me  give  more  dao  fo  ire  to  se  prittie  dauioeele, 
dat  nave  le  dulces  tittmos,  le  levres  Cyinbrines. 
O,  they  be  fines ! 

L.  Favorinus.  Great  is  the  hire,  and  little  is 
the  pain ; 
Make  therefore  quick  despatch,  and  look  for  gain. 
See  where  he  hes  in  drawing  on  his  death, 
Whose  eyes,  in  gentle  slumber  sealed  up, 
Present  no  dreadful  visions  to  his  heart 

Pedro.  Bien,  monsieur,  je  demourera  content : 
MariuB,  tu  es  mort.  Speak  dy  preres  in  dy  sleepe, 
for  me  sal  cut  off  your  head  from  your  epaiiles, 
before  you  wake.  Qui  es  stia  1  what  kinde  a  man 
be  disl 

L.  Favorinus,  \Vhy,  what  delays  are  these  7  why 
gaze  ye  thus ) 

Pedro.  Nostre  dame  !  Jesu !  estiene !  0  my 
siniore,  der  be  a  great  diable  in  ce  eyes,  qui  dart 
de  tlame,  and  with  de  voice  d'un  bear  cries  out, 
Villain  !  dare  you  kill  Manus  ?  Je  tremble  :  aida 
me,  siniors,  autrement  I  shall  be  murdered. 

PAUSANIUS.  Wliat  sudden  madness  daunts  this 
stranger  thus  1 

Pedro.  0  me,  no  can  kill  Marius ;  me  no  dare 
kill  Marius!  adieu,  messieurs,  me  be  dead,  si  je 
touche  Marius.  Marius  est  un  diable.  Jesu  Maria, 
sava  moy  ! '  [Exit  fuffiens. 

'  "  Now  whBD  they  were  sgrced  upon  it,  they  couM  net 
find  ■  man  in  tlie  city  that  durst  take  upon  him  to  kill  bim; 
but  B  man  of  aimes  of  the  Osul<%  or  one  of  the  Cimbres 
(for  we  find  both  the  one  aad  the  other  in  writiDg)  that 

place  of  the  chalnlier  where  Marius  lay  was  very  dark,  and, 
as  il  is  reported,  the  mun  ol  nnnes  thought  he  saw  two  burn- 
ing flames  come  out  of  Marius's  eyes,  and  heard  a  tolcc  out 
of  that  dark  corner,  sajing  unto  liim  :  O  fellow,  thou,  dareet 
Ihou  coma  to  kill  Catue  Mftriut  t  The  barharoua  Gsule 
hearing  Ihoae  words,  ran  out  □(  tho  cbamiior  preaently  "_! 
Narth't  PUtarch,  "  Lift  ofCaiui  Xariui." 
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Pausanius.  What  fury  haunts  this  wretch  on 

Budden  thus  ? 
L,  Favorinus.  Ah,  my  Pausanius,  I  have  often 
heard, 
That  yonder  Marina  in  his  infancy 
Was  bom  to  greater  fortunes  than  we  deem  : 
For,  being  scarce  from  out  his  cradle  crept. 
And  sporting  prettily  with  his  compeers, 
On  sudden  seven  young  eagles  soar'd  amain. 
And  kindly  perch'd  upon  his  tender  lap. 
His  parents,  wondering  at  this  strange  event. 
Took  counsel  of  the  sootlisayers  in  this ; 
Who  told  them  that  these  sevenfold  eagles'  flight 
Forefigured  his  seven  times  consulship ; ' 
And  we  ourselves  (except  bewitch'd  with  pride) 
Have  seen  liim  six  times  in  the  capitoi, 
Accompanied  with  rods  and  axes  too. 
And  some  divine  instinct  so  presseth  me, 
That  sore  I  tremble,  till  I  set  him  free. 
Pausanius.  The  like  assaults  attain  my  wan- 
d'ring  mind. 
Seeing  our  bootless  war  with  matchless  fate. 
Let  US  entreat  him  to  forsake  our  town  ; 
So  shall  we  gain  a  friend  of  Rome  and  him. 

[Makius  cneaietA. 
But  mark  how  happily  he  doth  awake. 

Marius.  What,  breathe  I  yet,  poor  man,  with 
mounting  sighs, 
Choking  the  rivers  of  my  restless  eyes  t 


'  "  For  ttlien  he  wu  but  vvtj  joung,  and  dwelling  in  the 
coantrj,  be  gathered  up  in  the  lap  of  his  gowao  the  tjrie  of 
SD  eagle,  in  the  irhicli  were  fteven  yaung  eagles;  whereat 
bis  (alher  and  mother  much  wondering,  asked  the  aooth- 
tajen  what  that  meant  1  Thej  anawor«d  that  their  aonna 
shoald  one  Jay  be  one  of  the  greateat  men  in  the  world,  and 
that  out  of  duulil  be  Bhould  obtain  aeven  timtfl  in  his  liFe 
the  cbiefest  olfiee  of  dignity  in  hia  country." — NurlA'i  Pin- 
(«nA.  "Lift  of  Caiiu  .tfuriu.." 
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Or  is  their  rage  restrain'd  with  raatclilesa  rutli '( 
See  how  amax'd  these  angry  lords  behold 
The  poor,  confused  looks  of  wretched  Marius. 
Muitumiaas,  why  dtilays  your  headsman  thus 
To  finish  up  this  ruthliil  tragedy  1 

L.  Favorinus.    Far  be  it,  Marina,   from  our 
thoughts  or  hands 
To  wrong  the  man  protected  by  the  gods : 
Live  happy,  Marios,  so  thou  leave  our  town. 

Makius.  And  must  I  wrestle  once  again  with 

Or  will  these  princes  dally  with  mine  age  1 
PArBANiDS.   No,  matchless  Roman ;   thine  ap- 
proved mind, 
That  erst  hath  alter'd  our  ambitious  wrong. 
Must  flourish  stil),  and  we  thy  servants  live 
To  see  thy  glories,  like  the  swelling  tides, 
Exceed  the  bounds  of  fate  and  Roman  rule. 
Yet  leave  us,  lord,  and  seek  some  safer  shed. 
Where,  more  secure,   thou  may'st   prevent   mis- 
haps; 
For  great  pursuits  and  troubles  thee  await. 
Mabius.  Ye  piteous  powers,  that  with  successful 
hopes 
And  gentle  counsels  thwart  my  deep  despairs, 
Old  Marius  to  your  mercies  recomniendB 
His  hap,  his  life,  his  hazard,  and  his  son. 
Mintumians,  I  will  hence,  and  you  shall  fly 
Occasions  of  those  troubles  you  expect. 
Dream  not  ou  dangers,  that  have  sav'd  my  life. 
Lordingg,  adieu  :  Irom  walls  to  woods  I  wend  ; 
To  hills,  dales,  rocks,  my  wrong  for  to  commend. 

L.  Favorinus.    Fortune,  vouchsafe   hia   many 
woes  to  end.  [Exeunt. 


WOUNIIS    OF  L^IVIL   WAR. 


U3 


Enter  Sylla'  in  triumph  in  hit  chair  triumpkaHi  of 
gold,  drawn  by  four  Moort ;  before  the  chariot, 
hia  coloura,  hie  crest,  his  captain*,  his  firieotien; 
ARCATHIU9,  Mithndatei  eon  ,■  Aristion,  Ar- 
CHELAUS,  bearing  croumt  nf  gcAd,  and  manacled. 
After  the  charvA,  hit  soUier'e  bands;  hiSlLLVS, 
LcCRETlua,  LucULLCS,  hesides  prisoners  of 
divert  nations  and  sundry  disguisei, 

Sylla.  You  men  of  Rome,  my  fellov-mates  ia 

Whose  tliree  years'  prowess,  policy,  and  war, 
One  hundred  threescore  thousand  men  at  arm^ 
Hath  overthrown  and  murder'd  in  the  field  ; 
Whose  valours  to  the  empire  have  restor'd 
All  Grecia,  Asia,  and  Ionia, 
With  Macedonia,  subject  to  our  foe. 
You  Bee  the  froward  customs  of  our  state 
Who,  measuring  not  our  many  toils  abroad, 
Sit  in  their  cells,  imagining  our  harms  : 
Replenishing  our  Roman  friends  with  fear. 
Yea,  Sylla,  worthy  friends,  whose  fortunes,  toils. 
And  stratagems  these  strangers  may  report, 
Is  by  false  Cinna  and  his  factious  friends 
Revii'd,  condemn'd,  and  cross'd  without  a  cause  : 
Yea,  Romans,  Marias  must  return  to  Rome, 
Of  purpose  to  upbraid  your  general. 
But  this  undaunted  mind  that  never  droop'd  ; 
This  forward  body,  form'd  to  suffer  toil. 
Shall  haste  to  Rome,  where  every  foe  shall  rue 
The  rash  disgrace  both  of  myself  and  you. 

LuCRKTlUS.  And  may  it  be  that  those  aeditiouB 
brains 
Imagine  these  presumptuous  purposes? 

'  The  old  quarto  diyideg  tho  plajr  »erv  irroBnlwIj;  tor 
nccordiag  to  it  tbere  ore  two  Acts  iii.  and  two  Acta  ir.  One 
of  tbe  AeU  iii.  vu  mads  to  commcnoe  here. 
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Sylla-  And  may  it  be  1    Why,  man,  and  wilt 
thou  doubt, 
Where  Sylla  deigns  these  dangers  to  aver  1 
Sirrah,  except  not  bo,  misdoubt  not  so  ; 
See  here  Anepariiis'  letters,  read  the  lines, 
And  say,  Lucretius,  that  I  favour  thee, 
That  darest  but  suspect  thy  general. 

[Sea'f  llu  IttUrt  trnd  deliver  them. 

LucRETnJs.  The  case  conccald  hatli  mov'd  the 
more  misdoubt ; 
Yet  pardon  my  presumptions,  worthy  Sylla, 
That  to  my  grief  have  read  these  hideous  harms. 

Sylla,    Tut,    my  Lucretius,   fortune's  ball   is 
toss'd 
To  fonn  the  story  of  my  fatal  power ; 
Rome  shall  repeut ;  babe,  mother,  shall  repent : 
Air,  weeping  cloudy  sorrows,  shall  repent : 
Wind,  breathing  many  sorrows,  shall  re(>ent — 
To  see  those  storms,  concealed  in  my  breast. 
Reflect  the  hideous  flames  of  their  unrest. 
But  words  are  vain,  and  cannot  quell  our  wrongs : 
Brief  periods  serve  for  them  that   needs  must 

post  it 
LuculhiB,  since  occasion  calls  me  hence. 
And  all  our  Roman  senate  think  it  meet, 
That  thou  pursue  the  wars  I  have  begun, 
Aa  by  their  letters  1  am  certified, 
I  le.ave  thee  Cymbria's  legions  to  conduct. 
With  this  proviso  that,  in  ruling  still. 
You  think  on  Sylla  and  his  courtesies. 

LUCULLUB.    The  weighty  charge   of  this   con- 
tinued war, 
Though  strange  it  seem,  and  over-great  to  wiehl. 
I  will  accept,  if  so  the  army  please. 

Soldiers.    Happy  and  fortunate  bo  Lucullus 
our  general. 

Sylla.  If  he  be  Sylla's  friend,  else  not  at  all : 
For  otherwise  the  man  were  ill-best«d, 
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That  gaining  glories  straight  should  lose  liis  heail. 
But.  soldiers,  since  I  needly '  must  to  Rome, 
Basillufi'  virtues  shall  have  recompense. 
Lo,  here  the  wreath,  Valerius,  for  thy  pains. 
Who  first  didst  enter  Archilaua'  trench : 
This  pledge  of  virtue,  sirrah,  shall  approve 
Thy  virtues,  and  confirm  me  in  thy  love. 

BAS1LLU3.  Happy  be  Sylla,  if  no  foe  to  Rome. 

Sylla.  I  like  no  ifs  from  such  a  simple  groom. 
I  will  be  happy  in  despite  of  state. 
And  why )  because  I  never  feared  fate. 
But  come,  Arcathius,  for  your  father's  sake  : 
Enjoin  your  fellow-princes  to  their  tasks, 
And  help  to  succour  these  my  weary  Imnes. 
Tut,  blush  not,  man,  a  greater  state  tlian  thou 
Shall  pleasure  Sylla  in  more  baser  sort. 
Aristion  is  a  joUy-timber'd  man, 
Fit  to  conduct  the  chariot  of  a  king : 
Why,  be  not  squeamish,  for  it  shall  go  hard, 
But  I  will  give  you  all  a  great  reward. 

ARCATHlua.    Humbled  by  fate,   like  wretched 

Sylla-  Arcathius,   these   are   fortunes   of   the 
field. 
Believe  me,  these  brave  captives  draw  by  art, 
And  I  will  think  upon  their  good  desert. 
But  stay  you,  strangers,  and  respect  my  words. 
Fond  heartless  men,  what  folly  have  I  seen  ! 
For  fear  of  death  can  princes  entertwn 
Such  bastard  thought*,  that  now  from  glorious 

arms 
Vouchsafe  to  draw  like  oxen  in  a  plough  1 
Arcathius,  I  am  sure  Mitfaridates 
Will  hardly  brook  the  scandal  of  his  name  : 
'Twere  better  in  Pisie  *  to  have  died, 
Aristion,  than  amidst  our  legions  thus  to  draw. 

'  [t»Iii  copy,  Pkiro.] 
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Aristion.  I  tell  tliet,  Sylla,  captives 
choice, 
Aiid  death  is  dreatlful  to  a  captive 

Sylla.  In  such  imiwrfect  mettles '  as  is  joure : 
But  BomanB,  tliat  are  still  aihir'd  by  fame, 
ChooBe  rather  death  than  blenuEh  of  their  name. 
But  I  have  haste,  and  therefore  vill  reward  you. 
Go,  soldiers,  with  as  quick  despatch  as  may  be. 
Hasten  their  death,  and  bring  them  to  their  end. 
And  say  in  thiis  that  Sylla  is  your  friend. 

Arcathius.  0,  ransom  thou  our  lives,  sweet 
conqueror  I 

StlLa.  Fie,  foolish  men,  why  fly  you  happiness  I 
Desire  you  still  to  lead  a  servile  life ) 
Dare  you  not  buy  delights  with  little  pains  J 
Well,  for  thy  father's  sake,  Arcatliius, 
I  wilt  prefer  thy  triamphs  with  the  rest. 
Go,  take  them  heDce,  and  when  we  meet  in  hell. 
Then  tell  me,  princes,  if  I  did  not  well. 

[JCxeunl  milittt. 
Lucullus,  thus  these  mighty  foes  are  down. 
Now  strive  thou  for  the  King  of  Pontus'  crown. 
I  will  to  liome ;  go  thou,  and  with  thy  train 
Pursue  Mithriilates,  till  he  be  slain. 

Lucullus.  With  fortune's  help :  go  calm  thy 
country's  woes, 
Whilst  I  with  these  seek  out  our  mighty  foes. 

Enter  MaRIUS  s(duf,/ni7H  the  Numidian  mi»intai'iui, 
feeding  on  rooU. 

Marius,  Thou,  that  hast  walkVl  with  troops  ol 
flocking  friends. 
Now  waud'rest  'midst  the  labyrinth  of  woes ; 
Thy  best  repast  with  many  sighing  ends. 
And  none  but  fortune  all  these  mischiefs  knows. 

'  (01(1  copy,  moait.] 
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Like  to  these  stretching  mountains,    clad  with 

snow, 
No  sunshine  of  content  my  thonghts  approacheth : 
High   spire  their  topa,  ray  hopes  no  height  do 

But  mount  so  high  as  time  their  tract  reproacheth. 
They  find  their  spring,  where  winter  wrongs  my 

mind, 
They  weep  their  brooks,  I  waste  my  clieeks  with 

tears. 

0  foolish  fate,  too  froward  and  unkind, 
Mountains    have  peace,  where  mournful  be   my 

years. 
Yet  high  as  they  my  thoughts  some  hopes  wonld 

borrow; 
But  when  I  count  the  evening  end  with  sorrow. 
Death  in  Minturnum  threaten'd  Mariua'  head. 
Hunger  in  these  Numidian  mountains  dwells  : 
Thus  witli  prevention  having  miscluef  fled, 
Old  Mariua  finds  a  world  of  many  hells, 
Sneh  as  poor  simple  wits  have  oft  repin'd  ; 
But  I  will  quell,  by  virtues  of  the  mind, 
Long  years  misspent  in  many  luckless  chances. 
Thoughts  full  of  wratli,  yet  little  worth  succeeding. 
These  are  the  means  for  those  whom  fate  advances : 
But  I,  whose  wounds  are  fresh,   my  heart   still 

bleeding, 
Live  to  entreat  this  blessed  boon  from  fate, 
That  I  might  die  with  grief  to  live  in  state. 
Six  hundred  suns  with  solitary  walks 

1  still  have  sought  for  to  delude  my  pain. 
And  friendly  echo,  answering  to  my  talks, 
Behounds  the  accent  of  my  ruth  again  : 

She,  courteous  nymph,  the  woful  Koman  pleaseth, 
Else  DO  consorts  but  beasts  my  pains  appeaseth. 
Blach  day  she  answers  in  yon  neighbouring  moun- 
tain, 
I  do  expeet,  reporting  of  my  sorrow. 
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Whilst  lifting  up  her  locks  from  out  the  fouuLain, 
She  answereth  to  my  queations  even  and  morrow  : 
Whose  sweet  rehounds,  my  eorrow  to  remove, 
To  please  my  thoughts  I  mean  for  to  approve. 
Sweet  nymph,  draw  near,  thou  kindand^gentle 

echo,  /fcAo.' 

Wliat  help  to  ease  my  weary  pains  have  IT  /. 
What  comfort  In  distress  to  calm  my  griefs  1 

Griefi. 
Sweet  nymph,  these  griefs  are  grown,  before  I 

thought  sa  1  t/ioiiffht  »>. 

Thus  Marius  lives  distlain'd  of  all  the  ^Is.  Godi. 
With  deep  despair  late  overtaken  wholly.  0  lit. 
And  will  the  heavens  be  never  well  appeased  I 

Appeated. 
What  mean  have  they  left  me  to  cure  my  smart  f 
AH. 
Nought  better  fits  old  Marius'  mind  than  war. 

Then  mar.^ 
Tlien  full  of  hope,  say,  Echo,  shall  I  gol  €/o. 

Is  any  better  fortune  then  at  hand  ?  At  hand. 

Then  farewell,  Echo,  gentla  nymph,  farewell 

I'areieeU. 
O  pleasing  folly  to  a  pensive  man  ! 
Well,  I  will  rest  fast  by  this  shady  tree. 
Waiting  the  end  that  fate  allotteth  me.  [Sit*  down. 


'  An  earl}'  jnaUiDfe  of  an  echo  of  this  kind  upon  the 
Bt«ge  is  to  be  found  in  Pccle'a  "  Arraignment  of  TariB," 
1GS4.  Mr  D'laraeli  lioa  an  entertaining  ermj  upon  them  in 
hia  "  Curioailles  of  Literature."  aecond  aeries.  Thej  were 
carried  to  a  most  ridiculoua  eiceaa  aftcmards. 

*  The  old  Bpelling  of  (/urn  was  tlien,  anil  this  mnst  be 
obaerTed  here.  The  eoho  ia  auppoaed  to  encourage  Alariua 
•gain  to  take  ap  arma — 

■'  Ninglit  bcKsr  Bts  old  Uvlas'  Dllid  thno  vac." 
And  the  nrpi}'  of  the  ceho  ia,  "  Tliea  wur,"  or  then  go  Id 
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StUer  Marius  tht  ton,  Aujinovanus,  Cethegus, 

Lectorios,  wilk  Soldiers. 

Young  Marius.  My  countrymen,  and  favour- 
ites of  Rome, 
This  melancholy  desert  wUere  we  meet, 
Resembleth  well  yonng  Maritia'  restlesB  thoughts. 
Here  dreadful  silence,  solitary  caves, 
No  chirping  birds  with  solace  singing  sweetly, 
Are  harbour'd  for  delight ;  but  from  the  oak. 
Leafless  and  sapless  through  decaying  age, 
The  screech-owl  chants  her  fatal-boding  lays. 
Within  my  breast  care,  danger,  sorrow  dwell ; 
Hope  and  revenge  ait  hammering  in  my  heart : 
The  baleful  babes  of  angry  Nemesis 
Disperse  their  furious  fires  upon  my  soul. 

LECTORiua.  Fie,  Marius,  are  you  discontented 
still, 
When  as  occasion  favoureth  your  desire ! 
Are  not  these  noble  Romans  come  from  Rome  1 
Hath  not  the  state  recall'd  your  father  home  1 

Young  Marius.    And  what  of  thisT    What 
profit  may  I  reap, 
That  want  my  father  to  conduct  us  home  t 

LectuRIUS.    My  lord,  take  heart ;    no    doubt 
tills  stormy  flaw,' 
That  Neptune  sent  to  cast  us  on  this  shore. 
Shall  end  these  discontentments  at  the  last. 

Mabius.  ^Vhom  see  mine  eyes  ?     What,  is  not 
yon  my  son  I 

Young  Marius.  What  solitary  father  walketh 
there  1 

Marius.  It  is  my  son  I  these  are  my  friends  I 


'  This  pauage  is  qaoted  by  Mr  StccTcns  i 
"  Hamliit,"  act  r.  gc.  1 ,  to  <liuw  tlml  "  Ibe  « 
there  spuken  of  means  "  tUe  winler'a  btaMt." 
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^Vliat,  have  sure-piiiiug  cares  so  thuiif^ej  me  i 
Or  are  my  looks  dUtemper'il  tUi'ough  tlie  pains 
And  agonies  that  issue  from  my  heart  I 
Fie,  Marius  1  frolii;,  man  !  thou  must  to  Rome, 
There  to  revenge  tby  wrongs,  and  wait  thy  tomb. 

Young    Mabius.    Now,   fortune,    frowu    and 
palter  if  tliou  please. 
Romans,  behold  my  father  and  your  friend, 
O  father ! 

Marius.  Marius,  thou  art  fitly  met. 
Albinovanus,  and  my  otlier  friends, 
What  news  at  Eomu  1    What  fortune  brought  you 
hither) 

Albinovanus.  My  lord,  the  Consul  Ciuna  hath 
restor'd 
The  doubtful  course  of  yonr  betrayed  state. 
And  waits  your  present  swift  approach  to  Komo, 
Your  foeman  Sylla  posteth  very  fast 
With  good  success  from  Pontus,  to  prevent 
Your  Bjieedy  entrance  into  Italy. 
The  neighbouring  cities  are  your  very  friends ; 
Nought  rests,  my  lord,  but  you  dejiart  fnjm  hence. 

YoUNH  Marius,  Huw  many  desert  ways  hath 
Marias  sought, 
How  many  cities  have  I  visited  ! 
To  find  my  father,  and  relieve  his  wants  ! 

Marius.  My  son,  I  'quite  thy  travails  with  my 
love. 
And,  lords  »nd  citizens,  we  will  to  Home, 
And  join  with  Cinjia.     Have  you  shipping  here  1 
What,  are  these  soldiers  bent  to  die  with  me  ? 

Soldiers.    Content    to    pledge    our   lives    for 
M&riiis. 

LectorIUs.  My  lord,  here,  in  the  next  adjoin- 
ing port, 
Our  ships  are  rigg'd,  and  ready  for  to  sail. 

Marius.  Then  let  us  sail  unto  Etmria, 
And  cause  onr  Mends,  the  Germans,  to  revolt, 
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Lepidus.  Fruitless  is  lialliance,   whoruaa  dau- 

gers  be. 
Anthony,  My  lonl,  may  courage  wiUt  on  con- 

quer'd  men  } 
Lkpidus.  Ay,  even  in  death  most  courage  doth 

appear, 
OcTAVlUS.  Then,  waiting  doatb,  1  mean  to  Beat 

me  here  ; 
Hoping  that  consuls'  name  and  fear  of  laws 
Shall  justify  my  conBcience  and  my  cause. 


Enter  a  MESSENGER. 

Now,  airrah,  what  confused  looks  are  tliese  ? 
What  tidings  bringest  thou  of  dreariment  1 ' 

Messenger.  My  lords,  the  Consul  Cinna,  with 
his  friends. 
Have  let  in  Marius  by  Via  Appia, 
Whose  soldiers  waste  and  niiirder  all  thi>y  meet ; 
Who,  with  the  consul  and  his  other  friends, 
With  expedition  hasteth  to  this  place. 

Anthony.  Then  to  the  downfal   of  my  hap- 
piness, 
Then  to  the  ruin  of  this  city  Rome. 
But  if  mine  inward  ruth  were  laid  in  sight. 
My  streams  of  tears  should  drown  my  foes'  despite. 

OcTAVius.  Gonrage,  Lord  Anthony ;  if  fortune 
please. 
She  will  and  can  these  troubles  soon  apjiease  ; 
But  if  her  backward  frowns  approach  us  nigh, 
Kesolve  with  ua  with  honour  for  to  die. 

Lepidus.  No  storm  of  fate  shall  bring  my  sor- 
rows down ; 
But  if  that  fortune  list,  why,  let  her  frown. 

'  DrtarimtHl  is  not  «o  frequently  met  in  any  of  our  olil 
wHt«r«  u  Spenaer :  I  do  not  recollect  it  in  auy  pin;  iKfore. 
It  requirea  no  eiplmiaUon. 
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Anthony.    Where   states   oppress'd   by   cruel 
tyrants  be, 
Olil  Authony,  there  is  no  place  for  thee. 

[Drum  slrihi  vntliin. 
Hark,  by  tbia  thundering  noise  of  threatening 

drums, 
Marius  with  all  his  faction  hither  comes. 

OCTAVIUS.  Then  like  a  traitor  he  shall  know, 
ere  long. 
In  levying  amis  he  doth  his  country  wrong. 

A'nfw  Maritjs,  Aw  Son,  Cinna,  C'ethkgcs,  Lecto- 
RIIJS,  teilh  Soldiers:  upon  sight  of  tuliom  MARK 

Anthony  preKntly  fiies. 

Marius.  Aiidhavewcgotthegoalof  honournow. 
And  in  despite  of  consuls  euter'd  Kome  I 
Then    rouse    thee,    Murius,    leave    thy    ruthful 

til  oughts ; 
And  for  thy  many  cares  and  toils  sustain'd, 
AfBict  ihy  foes  with  quite  as  many  pains. 
Go,  soldiers,  seek  out  Bebius  and  his  friends, 
Attilius,  Munitorius,  with  the  rest ; 
Cut  off  their  heads,  for  they  did  cross  me  once : 
And  if  your  care  can  compass  my  decree, 
Kemember  that  same  fugitive  Mark  Anthony, 
Whose  fatal  end  shall  be  my  fruitful  peace. 
I  t«ll  thee,  Cinna,  nature  armeth  beasts 
With  just  revenge,  and  leudeth  in  their  kinds 
Sufficient  warlike  weapons  of  defence ; 
If  then  by  nature  beasts  revenge  their  wrong. 
Both  heavens  and  nature  grant  me  vengeance  now. 
Yet  whilst  I  live  and  suck  this  subtle  air, 
That  Icndetb  breathing  coolness  to  my  lights. 
The  register  of  all  thy  righteous  acts, 
Thy  pains,  thy  toils,  thy  travails  for  my  sake, 
Shall  dwell  by  kind  impressions  in  my  heart. 
And  1  with  Imks  of  true,  unfeigned  love 
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Will  lock  thesu  Roman  favouriUss  Id  my  breast, 
And  live  to  liazan.1  life  for  their  relief. 

CiNNA.  My  lord,  your  safe  and  swift  return  to 
Rome 
Makes  Cinna  fortunate  and  well  a-))tud  ; 
Who,  througli  the  false  suggestiona  of  my  foes. 
Was  made  a  cypher'  of  a  couaul  here  : 
Lo,  where  he  sits  commandiug  in  his  throne, 
That  wronged  Marius,  me.  and  all  these  lords. 

YouNO  Marius,  To  'quite  his  love,  Cinna,  let 
me  alone. 
How  fare  these  lords  that,  lumping,  pouting,  proud. 
Imagine  now  tu  quell  me  with  their  looks! 
Now  wekome,  sirs,  is  ftlarius  thought  so  base  I 
Why  stand  you  looking  babies  in  my  facel 
Who  welcomes  me,  him  Marius  makes  Es  friend  ; 
Who  lowers  on  me,  him  Marius  means  to  endT' 

PlaccUS.  Happy  and  fortunate  thy  return  to 
liome. 

Lei'idus.  And  long  live  Marius^  with  fame  in 
Rome. 

Mariits.  1  thank  you,  courteous  lords,  that  are 

Young  Marius.  But  why  endures  your  grace 
that  braving  mate. 
To  sit  and  face  us  in  bts  robes  of  state  t 

Marius.  My  son,  he  is  a  consul  at  the  least, 
And  gravity  becomes  Octavius  best, 
But,  Cinna,  would  in  yonder  empty  seat 
You  would  for  Marius'  freedom  once  entreat. 

Cinna  prcsstth  up,  and  Octavius  ttayeth  km. 

OOTAVIUS.  Avaunt,  thou  traitor,  proud  and  in- 
solent ! 
How  dar'st  thou  press  near  civil  government. 


,  m/rr.l 


*  [Old  eoii;,  Mariv*  iivf-J 
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Marius.  Why,  Master  Consul,  are  you  gi'own 
aohoti 
I'll  have  a  present  couling  card  for  you. 
Be  therefore  well  ailvis'd,  and  move  me  not; 
For  though  by  you  I  was  exil'd  from  Home, 
And  in  the  desert  from  a,  prince's  seat 
Left  to  bewail  ingratitudes  of  Rome  ; 
Though  I  have  known  your  thiraty  throats  have 

To  bathe  themselves  in  my  distilling  blood, 
Yet  Marius,  bItb,  hath  pity  joinVI  with  power. 
Lo,  here  the  imperial  ensign  which  I  wield, 
That  waveth  mercy  to  my  wishers-well : 
And  more  :  see  here  the  dangerous  trote  of  war. 
That  at  the  point  is  steel'd  with  ghastly  death. 

OcTAVics.  Thou  exile,  threaten'st  thou  a  consul 
then! 
Lictors,  go  <lmw  him  hence  !  such  braving  mates 
Are  not  to  boast  their  arms  in  quiet  statea. 

Marius.  Go  draw  ma  hence  !    What  1  no  relent, 
Octavius  1 

Young  Marius.  My  lord,  what  heart  indurate 
with  revenge 
Could  leave  this  lozel,^  threat'ning  murder  thus  1 
Vouchsafe  me  leave  to  taint  that  traitor  seat 
\\'ith  flowing  streams  of  his  contagious  blood. 

Octavius,  The  father's  son,  I  know  him  by  his 
talk. 
That  scolds  in  words,  when  fingers  cannot  walk. 
But  Jove,  I  ho]>e,  will  one  day  send  to  Rome 
The  blessed  patron  of  this  monarchy, 
Who  will  revenge  injustice  by  his  sword. 

CiNNA.  Such  braving  hopes,  such  cursed  argu- 
ments : 
So  strict  command,  sueh  arrogant  controls  I 

>  Loal  is  always  used  ns  s  term  of  contempt,  ind  mcaiiB 
a  wortblcu  felloir. 
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Suffer  me,  Marius,  that  am  consul  now, 

To  do  thee  justice,  and  confound  the  wretch. 

Marius.  Cinno,  you  know  I  am  a  private  man, 
That  still  submit  my  censures  to  your  wilL 

CiNNA.  Then,  Boliiiera,  draw  this  traitor  from 
the  throne, 
And  let  him  die,  for  Ciuna  wills  it  so. 

Young    Marius.    Ay,  now,  my  Cinna,  noble 
consul,  speaks. 
Octavius,  your  checks  shall  cost  you  dear. 

OCTAVIUS,  And  lot  me  die,  for  Cinna  wills  it  so  ! 
Is  then  the  reverence  of  this  robe  contemn 'd  ) 
Are  these  associates  of  so  small  regard  1 
Why  then,  Octavius  willingly  consents 
To  entertain  the  sentence  of  hie  death. 
But  let  the  proudest  traitor  work  his  will ; 
1  fear  no  strokes,  but  here  will  sit  me  stilL 
Since  justice  sleeps,  since  tyrants  reign  in  Bome, 
Octavius  longs  for  death  to  die  in  Rome. 

Cinna,   Then  strike  him  where  he  sits;  then 
hale  him  hence. 

Octavius.  Heavens  punish  Cinna's  pride  and 
thy  offence. 

[A  Soldier  tbib»  kim,-  he  it  carried  awa;/. 

Cinna.  Now  is  he  fallen  that  threaten'd  Marius; 
Now  will  I  sit  and  plead  for  Marius, 

Marius.  Thou  dost  me  justice,  Cinna,  for  you  see 
These  peers  of  Rome  of  late  exiled  me. 

Lepidus.  Your  lordship  doth  injustice  to  accuse 
Those,  who  in  your  behalf  did  not  offend. 

FlaccUS,  We  grieve  to  see  the  aged  Marius 
Stand  like  a  private  man  in  view  of  Eonie. 

Cinna,  Then  bid  him  sit ;  and  lo,  an  empty 

Revoke  his  exile  from  his  government. 
And  so  prevent  your  farther  detriment. 
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LBPmns.  We  will  account  botli  Marias  aii<]  his 

His  son  and  all  his  followers,  free  in  £omo  ; 
And  since  we  see  the  dangerous  times  at  hand. 
And  hear  of  Sylla's  confidence  and  haste. 
And  know  his  hate  aud  rancour  to  these  lords, 
We '  him  create  for  consul,  to  prevent 
The  policies  of  Sylla  and  his  friends. 

ClNNA,  Then,  both  confinn'd  by  state  aud  full 
consent, 
The  rods  and  axe  to  Marina  I  present, 
And  here  invest  thee  with  the  cnnsura  palL 

Flacccs.  Long,  fortunate,  and  happy  life  betide 
Old  Marius  in  his  sevenfold  consulship. 

yuUNG  Marius.  And  so  let  Marius  live  and 
govern  Rome, 
As  cursed  Sylla  never  look  on  Roma 

Marius.  Then  plac'd  in  consul's  throne,  you 
Roman  states,  [He  takes  hit  leat. 

Recall'd  from  banishment  by  yonr  decrees, 
Install'd  in  this  imperial  seat  to  rule. 
Old  Marias  thanks  his  friends  and  favourites, 
Fi'om  whom  this  final  favour  he  requires  : 
That,  seeing  Sylla  by  bis  murderous  blade 
Brought  fierce  seditions  first  to  head  in  Rome, 
And  forced  laws  to  banish  innocents, 
I  crave  by  course  of  reason  and  desert. 
That  he  may  be  proclaimed,  as  erat  was  I, 
A  traitor  and  an  enemy  of  Rome. 
Let  all  hia  friends  be  banish'd  out  of  town  ; 
Then,  cutting  off  the  branch  where  troubles  spring, 
Rome  shaU  have  peace  and  plenty  in  her  waUs. 

CiNNA.  In  equity  it  needs  must  lie,  my  friends, 
That  one  be  guilty  of  our  commou  harms  : 
And  since  tliat  Marius  is  accounted  free, 
Sylla  with  all  bis  friends  must  traitors  be. 

[Old  copj,  And.l 
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Young  Masius.  My  father'B  reasons,  Eomans, 

are  of  I'orce ; 
For  if  yon  eee,  and  live  not  to  secure, 
You  know  that,  in  »o  great  a  state  as  this, 
Two  mighty  foes  can  never  well  agree. 

Lkpidus,  Then  let  ub  seek  to  please  onr  consul 

firat. 
And  then  prepare  to  keep  the  exile  out. 
Cinna,  as  Marin  s  an<l  these  lords  agree, 
Firm  this  edict,  and  let  it  pass  for  me. 

Cinna.  Then,  Homans,  in  the  name  of  all  this 

state, 
I  here  proclaim  and  publiah  this  decree ; 
That  Sylla  with  hia  &iends,  allies,  and  all, 
Are  banish'd  exiles,  traitors  unto  Borne : 
And  to  extinguish  both  his  name  and  state. 
We  will  his  house  be  razed  to  the  ground, 
His  goods  confiscate :  this  our  censure  is. 
Liotor,  proclaim  this  in  the  market-place. 
And  see  it  executed  out  of  hand.  [Exit  Lietor. 

MARrus.  Now  see  I,  senators,  the  thought,  the 

care, 
The  virtuous  zeal  that  leads  your  toward  minds 
To  love  your  friends,  and  watch  your  c 


And  now,  establiah'd  consul  in  this  place, 

Old  Marius  will  foresee  advenient  harms. 

Sylla,  the  scourge  of  Asia,  as  we  hear, 

Is  press'd  to  enter  Italy  with  sword. 

He  comes  in  pomp  to  triumph  here  in  Borne  : 

But,  senators,  you  know  the  wavering  wills 

Of  foolish  men — I  mean  the  common  sort — 

Who,  through  report  of  innovations. 

Of  flattering  humours  of  well-t«m|>er'd  tongue-s, 

Will  change,  and  draw  a  second  mischief  on. 

I  like  your  care,  and  will  myself  apply 

To  aim  and  level  at  my  country's  weal. 

To  intercept  these  errors  by  advice. 
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My  Hon  young  Mu'ius,  Cethogus,  tind  my  frientis, 
Shall  to  Pneueste,  to  prevent  and  stop 
The  speedy  purpose  of  our  forward  foe. 
MeanwliilB,  ourselves  will  fortify  thie  town, 
Thia  beauty  of  the  world,  this  maiden-town  ; 
Where  atreaming  Tybris,  with  a  pleasant  tide, 
Leads  out  the  stately  buildings  of  the  world. 
Marius,  my  hope,  my  son,  you  know  your  charge  : 
Take  those  Iberian  legions  in  your  train, 
And  we  will  sjwre  some  Cyiiibriana  to  your  iise. 
Remember  thou  art  Marius'  son,  and  dream 
On  nought  but  honour  and  a  happy  death  ! 

Young  MARltra.  I  go,  my  lonl,  in  hope  to  make 
the  world 
Report  my  service  and  my  duty  too ; 
And  that  proud  challenger  of  Asia 
Shall  find  that  Marius'  son  hath  force  aud  wit. 

[A'xi't  cnm  Cethbgo. 

Marius.  Go,  thou,  as  fortunate  aa  Greeks  to 
Troy; 
As  glorious  as  Alcides  in  thy  toils  ; 
As  happy  as  Sertorius  in  thy  fight ; 
Ab  valiant  as  Achilles  in  thy  might : 
Go,  glorious,  valiant,  happy,  fortunate, 
As  aJJ  those  Greeks  and  him  of  Roman  state ! 


EiiUr,  led  iti  with  Soldiert,  CoRNELU  and  FCLVIA. 

Cornelia,    Traitors !    why  drag   you  thus  a 
prince's  wife. 
As  if^that  Ifeauty  were  a  thrall  to  fate  1 
Are  Romans  grown  more  barbarous  than  Greeks, 
That  hate  more  greater  than  Cassandra  now  ? 
The  Macedonian  monarch  was  more  kind. 
That  honour'd  and  reliev'd  in  warlike  camp 
Darius'  mother,  daughters,  and  his  wife. 
But  you  unkind  to  Roman  ladies  now, 
Perhaps  as  constant  as  the  ancient  queens ; 
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For  they,  subdu'd,  had  friendRhip  in  disgrace, 
Where  we,  unconquer'd,  iiv6  in  wofiil  case. 

Marius,    What    plaintive  pleas   presents  that 
lady  there  1 
Why,    aoldiers,    make     you     prisoners     here    in 
Eome! 
1st  Soldier.  Dreatl  consul,  we  have  found  Cor- 
nelia here 
ADd  Syllft's  daughter  posting  out  of  town. 

MARIU3.  Ladies  of  worth,  both  boautiful  and 
wise. 
But  near  allied  unto  my  greatest  foe  : 
Yet  Mariua'  mind,  that  never  meant  disgrace. 
More  likes  their  courage  than  their  comely  face. 
Are  you  Cornelia,  raailara,  Sylla's  wife  1 
Cornelia.  I  am  Cornelia,  Sylla's  wife;  what 

theul 
MAiUtia  And  is  this  Fulvia,  Sylla's  daughter. 

tool 
FuLVU.  And  this  is  Fulvia,  Sylla's  daughter, 

too. 
Mariu.s.  Two  welcome  guests,  in  whom   the 
majesty 
Of  my  conceit  and  courage  must  consist. 
Wtat  think  you,  senators  and  countrymen  f 
See,  here  are  two,  the  fairest  stars  of  Rome. 
The  dearest  dainties  of  my  warlike  foe, 
Whose  lives  upon  your  censures  do  subsist.^ 

Lkpidus.  Dread  consul,  the  continuance  of  their 

Shall  egg  on  Sylla  to  a  greater  haste  ; 
And,  in  Mreaving  of  their  vital  breath, 
Your  grace  shall  force  more  fiiry  from  your  foe. 
Of  these  extremes  we  leave  the  choice  to  you, 
Marius.  Then  think  that  some  strange  fortune 
shall  ensue. 


'  [Old  copy,  ( 
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FULVIA.  Poor  Fiilvia,  now  thy  happy  days  are 

Instead  of  marriage  pomp,  the  fatal  lights 
Of  funerals  must  masque  about  thy  bed  : 
Nor  shall  thy  father's  arms  with  kind  embrace 
Hem  in  thy  shoulders,  trembling  now  for  fear. 
I  see  in  Marius'  looks  such  tragedies,     . 
As  fear  my  heart ;  and  fountains  fill  mine  eyes. 

Cornelia.     Fie,    Fulvia  1    shall    thy    father's 
daughter  faint, 
Before  the  threats  of  danger  shall  approach  1 
Dry  up  those  tears,  and  like  a  Itomuu  maid. 
Be  bold  and  silent,  till  our  t'oe  liave  said. 

Marius,  Cornelia,  wife  unto  my  traitor-foe. 
What  gadding  mood  hath  forc'd  thy  speedy  flight'^ 
To  leave  thy  country,  and  forsake  thy  friends  ? 

CoR>fELlA.   Accursed  Marius,  offspring  of  my 
pains, 
Whose  furious  wrath  hath  wrought  thy  country's 

woe. 
What  may  remain  for  me  or  mine  in  Rome, 
That  see  the  tokens  of  thy  tjTannies  ? 
Vile  monster,  robb'd  of  virtue,  what  revenge 
Is  this,  to  wreak  thine  anger  on  the  walls! 
To  raze  our  house,  to  banish  all  our  friends, 
To  kill  the  rest,  and  captive  us  at  last  1 
Think'at  thou  by  barbarous  deeds  to  boast  thy 

state. 
Or  spoiling  Sylla,  to  depress  his  hate  ? 
No,  Marius,  but  for  every  drop  of  blood 
And  inch  of  wrong  he  shall  return  thee  two. 

FlaCCUS.  Madam,  in  danger  wisdom  doth  advise 
In  humble  terms  to  reconcile  our  foes, 

Marius.  She  is  a  woman,  Flaccus ;  let  her  talk. 
That  breathes  forth  bitter  words  instead  of  blows. 

Cornelia.   And  in  regard  of  that,  immodest 


Thou  shouldst  desist  from  outrage  a 
VOL.  Vil. 


»venge. 
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Lectorius.  What,  »yui  your  grace  endure  these 
cursed  acoffe  1 

MakiUS,  Why,  my  Lectoriua,  I  have  ever  learnt 
That  ladies  cannot  wrong  me  with  upbraids; 
Then  let  her  talk,  and  my  concealed  hate 
Shall  heap  revengemeut  upou  Sylla's  pate. 

I-'ULViA.  Let  fevers  first  afflict  thy  feeble  age  ; 
Let  palsies  make  thy  stubborn  fingers  faint ; 
Let  humours,  streaming  from  thy  moisten'd  brains, 
With  clouds  of  dimness  choke  thy  fretful  eyes. 
Before  these  monstrous  harms  assail  my  sire. 

Marius.  B/r  lady,^  Fulria,  you  are  gaily  read : 
Your  mother  well  may  boaat  you  for  her  own  ; 
For  both  of  you  have  words  and  scoGTs  at  wilL 
And  since  I  like  the  compass  of  your  wit, 
Myself  will  stand,  and,  ladies,  you  shiSl  sit. 
And,  if  you  please  to  wade  in  farther  words. 
Let's  see  what  brawls  your  memories  affords. 

Cornelia.  Your  lordship's  passing  mannerly  in 
jest; 
But  that  you  may  perceive  we  smell  your  drifl, 
We  both  will  sit,  aud  countenance  your  shift, 

Marius.  Where  constancy  and  beauty  do  con- 
There  ladies'  threaten  in  gs  turn  to  merry  sport 
How  fare  these  beautiful  1  what,  well  at  esise  J 

FULVIA.    As  ready  as  at  first  for  lo  displease  ; 

'  We  have  hefort  h«ci  VoAto  the  Frcnchmnn,  or  rather  the 
Oaul,  acconllng  to  Plutuch  <tbougli  why  he  ie  called  b;  the 
Spanish  name  of  Pedro,  we  know  uot),  employed  to  muidet 
HatiuB,  swearing  Par  It  lang  de  Ditu,  Notrt  Dame,  snd 
Jem :  and  townrda  the  c'oae  of  the  play,  where  a  couple  of 
ludicroDi  charactera  ire  introduced,  "to  tnollify  therulgar." 
the  "  Favl't  tteejie  ol  honour"  U  talked  of.  Such  anachra- 
niama,  bowcier  KTOb^i  are  common  to  all  the  dramatista  of 
that  day.  Shakcapearc  in  notoriously  full  of  them  ;  and  all 
moat  remember  the  diHriigaioii  belweeii  Hamlet  and  bis 
friend  regarding  the  cliiltlreii  of  Paul'ij  and  of  th«  Queen'a 
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For,  fall  confirm'd  that  we  shall  surely  die, 
We  watt  our  ends  witli  Roman  constancy. 

Marids.  Why,  think  you  Marina  hath  confirm'd 
your  death  I 

FuLViA.    What  other  fruit  may   spring  frftnt 
tyrant's  hands  1 

Marius.  In  faith  then,  ladies,  tfaue  the  matter 
stands : 
Since  you  mistake  ray  love  and  courtesy. 
Prepare  yourselves,  for  you  shall  surely  die. 

Cornelia.   Ay,  Marius,  now  I  know  thou  dost 
not  lie ; 
And  tjiat  thou  mayst,  unto  thy  lasting  blame. 
Extinguish  in  our  deaths  thy  wislied  fame. 
Grant  us  this  boon  that,  making  choice  of  death, 
We  may  be  freed  from  fury  of  thine  ire. 

Marics,  An  easy  boon  ;  ladies,  I  condescend, 

Cornelia.  Then  suffer  ua  in  private  chambor 
close 
To  meditate  a  day  or  two  alone ; 
And,  tyrant,  if  thou  find  uh  living  then. 
Commit  us  straight  unto  thy  sluughtering-men. 

Marius.  Ladies,  1  grant ;  for  Marius  nill  deny 
A  suit  so  easy  and  of  such  import ; 
For  pity  'twere  that  dames  of  constancy 
Should  not  be  agents  of  their  misery. 

[Here  he  whupri-i  LectoriUS. 
Lectorius,  hark,  despatch.  [Exil  LECroRloa. 

Cornelia.  So,  Fulvia,  now  the  latest  doom  is 
fix-d. 
And  nought  remains  but  constant  Roman  hearts 
To  bear  the  brunt  of  irksome  fury's  spite. 
Roase  thee,  my  dear,  and  <launt  those  faint  con- 
That  trembling  stand  aghast  at  bitter  death. 
Bethink  thee  now  that  Sylla  was  tby  sire. 
Whose  courage  heaven  nor  fortune  could  abate  : 
Then,  like  tlio  offspring  of  fierce  Sylla's  house. 
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Pass  with  tlw  thrice-renowned  Phrygian  dame, 

As  to  thy  marriage,  so  unto  thy  death  : 

For  nought  to  wretches  is  more  sweet  than  death. 

FuLVtA.  hfadain,  confirm'd  as  well  to  die  as  live, 
Fulvia  await«th  nothing  but  her  death. 
Yet  had  my  father  known  the  course  of  change, 
Or  seen  our  loss  by  lucky  augury, 
Tliis  tyrant  nor  his  followers  hafl  liv'd 
To  'joy  the  ruin  of  fierce  Bylla's  hoose, 

Marius.  But,  lady,  they  that  dwell  on  fortune's 
call 
No  sooner  rise,  but  subject  are  to  fall. 

Fulvia.  Marius,  1  doubt  not  but  our  constant 
ends 
Shall  make  thee  wail  thy  tyrant's  government. 

Marius,  When  tymnt's  rule  doth  breed  my  care 
and  woe. 
Then  will  I  say  two  ladies  told  me  so. 
But  here  comes  Lectorius.     Now,  my  lord, 
Have  you  brought  those  things  1 

£nter  LECT0BIU8. 

Lectorius.  I  have,  noble  consul 

Marius.  Now,  ladies,  yon  are  resolute  to  die  1 

Cornelia.  Ay,  Marius,  for  terror  canimt  daunt 
us. 
Tortures  were  framed  to  dread  the  baser  eye. 
And  not  t'  appal  a  princely  majesty. 

Marius.  And  Marius  lives  to  triumph  o'er  his 
foes. 
That  train  their  warlike  troops  amidst  the  plains. 
And  are  enclos'd  and  hemm'd  with  shining  arms. 
Not  to  appal  such  princely  majesty. 
Virtue,  sweet  ladies,  is  of  more  reganl 
In  Marius'  mind,  where  honour  is  enthron'd. 
Than  Rome  or  rule  of  Roman  empery. 

[Sere  he  pull  chains  about  Omr  necli. 
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The  bands,  that  should  combiDe  your  snow-white 

wriata, 
Are  these  which  shall  adorn  your  milk-wliite  necks. 
The  private  cells,  where  you  shall  end  your  lives, 
Is  Italy,  is  Europe— nay  the  world. 
Til'  Euxinian  Sea,  the  fierce  Sicilian  Gulf, 
The  river  Ganges  and  Hydaspes'  stream 
Shall  level  lie,  and  smooth  as  ciystal  ice. 
While  Fulvia  and  Cornelia  paas  thereon. 
The  soldiers,  that  should  guard  you  to  your  deaths, 
Shall  be  five  thousand  gimant  youths  of  Rome, 
In  purple  robes  cross-barr'd  with  pales  of  gold, 
Mounted  on  warlike  coursers  for  the  field, 
Fet '  from  the  mountain-tops  of  Corsica, 
Or  bred  in  hills  of  bright  Sardbia, 
Who  shall  conduct  and  bring  you  to  your  lord. 
Ay,  unto  Sylla,  ladies,  shall  you  go. 
And  tell  him  Marius  holds  within  his  bands 
Honour  for  ladies,  for  ladies  rich  reward  ; 
But  as  for  Sylla  and  for  his  compeers, 
Who  dare  'gainst  Marius  vaunt  their  golden  crests. 
Tell  him  for  them  obi  jM.irius  holds  revenge, 
And  in  bis  hands  both  triumphs  life  and  death. 
Cornelia.  Doth  Marius  use  with  glorious  words 


Marius  bath  sought  for  honour  with  his  sword. 
And  holds  disdain  to  triumph  in  your  falls. 
Live,  Cornelia  :  live,  fair  and  fairest  Fulvia  ! 


■'  On,  on,  TOU  nobln  Eoilllh, 

Wb«r  blood  !>/cI  from  rilhtn  or  wv-prwir '' 

'  OJosinff  sndjfuHeWnjare  Bjnonjmoiisi  perliaps  to y/oie, 

or.  u  it  ii  lometimeB  Hpell.  to  gUae.  ia  tht-  ume  woH  u  do 

glon.     It  is  commoQ  in  Uilton  iu  the  seagc  Ibat  it  beara  id 

lbs  text. 
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If  you  liave  doue  or  wrought  me  injury, 
Sylla  shall  pay  it  tlirougii  his  misery. 
FuLViA.    So  gracious,  famous  consul,  are  thy 

That  Hamn  and  we  shall  relelirate  thy  worth, 
And  Sylla  shall  confess  hiroeelf  o'ercome. 

CORKELIA.  If  jiulies'  prayers  or  tears  may  n 
the  heavens, 
Sylla  shall  vow  himself  old  Marius'  friend. 

Marius.  Ladies,  for  that  I  nought  at  all  regard  : 
Sylla'a  my  foe,  I'll  triimiph  ovtr  him  ; 
.  For  other  conquest  glory  doth  not  win. 
Therefore  come  ou, 
That  I  may  send  you  unto  Sylla.  [Sxevni. 

Ealer  a  Clowk,  drunk,  with  a  pint  r,f  teine  in  hit 
ftand,  and  two  or  three  SOLDIERS. 

IST  Soldier.    Sirrah,  dally  not  with  ua;  you 
know  where  lie  is. 

Cluwn.  0,  sir,  a  quart  is  a  quart  in  any  man's 
purse,  and  drink  is  drink,  and  can  ray  master  lire 
■without  hia  drink.  I  pray  you ) 

2d  Soldibr.  You  have  a  master  then,  sirrah  ? 

Clown.  Have  I  a  master,  thou  scoiindrell  I  have 
an  orator  to  my  master,  a  wise  man  to  my  master. 
But,  fellows,  I  must  make  a  parenthesis  of  this 
pint-pot,  for  words  make  men  dry  :  now,  by  my 
troth,  I  drink  to  Lord  Anthony, 

3d  Soldier.  FeUow-soldiera,  the  weakness  of 
his  brain  hath  made  his  tongue  walk  largely;  we 
shall  have  some  novelties  by-and-by. 

Clown.  0  most  surpassing  wine. 
Thou  marrow  of  the  vine ) 
More  welcome  unto  me 
Than  whips  to  scholars  bn. 
Thou  art,  and  ever  was, 
A  means  to  mend  an  nss ; 


Thou  makettt  some  to  sleep. 
And  many  mo  to  weep, 
And  some  be  glad  and  merry, 
With  heigh  down  derry,  deny. 
Thou  makest  s( 
And  many  mo  to  fumble, 
And  me  have  pinky  neyne.' 
More  brave  and  jolly  wine ! 
What  need  I  praise  thee  mo, 
For  thou  art  good,  with  heigh-ho  I 

3d  Soldier.  If  wine  then  be  so 
for  thy  part, 
Tell  us  where  Lonl  Anthony  ia,  and  thoi 
have  a  quart. 

Clown.  First  shall  the  snow  h 
j\jid  pepper  lose  Im  smitc-k, 
Ami  fitiipes  forsake  my  back  : 
First  many  drunk  with  sack, 
I  will  go  boast  and  track, 
And  ail  your  costards  crack, 
Before  I  do  the  knack 
Shall  make  me  sing  alack. 
Alack,  the  old  man  is  weary, 
For  wine  hath  made  him  merry. 
With  a  heigh' ho. 

1st  SOLDIEK,    I  prythee,  leave  these  rhymes 
and  tell  ua  where  thy  master  is  1 

Clown.  Faith,  where  you  ehall  not  be, 
Unless  ye  go  with  me. 
But  shall  I  tell  them  so  t 

The  man  hath  many  a  foe, 
As  far  as  I  do  know  : 


Plumiij  Baccbiu,  wiUijiiiiit 
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You  do  not  flout  me,  I  hope. 

See  how  this  liquor  fumes, 

And  how  my  force  presumes. 

You  would   know  where   Lord   Anthony  is?     I 

perceive  you. 
Sh&tl  I  say  he  ia  in  yond  farmhouse  1       I  deceive 

Shall  I  tell  you  this  wine  is  for  him  )     The  gods 

forfend, 
And  so  I  end.     Go,  fellow-fightera,  there's  a  boh 

for  ye. 
2d  Soldier.    My  masters,  let  us   follow  this 
clowii,   for  questiotdess  this    grave    orator   is  in 
yonder  farmhouse.*    But  who  cometh  yonder  1 


Enler  Old  Anthonv. 

Akthony.  I  wonder  why  my  peasant  stays  so 
long, 
And  with  my  wonder  hasteth  on  my  woe, 
And  with  my  woe  I  am  assailed  with  fear, 
And  with  my  fear  await  with  faintful  breath 
The  final  period  of  my  pains  by  death. 

1st  Soldier.  Yond's  the  man  we  seek  for,  sol- 
diers. Unsheathe  your  swords,  and  make  a  rid- 
dance of  Marius'  ancient  enemy. 

Clown.  Master,  fly,  fly, 
Or  else  you  shall  die  ! 
A  plague  on  tliis  wine. 
Hath  made  me  so  fine  ! 
And  will  you  not  be  gone  1 
Then  I'll  leave  you  idone, 


'  This  incident  is  fonndcd  npon  a  pssBagc  in  Platarcb's 
"  Life  of  Ckids  Marine,"  only  in  list  aulhor  the  m»n  with 
the  wine  discloeea  where  Antbon;  is  concealed  to  the 
drawer,  of  whom  he  gets  the  wine,  and  nol  Id  the  soldiers. 
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And  sleep  upon  your  woe, 

With  A  lamentable  heigh-ho.  [Exit. 

Anthony.  Betrayed   at  last   by  witleu  over- 
sight I 
Now,  Anthony,  prepare  thyself  to  die. 
Lo,  where  the  monstrous  miiiistere  of  wrath 
Menace  thy  murder  with  their  naked  swords. 

Sd  Suldier.  Authouy,  well-met :  the  consul 
Marius,  with  other  confederate  senators,  have  ad- 
judged thee  death,  therefore  prepare  thyself,  and 
think  we  favour  thee  in  this  little  protraction. 

Anthony.   Immortal  powers,   that  know  the 
painful  cares 
That  wait  upon  my  poor  distressed  heart, 
O,  bend  your  brows,  and  level  all  your  looks 
Of  dreadful  awe  upon  these  daring  men  ! 
And  thou,  sweet  niece  of  Atlas,  on  whose  lipa 
And  tender  tongue  the  pliant  muses  sit. 
Let  gentle  course  of  sweet  aspiring  speech. 
Let  honey-flowing  terms  of  weary  woe, 
Let  fruitful  figures  and  delightful  lines 
Enforce  a  spring  of  pity  from  their  eyes. 
Amaze  the  murd'rous  passions  of  their  minds, 
That  they  may  favour  wofiil  Anthony. 
O  countrymen,  what  shall  become  of  Rome, 
When  reverend  duty  droojteth  throurfi  disgrace  t 
O  countrj*men,  what  shall  become  of  Kome, 
When  woful  nature,  widow  of  her  joys. 
Weeps  on  our  walls  to  see  her  laws  depreas'd  1 
O  Romans,  hath  not  Anthony's  discourse 
Seal'd  up  the  mouths  of  false  seditious  men, 
Assoil'd '  the  doubts  and  quaint  controls  of  power. 
Relieved  the  mournful  matron  with  his  pleaa  1 
And  will  you  seek  to  murder  Anthony  1 
The  hons  brook  with  kindness  their  relief ; 
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The  sheep  reward  the  shepherd  witJi  their  fleece  ; 
Yet  Romans  seek  to  miirder  Anthony. 

1st  Soldier.  Why,  what  enchanting  terroB  of 
art  are  these, 
That  force  my  heart  to  pity  his  distress  t 

2d  Soldier,  His  action,  speech,  his  favour  and 
his  grace, 
My  rancour  rage  and  rigour  doth  deface. 

3d  Soldieic.  So  sweet  his  words,  that  now  of 
late,  meseems. 
His  art  doth  draw  my  soul  from  out  my  lips. 

Anthony.  What  envious  eyes,  reflecting  nought 
but  rage, 
What  barborouB  heart,  ro&esh'd  with  nought  but 

blood, 
That  rends  not  to  behold  the  senseless  trees 
In  doly'  season  drooping  without  leaves ) 
T!iB  shepherd  sighs  ui>on  the  barren  hills, 
To  see  his  bleating  laAbs  with  faintfut  looks 
Behold  the  valleys  robb'd  of  springing  flowers. 
That  whUom  wont  to  yield  tliem  yearly  food. 
Even  meanest  things,  exchang'd  from  former  state, 
The  virtuous  mind  with  some  remorse  doth  mate. 
Can  then  your  eyes  with  thundering  thraaU  of  r^e 
Cast  furious  gleams  of  aiu;er  upon  i^l 
Can  then  toot  hesrts  wit u  furies  mount  so  high. 
As  they  should  harm  the  Kum;in  Anthony  1 
I,  far  more  kind  than  senseless  tree,  have  lent 
A  kindly  eap  to  our  declining  state, 


vert ;  but  here  it  lignifies  to  rffolre  or  nmon  doabta.  Tbiu 
in  s  pM«ige  quoted  by  Hr  Toiid — 

"  Kor  the  aaoiling  of  tbia  diflicultj,  I  lay  down  Ibesc 
three  propoBiUont."^ — Mede.  Rev.  qfQoit  Houie. 

Ttia  word  is  frequently  to  he  net  with  in  Speiuer  in  tbe 
aetae  of  to  diicbsrge,  or  gel  free. 

>  In  dolg  BessoD  is  in  melancholj  or  Hiotry  scaMO  :  aa 
adjeelive  formed  from  dak,  aod  with  the  eame  meaniog  h 
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Captain.  Go,  curtal  off  that  nock  with  present 
stroke, 
And  straight  present  it  onto  Marias. 

tST  Soldier.   Even  in  tbia  head  did  all  the 
muses  dwell : 
The  bees,  that  aat  upon  the  Grecian's  lips, 
Distill'd  their  honey  on  his  temper'd  tongue. 
2d  Soldier.  The  crystal  dew  of  fair  Uastalian 
springs 
With  gentle  floatings  trickled  on  his  brains ; 
The  graces  kissed  his  kind  and  courteous  brows, 
Apollo  gave  the  beauties  of  his  harp. 

Enter  Lectoril's  peiuite. 
And  melodies  unto  his  pliant  speech. 

Captain.    Leave  these   presumptuous    praises, 
countrymen  : 
And  see  Lectorius,  pensive  where  he  comes. 
Lo,  here,  my  lord,  tbe  head  of  Anthony ; 
See  here  the  guerdon  fit  for  Marius'  foe, 
Whom  dread  Apollo  prosper  in  his  rule. 

Lectorius.  O  Romans,  Marius  sleeps  among 
the  dead. 
And  Eome  laments  the  loss  of  such  a  friend. 
Captain.  A  sudden  and  a  woful  chance,  my 
lord, 
Which  we  intentive^  fain  would  understand. 

U>  loalce  him  in  Ihe  face,  but  loDking  dovnewBrds  fell 
%  weeping.  AnniuB  pereeiring  they  Uried  loug  and 
came  not  dovoe,  went  himHGlf  up  into  the  chamber  tnd 
found  Anthonie  talking:  to  hie  souldiec^,  and  them  weeping, 
hii  Bweue  eloquent  tongue  haci  bo  meltcrl  their  hearts :  bat 
he,  rating  tliem,  ran  fariouBly  upon  him  and  strake  off  hla 
head  with  bi«  owne  hands." 

'  3hakeepeitre'g  cammeDtalore  might  hare  added  this  paa- 
■age  to  the  long  lint  of  otbere  the;  have  brought  forward 
(see  Dale  on  "Othello,"  act  i.  ec.  S),  to  ahow  that  iatentian 
and  aOtnlioH,  and  iiUtnlivi  and  alUniKt,  were  once  ejafh 
njmouB. 
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as,  my  heart 


Lbotorius.  Though  swoH'n  with  si 
for  sorrow  burst, 
And  tongue  with  tears  and  plaints  be  choked  up, 
Yet  will  I  furrow  forth  with  forced  breath 
A  speedy  passage  to  my  pensive  speech. 
Our  consul  Marius,  worthy  soldiers. 
Of  late  within  a  pleasant  plot  of  ground 
Sat  down  for  pleasure  near  a  crystal  spring, 
Accompanied  with  many  lords  of  Rome. 
Bright  was  the  day,  and  on  the  spreading  trees 
The  frolic  citizens  ^  of  forest  aung 
Their  lays  and  merry  notes  on  perching  boughs ; 
When  suddenly  appeared  in  the  east 
Seven  mighty  eagles  with  their  talons  fierce, 
Who,  waving  oft  about  our  conaul'a  head, 
At  laat  with  hideous  cry  did  soar  away. 
When  suddenly  old  Marius  aghast, 
With  reverend  smile,  determin'd  with  a  sigh 
The  doubtful  silence  of  the  standers-by. 
Komans,  said  he,  old  Marius  now  must  die  : 
These  seven  fair  eagles,  birds  of  mighty  Jove, 
That  at  my  birthday  on  my  cradle  sat. 
Now  at  my  last  day  warn  °  me  to  my  death, 
And  lo,  I  feel  the  deadly  pangs  approach. 
What  should  1  more  ?    In  brief,  with  many  prayers 
For  Rome,  his  son — his  goods  an<I  lands  dispos'd  — 

'  Thi»  ciprewion  i»  alwi  introduced  by  Lodgo  into  h>« 
"  Roulyiide,^'  l£9U,  lhou!,'h  probably  this  pla}'  wag  written 
first— 

The  cUiMtiw  t^  Vu  wMd^ 
Shakespeare  calls  deer  In  "  As  You  Like  It"  eitiieiii,  and 
eUewbcre,  "  native  Imrghcrs  of  this  desert  cii)'," 
The  author  o(  "  Fuimni  Troei"  goei  farther,  and  calli 
9  in  heii»en  ctiam— 


Th«  aEabroBlkD  Jaa 
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Our  worthy  ci>n8ul  to  our  wonder  died. 

The  city  is  amaz'd,  for  Sylla  hastes 

To  enter  Rome  with  fury,  sword  and  flre. 

Go  place  that  head  upon  the  CApitol, 

And  to  your  wards,  for  dangers  are  at  hand. 

[Exit. 
Captain.  Had  we  foreseen  this  luckless  chance 
before. 
Old  Anthony  had  liv'd  and  breathed  yet.  \^Exm'Ht, 


ACTUS  QUINTUS. 

A  great  ekh-muh  in  Hume  and  lonij,  tome  dain.  At 
latt  eiilfr  SyllA  triiimp/ftnt,  mth  PoUPEY, 
MetelLUS,  Citizens,  Soldiers. 

SvLLA.  Now,  Romans,  after  all  these  mutinies. 
Seditions,  murders  and  conspiracies, 
Imagine  with  impartial  hearts  at  last, 
What  fruits  proceed  from  tliese  contentious  brawls. 
Your  streets,  where  erst  the  fathers  of  your  state 
In  robts  of  purple  walked  up  and  down. 
Are  strewed  with  nuingled  members,  streaming 

And  whyl  the  reasons  of  this  ruthful  wrack 
Are  your  seditious  innovations, 
Your  fickle  minds  inclin'd  to  foolish  change. 
Ungrateful  men  !  whilst  I  with  tedious  pain 
In  Asia  seal'd  my  duty  with  my  blood, 
Making  the  fierce  Dardanians  faint  for  fear, 
Spreading  my  colours  in  Galatia, 
Dipping  my  sword  in  the  Enetans'  blood, 
And  foraging  the  fields  of  Phocida, 
You  cftlied  my  foe  from  exile  with  his  friends 
You  did  proclaim  me  traitor  here  in  Rome  ; 
You  raz'd  my  house,  you  did  defame  my  friends. 
But,  brawling  wolves,  you  cannot  bite  the  moon. 
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For  Sylla  lives,  so  forward  to  revenge, 
As  woe  to  those  that  sought  to  do  me  wrong. 
I  now  am  entered  Rome  in  sjrite  of  force, 
And  will  so  hamper  all  my  cursed  foes. 
As  be  he  tribune,  consul,  lord,  or  knight. 
That  hateth  Sylla,  let  him  look  to  die. 
And  first  to  make  an  entrance  to  mine  ire, 
Bring  me  that  traitor  Carbo  out  of  hand. 

PoMPEV.  O  Sylla,  in  revenging  injuries. 
Inflict  the  pain  where  first  offence  did  spring, 
And  for  my  sake  establish  peace  in  Home, 
And  pardon  these  repentant  citizens. 

Sylla.  Pompey,  I  love  thee,  Pompey,  and  con- 
sent 
To  thy  request ;  but,  Romans,  have  regard, 
Leat  over-reachiDg  in  offence  again, 
I  load  your  shoulders  with  a  double  pain. 

[Kreuut  citueiu. 

Bring  in  CarbO  howad. 

But,  Pompey,  see  where  jolly  Carbo  comes, 
Footing  it  featly  like  a  mighty  man. 
What,  no  obeisance,  sirrah,  to  your  lord  ? 

Carbo.'  My  lordl    No,  Sylla:  he  that  thrice 
hath  borne 
The  name  of  consul  scorns  to  stoop  to  him, 
Whose  heart  doth  hammer  nought  but  mutinies. 

Pompey.  And  doth  your  lordship  then  disdain 
to  stoop  I 

Cakbo.  Ay,  to  mine  equal,  Pompey,  as  thou  art 

Sylla.  Thine  equal,  villain  f  no,  he  is  my  friend ; 
Thou,  but  a  poor  anatomy  of  bones, 
Caa'd  in  a  knavish  tawny  withered  skin. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  1  art  thou  so  stately  then  1 
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Carbo.  Sylla,  I  hoaonr  gods,  not  foolish  meii. 

Sylla.  Then  break  that  wither"*!  bough,  that 
will  not  bend,' 
And,  soldiers,  caitt  him  down  l>efore  my  feet : 

[r/wy  throw  him  doitm. 
Now,  prating  air,  my  foot  upon  thy  neck, 
I'll  bo  so  bold  to  give  your  lordship  check 
Believe  me,  soldierfi,  but  I  over-reach ; 
Old  Carbo's  neck  at  first  waa  made  to  stretch. 

Cahbo.  Though  body  bend,  thou  tyrant  most 
unkind. 
Yet  never  ahalt  tliou  humble  Carbo's  mind. 

Sylla.  0  air,  I  know,  for  all  your  warlike  pith 
A  man  may  mar  your  worship  with  a  with.* 
You,  sirrah,  levied  arms  to  do  me  wrong ; 
You  brought  your  legions  to  the  gates  of  Rome ; 
You  fought  it  out  in  hope  that  I  would  faint ; 
But,  sirrah,  now  betake  you  to  your  books. 
Entreat  the  gods  to  save  your  sinful  aoul : 
For  why  this  carcase  must  in  my  behalf 
Go  feast  the  ravens  that  serine  our  augurs'  turn. 
Methinks  I  aee  already,  how  they  wish 
To  bait  their  I^eaka  in  such  a  jolly  diah. 

Cargo.  Syllo,  thy  threats  and  scoSs  amate  me 

I  prythee,  let  tliy  murderers  liale  me  hence  ; 
For  Carbo  rather  likes  to  die  by  sword, 
Than  live  to  be  a  moi'king-atock  to  thee. 

Stlla.  The  man  hath  haste  ;  good  soldiers,  take 
him  hence  : 
It  would  be  good  to  alter  his  pretence. 
But  be  advis  d  that,  when  the  fool  ia  slain, 
You  part  tlie  head  and  body  Iwth  in  twain. 
I  know  that  Carbo  longs  to  know  the  cause, 

'  [Old  Mp;  misplaces  tbe  irardfl  bnak   aDd  htud ;  the 
■Iteration  bere  maile  wu  luggeaMd  bj  Mr  Collier.] 
*  i.e.,  With  a  vilhy,  or  t«ig  of  willo*. 
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And,  Scipio,  were  it  not  I  lov'd  thee  wtU, 
Thou  shouWst  accomimiiy  these  slaves  to  hell ; 
But  get  you  gone,  ami  if  you  love  yoiu-Belf, 

[Exit  Scipio. 
Carinna.    Pardon  me,  Sylla!   iiardon,  gentle 

Sylla! 
Sylla.  Siirali,  this  gentle  name  was  coin'd  too 
late, 
And  sliadow'd  in  the  shrouds  of  biting  hate. 
Despatch  !  [KiJl  him.]  why  so  ;  good  fortune  to  my 

friends — 
As  for  my  foes,  even  such  shall  be  their  ends. 
Convey  them  hence.     Metellus,  gentle  Metellos, 
Fetch  me  Sertorius  from  Iberia: 
In  doing  so  thou  standest  me  tn  stead, 
For  sore  I  long  tu  see  the  traitor's  head. 

Metellus.  1  go,  confinn'd  to  conquer  him  by 
sword, 
Or  in  th'  exploit  to  hazard  life  and  alL  [Exit. 

Sylla.  Now,  Pompey,  let  me  see  :  those  sena- 

Are  dangerous  stops  of  our  pretended '  state, 

And  must  be  curtail'd,  lest  they  grow  too  proud. 

]  do  proscribe  just  forty  senators, 

Which  shall  be  leaders  in  my  tragedy. 

And  for  our  gentlemen  are  over-proud. 

Of  them  a  thousand  and  six  hundred  die ; 

A  goodly  army,  meet  to  conquer  lieJL 

Soldiers,  perform  the  course  of  my  decree. 

Their  friends  my  foes,  their  foes  shall  be  my  friends. 

Go  sell  their  goods  by  trumpet  at  your  wills  : 

Meanwhile   Pompey  shall    see,    and  Home   shall 


Tlien 


s  that  shortly  shall  ensue.         [Hxe 


ver;  common  for  Slilkefprire  and   hi«  conlcm- 
lo  Lue  Llie  word  vrrtenU  For  iiitciiit.     Set  aOUii  to 
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Alanint,  jotiimw/i,  a  rHrml.  Entrr  YoUNO  MiRlira 
Jipon  llu  vtalU  of  Pr«NESte  with  tome  Soldisri, 
all  in  blitck  and  icojiiler/u/  Mtlaneholy. 

Young  Marius.    0  endless   courso  of  needy 

What  silly  tlioughta,  what  simple  policies, 

Make  man  presume  upon  tliis  traitorous  life  ! 

Have  I  not  seen  the  depth  of  sorrow  once. 

And  then  agiiin  have  kiss'd  the  queen  of  chance. 

0  Marius,  thou,  Tillitius,  and  thy  friends. 

Hast  seen  thy  foe  diaconifit«d  in  figlit : 

But  now  the  stars  have  fonn'd  my  final  hamiB, 

My  father  Marius  lately  dead  in  Rome ; 

My  foe  with  honour  doth  triumph  in  Rome, 

My  friends  are  dead  and  hanisljed  from  Rome. 

Ay,  Marius,  father,  friends,  more  blest  tiian  thee  ! 

They  dead,  I  live  ;  I  tliralled,  they  are  free. 

Here  in  Pneuesto  am  I  cooiwd  up, 

Amongst  a  troop  of  hunger-stSirved  men,   . 

Set  to  prevent  false  Sylla's  fierce  approach. 

But  now  exempted  l>oth  of  Ul'e  and  all. 

Well,  fortune,  since  thy  tieetiug  change  hath  cost 

Poor  Marius  from  bis  hopes  and  true  desires, 

My  resolution  shall  exceed  thy  power. 

Thy  colour'd  wings  steeped  in  purple  blood, 

Thy  blinding  wreath  distain'd  in  purple  blood, 

Thy  royal  robes  wash'd  in  my  jiiirple  blood. 

Shall  witness  to  the  world  thy  thirst  of  blood ; 

And  when  the  tyrant  Sylla  snail  expect 

To  see  the  son  of  Marius  stoop  to  fear. 

Then,  then,  0,  then,  my  mind  shall  well  appear, 

That  scorn  my  life,  and  hold  mine  honour  dear. 

[Alarnm.     A  relrr-t. 
Hark  how  these  murderous  Romans,  viper-like, 
Seek  to  bewray  their  fellow -citiaenR. 
O  wretched  world,  from  whence  with  speedy  flight 
True  love,  true  zeal,  tnte  hoiiniLr  liile  lh  fle.l  ! 
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SOLDICB.  What  nukes  m;  lord  so  carelesi  and 
Mcure, 
To  h».ve  tile  breacli  and  here  Ument  alone  I 
YoVSG  Maritb.  Not  fear,  my  friend,  for  I  coiUd 
never  fl j ; 
But  etu'Iy  how  with  honour  for  to  die. 
I  pray  the«,  call  the  ehiefest  citizens  ; 
I  tnuat  »dviii«  them  in  a  weighty  cause  : 
Here  shall  tliey  meet  tne ;  and,  until  they  com^ 
I  iriU  ^  vi«ir  the  danger  of  the  breach. 

[£xit  Yousa  Marius,  uith  the  SoUIitrt. 

EiiUr,  with  limm*  and  SnI'liert,  LuCRKnus,  ipUh 
oilier  R(nnan»,  (w  Tn>ITAXU3,  itc. 

LucRETttls.  Suy,  Tu'Iitaous,  didat  thou  ever  see 
So  desperate  defence  as  this  liath  beeo. 

TCDITANUS.    Aa  in   Nuniidia,    tigers    wanting 

Or,  as  in  Lybia,  lioiis  full  of  ire, 

80  faro  these  RomanH  on  Pneneste  walls. 

Lucretius,  Tiinir  valour,  Tuditanus,  and  resist, 
The  man-like  fight  of  younger  Marius, 
Makos  ine  amaz'd  to  &ee  their  miseries, 
And  jiity  them,  although  they  be  my  foes. 
What  said  1 1     Foes  t     0  Rome,  with  ruth  I  see 
Thy  state  cousum'd  through  folly  and  dissension  I 
Wull,  sound  a  parley ;  I  will  see  if  woris 

[Sound  a  parlfy — YoUNO  Marius  apptart 
ujxtn  Ike  uaUt  with  the  Ciiitmi. 
Can  make  them  yield,  which  will  not  fly  for  strokes. 
YoUNQ  Marius.  What  seeks  this  Roman  warrior 

at  our  bands  ? 
huCRETlUS.    That   seeks   he,  Marius,  that   he 
wisheth  thee  ; 
An  humble  heart  and  then  a  happy  jieace. 
Thou  aee'st  thy  fortunes  are  deprese'd  and  down  ; 
Thy  victuals  spent ;  thy  soldiers  weak  with  want ; 


THE  W0UND3  OF  CIVIL   WAR.  181 

The  breach  laid  open,  re-atly  to  assault : 

Now,  since  thy  means  ami  maintenance  are  done, 

Yield,  MariuB,  yield.     Prienestiaiis,  be  advis'd ; 

Lucretius  ia  advis'd  to  favour  you. 

I  pray  thee,  Marins,  mark  my  last  advice : 

Relent  in  time ;  let  Sylla  be  thy  friend  ; 

So  ihoii  in  Rome  may'st  lead  a  happy  life, 

And  thoae  with  thee  shall  pray  for  Manus  stilL 

Young  Mabius.  Lucretius,  I  consider  on  thy 
words: 
Stay  there  awhile  ;  thou  shalt  have  answer  straight. 

LuCRETlUti.  A])ollo  grant  that  my  persuasions 

Preserve  these  Eoman  soldiers  from  the  sword. 
Young  Marius.   My  friends  and   citizens   of 
Prteneste  town, 

Yoii  see  the  wayward  working  of  our  stars ; 

Our  hearts  confirm 'd  to  fight,  our  victuals  spent. 

If  we  submit,  it's  Sylla  must  remit ; 

A  tyrant,  traitor,  enemy  to  Rome, 

Whose  heart  is  guarded  still  with  bloody  thoughts. 

These  flattering  vows  Lucretius  here  avows, 

Are  pleasing  words  to  colour  polaon'd  thoughts. 

What,  will  you  live  with  shame,  or  die  with  fame  1 
1st  Citizen.  A  famous  death,  my  lord,  delights 

as  most. 
2d  CmzKN,    We  of  thy  faction,  Marius,  are 
resolv'd 

To  follow  tJiee  in  life  and  death  together. 
Young  Marius,  Words  full  of  worth,  beseem- 
ing noble  minds : 

The  very  balsamum  to  mend  my  woes. 

0  countrymen  J  you  see  Campania  spoil'd  ; 

A  tyrant  threat'ning  mutinies  in  Rome  ; 

A  world  dcspoil'd  of  virtue,  fmth,  and  trust. 

If  then,  no  iieaee,  no  liberty,  no  faitb. 

Conclude  with  me,  and  let  it  Iw  no  life  1 

Live  not  to  see  yonr  tender  Infants  slain ; 
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These  Btately  towei-s  made  level  with  the  lam!  ; 
This  body  mangled  by  our  euemy's  sword  : 
But  full  reeolv'd  to  do  as  Matins  doth, 
Unsheathe  your  poniards,  and  let  every  friend 
Bethink  Iiim  of  a  soldier-like  farewell 
Sirrah,  display  my  standard  on  the  walls, 
And  I  will  answer  yon<l  Lucretius  : 
Who  loveth  Marius,  now  must  die  with  Marius ! 

Lucretius.    What  answer  will  your  lordship 
then  return  us  1 

Young  Marius.  Lucretius,  we  that  know  what 
Sylla  is— 
How  dissolute,  how  trothlesa  and  corrupt. 
In  brief  conclude  to  die,  before  we  yield : 
But  80  to  die — Lucretius,  mark  me  well — 
As  loth  to  see  the  fury  of  our  swords 
Should  murther  friends  and  Roman  citizens. 
Fie,  countrymen  I  what  fury  doth  infect 
Your  warlike  bosoms,  tliat  were  wont  to  fight 
With  foreign  foea,  not  with  Campaiiian  friends. 
Now  uuad\'ised  youth  must  counsel  eld  ; 
For  governance  is  banish'd  out  of  Rome. 
Woe  to  that  bough,  from  whence  these  blooms  are 

sprung  j 
Woe  to  that  .^tna,  vomiting  tliis  fire  I 
Woe  to  that  brand,  consuming  country's  weal  I 
Woe  to  that  Sylla,  careless  and  secure. 
That  ga[>es  with  murder  for  a  monarchr  1 
Go,  second  Brutus,  with  a  Roman  mind. 
And  kill  that  tyrant.     And  for  Marius'  sake, 
Pity  the  guiltless  wives  of  these  your  friends. 
Preserve  their  weeping  infants  from  the  Bword, 
Whose  fathers  seal  their  honours  with  their  blooils. 
Farewell,  Lucretius :  first  I  press  in  place      [Stab. 
To  let  thee  see  a  constant  Roman  die. 
Pnenestians,  lo,  a  wound,  a  fatal  wound  I 
The  pain  bub  small,  tbe  glory  passing  great  I 
PrsniMitiana,  see  a  second  stroke  I  why  so ;  [Again, 
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Elder  Sylla,  Valerius  Flacous,  Lbpidus,  Pom- 
PEV,  Citivru/   Guard .-    Sylla,  teated  ia 
robts  of  statt,  u  Kiltttfil  by  the  CUvxnt,  &c 

Flaccus.   Romans,  you    know,    and   to  your 
griefs  have  seen 
A  wurlil  of  troubles  luttched  here  at  home. 
Which  through  prevention  being  well-nigh  uross'il 
By  worthy  SylU  and  his  warlike  band, 
I,  consul,  with  these  fathers  tliink  it  meet 
To  fortify  our  peace  and  cit/a  weal, 
To  name  some  man  of  worth  that  may  supply 
Dictator's  power  and  place  ;  whose  majesty 
Shall  cross  the  coura;^e  of  rebellious  minds. 
What  think  you,  Romans,  will  you  condescend  ) 
Sylla.  Nay,  Flaccus,  for  their  profits  they  must 
yield; 
For  men  of  mean  condition  and  conceit 
Must  humble  their  opinions  to  tbeir  lords. 
And  if  my  friends  and  citizens  consent. 
Since  I  am  bom  to  manage  mighty  things, 
1  will,  though  loth,  both  rule  and  govern  them. 
I  speak  not  this,  as  tliough  I  wish  to  reign, 
But  for  to  know  my  friends :  and  yet  again 
I  merit,  Romans,  far  more  grace  than  tuia 

FLACCtrs,  Ay,  countrymen,  if  Sylla'a  power  and 
mind, 
If  Sylla's  virtue,  courage,  and  device. 
If  Sylla's  friends  and  fortinies  merit  fame, 
None  then  but  he  should  bear  dictator's  name. 
POMPEY.  What  think  you,  citiiHins,  why  stand 
ye  mute  t 
Shall  Sylla  be  dictator  here  in  Rome  1 

Citizens.  By  full  consent  Sylla  shall  be  dic- 
tator. 
Flaccus.  Then  in  tlie  name  of  Rome  I  here 
present 
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TliG  rods  and  axes  into  Sylla's  hand  ; 
And  fortunate  prove  Sylla,  our  dictator. 

\Ti-umpett eouiid :  cry  inl/iin,  SVLLA  Dilator. 

Syli^.   My  fortunes,  Flaccus,  cannot   be  im- 
peach'd. 
For  at  my  birth  the  planets  passing  kind 
Gould  entertain  no  retrograde  aspects  : 
And  that  I  may  with  kindness  'quite  their  love, 
My  countrymen,  I  will  prevent  the  cause 
'Ciiunst  all  the  false  encounters  of  mishap. 
You  name  me  your  dictator,  but  prefix 
No  time,  no  course,  but  give  me  leave  to  rule 
And  yet  exempt  me  not  from  your  revenge. 
Thus  by  your  pleasures  being  set  aloft, 
Straight  by  your  furies  I  should  quickly  iaM. 
No,  citizens,  who  readeth  Sylla's  mind, 
Must  form  my  titles  in  another  kind : 
Either  let  Sylla  be  dictator  ever. 
Or  (latter  Sylla  with  these  titles  never. 

GlTlZENft.  Perpetual  be  thy  glory  and  renown  : 
Perpetual  lord  dictator  shalt  thou  be. 

PoUPEV.  Hereto  the  senate  frankly  doth  agree. 

Sylla,  Then  so  shall  Sylla  reign,  you  eenalors, 
Then  so  shall  Sylla  rule,  you  citizens, 
As  senators  and  citizens  that  please  me 
Shall  he  my  friends  ;  the  rest  cannot  disease  me. 

Enter  Lucretius,  with  Soldier*. 

But  see,  whereas  Lucretius  is  return'd  ! 
Welcome,  brave  Roman  :  where  is  Marius  t 
Are  these  Pnenestians  put  unto  the  sword  1 

LucBKTius.  The  city,  nolJe  Sylla,  razed  is, 
And  Marius  deail — not  by  our  swords,  my  lord, 
Bnt  with  more  constancy  than  Cato  died. 

Sylla.  What,  constancy  !  and  but  a  very  boy  ! 
Why  then  I  see  he  was  his  father's  son. 
But  let  us  have  this  constancy  described. 
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Lucretius.  After  our  fierce  aBsaulta  and  their 

Our  siege,  their  sallying  out  to  stop  our  trench, 
Labour  and  hunger  reigning  in  the  town, 
The  younger  Marius  on  the  city's  wall 
Voiichsafd  an  inter-parley  at  the  last ; 
Wlierein  with  constancy  and  courage  too 
He  boldly  arm'd  his  friends,  himself,  to  death  ; 
And,  sprejulin^  of  his  colours  on  the  wall. 
For  answer  said  he  could  not  brook  to  yield. 
Or  trust  a  tyrant  such  aa  Sylla  was. 

Sylla.    What,  did  the  brainsick  boy  upbraid 

But  let  US  hear  the  rest,  Lucretius. 

Luf^RETius.  And,  after  great  persuasions  to  his 
friends 
And  worthy  resolution  of  them  all. 
He  first  did  sheathe  his  poniard  in  his  breast. 
And  so  in  order  died  all  the  rest. 

Sylla.  Now,  by  my  sword,  this  was  a  worthy 

Yet,  silly  boy,  I  needs  must  pity  thee, 

Whose  noble  mind  coidd  never  mated  be. 

Believe  me,  countrymen,  a  sudden  thought, 

A  sudden  change  in  Sylla  now  hath  wrought. 

Old  Marius  and  his  son  were  men  of  name. 

Nor  fortune's  laughs  nor  low'ra  their  minds  could 

tame. 
And  when  I  count  their  fortimes  that  are  past, 
I  see  that  deatit  confirm'd  their  fames  at  last. 
Then  he  that  strives  to  manage  mighty  things. 


ed  hj  our 

ben  it  menus  a  deed  or  uciioa  onlj  ;  tbna  Hit  T.  b^l.Tot.  i 
Mr  Todd  iiat«B,  ipeilu  of  "  the  jult  or  (icl«  of  priDc'eB  and 
uptaini."  In  faut,  (hii  u  the  general  sigalficatlon  of  the 
tenn,  though  it  bu  lamcliiucB  a  more  partioulitr  applies. 
tion.  Gcil  and  jat  are  tbc  same  word,  though  now  and  then 
dittiDguiihed. 


THF.  WOUNDS   OP  CIVIL   WAR.  187 

Amidst  his  triumphs  gains  a  troubled  mind. 
The  greatest  hope,  the  greatest  harm  it  brings, 
And  poor  men  in  crmtent  their  gloiy  find. 
If  then  content  be  such  a  pleasant  thing, 
Why  leave  I  country  life  to  live  a  king  I 
Yet  kings  are  gods,  and  make  the  proudest  stoop  ; 
Yea,  but  themselves  are  still  pursued  with  hate  : 
And  men  were  made  to  mount  and  then  to  droop. 
Such  chances  wait  upon  uncertain  fate, 
That  where  she  kisseth  once,  she  quelleth  twice  ; 
Then  whoso  hves  content  is  happy,  wise. 
What  motion  moveth  this  philosophy  1 
0  Sylla,  see  the  ocean  ebbs  and  flows ;  • 
The  spring-time  wanes,  when  winter  draweth  nigh : 
Ay,  these  are  true  and  most  assured  notes. 
Inconstant  chance  such  tickle  turns  has  lenL 
As  whoso  fears  no  foil,  must  seek  content. 
Flaccus.  Wliilst   graver    thoughts    of   honour 

should  allure  thee, 
■\\niat  maketh  Sylla  muse  and  mutter  thus  1 

Sylla.  I,  that  liave  pass'd  amidst  the  mighty 

troops 
Of  arme<l  legions,  through  a  world  of  war, 
Do  now  bethink  me,  Flaccus,  of  my  chance  : 
How  I  alone,  where  many  men  were  slain, 
In  spit«  uf  fate  am  come  to  liome  again. 
And  though  "  I  wield  the  reverend  stiles  of  state ; 
She,*  Sylla,  with  a  beck  could  break  thy  neck. 
What  lord  of  Rome  hath  dar'd  as  much  as  I ) 
Yet,  Flaccus,  know'st  thou  not  that  I  must  die  1 
The  labouring  sisters  on  the  weary  looms 
Have  drawn  my  web  of  life  at  length,  I  know  ; 
And  men  of  wit  must  think  upon  their  tombs  : 


'  [Old  eopy.Jloali.] 
•[Oldeopy,  lo.] 

'  [Old  copy,  ytni.     By  Sht  Sylla  milat  1>o  niKlcrstood  U> 
TSfer  to  F«ie,  whoin  he  bui  juut  mentioneil.J 


181 


THE  WOUNDS  OF  CIVIL  WAR. 


For  beasts  with  careless  steps  to  Lethe  go  ; 
Where  men,  whose  thoughts  and  honours  climb 

on  high, 
Living  with  fame,  must  learn  with  fame  to  die. 

PoMPKY.  What  lets,  my  lord,  in  governing  this 
state, 
To  live  in  rest,  and  die  with  honour  too ) 

Sylla,  What    lets    me,    Pompeyl    why,    my 
courteous  friend, 
Can  he  remain  secure  that  wields  a  charge, 
Or  think  of  wit  when  flatterers  do  commend, 
Or  be  advia'd  that  careless  nins  at  large  t 
No,  Pompey :  honey  wonls  make  foolish  minds. 
And  pow'r  the  greatest  wit  with  error  blinds. 
Flaccua,  I  murder'd  Anthony,  thy  friend  ; 
Romans,  some  here  have  lost  at  my  commtind 
Their  fathers,  mothers,  brothers,  and  allies  ; 
And  think  you,  Sylla,  thinking  these  misdeeds, 
Bethinks  not  on  your  grudges  and  mislike } 
Yes,  countrymen,  I  bear  them  still  in  mind : 
Then,  Pompey,  were  I  not  a  silly  man 
To  leave  my  rule,  and  trust  these  Romans  then  ? 

Pompey.  Your  grace  hath  small  occasions    of 
mistrust, 
Nor  seek  these  citizens  for  your  disclaim, 

Sylla.    But,    Pomiiey,    now    these     reaching 
plumes  of  priile. 
That  mounted  up  my  fortunes  to  the  clouds, 
By  grave  conceits  shall  straight  be  laid  aside, 
Ajid  Sylla  thinks  of  far  more  simple  shrouds. 
B'or  having  tried  occasion  in  the  throne, 
Pll  see  if  she  dare  frown,  when  state  is  gone. 
Lo,  senators,  the  man  that  sat  alofl. 
Now  deigns  to  give  inferiors  highest  place. 
Lo.  here  the  man  whom  Rome  repined  oft, 
A  private  man  content  to  brook  disgrace. 
Romans,  lo,  here  the  axes,  rods,  and  all : 
I'll  master  fortune,  lest  she  make  me  thrall. 
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Now  whoso  list  accuse  me,  tell  my  wrongs, 
Upbraid  me  in  the  presence  of  this  state. 
Is  none  these  jolly  citizens  among, 
That  will  accuse,  or  say  I  am  ingrate  t 
Then  will  I  say,  and  boldly  boast  my  chances, 
That  nought  mny  force  the  man  whom  fate  ad- 
vances. 
Flaccds.  What  meaneth  Sylla  in  this   sullen 
mood, 
To  leave  his  titles  on  the  sudden  thus  I 

Sylla.  Consul,  1  moan  with  calm    and  quiet 

To  pass  my  days,  till '  happy  death  I  find, 
PoMPEV.  What  greater  wrong  than  leave  thy 

country  so  ? 
Sylla.  Both  it  and  life  must  Sylla  leave  in  time. 
Citizen.  Yet  during  life  have  care  of  Home  and 

Sylla.  0  wanton  world,  that  flatter'st  in  thy 
prime. 
And  breatbest  balm  and  poison  mixed  in  one  I 
See  how  these  wavering  Romans  wtsh'd  my  reign. 
That  whilom  fought  and  sought  to  have  me  slain. 

My  countrymen,  this  city  wanta  no  store 
Of  fathers,  warriors,  to  supply  my  room  ; 
So  grant  me  peace,  and  1  will  die  for  Rome. 

Enter  two  Buryhert  to  thtM,  PoPPEY  and  Cdbtall. 

CURTALu  These  are  very  indiscreet  counsels, 
neighbour  Poppey,  and  I  will  follow  your  misad- 
visement. 

PoppEY.  I  t«ll  you,  goodman  Curtail,  the  wench 
liath  wrong.  0  vain  world,  0  foolish  men  !  Could 
a  man  in  nature  cast  a  wench  down,  and  disdain 


1  [Old  capj,  l»hik.l 
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in  nature  to  lift  her  up  again?  CotiUl  he  take 
away  hor  dishonesty  witliout  bouncing  up  the 
banns  of  matrimony  t  0  learned  poet,  well  didat 
thou  write  fustian  verse. 

Tkete  maiJt  are  dawe 
T/mt  go  to  the  /a'i't, 
A  nd  a  babe  %n  thf  belly. 

Ln,   'tis    thi3  way  the    worlil 


Slaith  must  be  Hiul, 
Good  husbands  to  find. 

POPPEY.  But  mark  the  fierse/ 

1/  tJity  niieU  htfort. 
It  will  'jrini«  (Item  sore. 

:,  yond's  Master  Sylla ;  faith,  a  pretty  fellow 

Sylla.  What  seek  my  countrymen  1  what  would 
my  friends  1 

CuRTALL.  Nay,  sir,  your  kind  words  shall  not 
serve  the  ti^  '•^H^Yt  think  you  to  thrust  your 
BolJiers  intfJ^wlindred  with  your  courteaiea, 
sirl 

POPPEV.  I  tell  you.  Master  Sylla,  my  neighbour 
will  have  the  law :  be  liad  the  right,  he  will  have 
the  wrong ;  for  therein  dwells  tlie  Inw. 

Consul.  What  desire  these  men  of  Rome  t 

CURTALL.  Neighbour,  sharpen  the  edge-tool  of 
your  wita  upon  the  whetstoue  of  indiscretion,  that 
your  words  may  sbine  like  the  razors  of  Palermo  ;* 

*  Seo  Yol.  i».  p.  so,  reapecting  the  niiiori  of  Palermo, — 
CoUicr.  [Mr  Collier's  tu^yeatcd  rcUnlion  of  tlutn,  the 
rsadins  of  tbe  old  copy,  I  cannot  «uppor(.| 
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[lo  Poppey]  you  have  learning  wilh  ignorance, 
therefore  siM-ak  my  tale. 

PopPEV.  Tlien,  worslitpful  Master  Sylla,  be  it 
known  unto  you, 
That  my  neighbour's  daughter  Dority 
Was  a  maid  of  reatority ; 
Fair,  freah,  and  fine 
As  a  merrj'  cup  of  wine  ; 
Her  eyes  like  two  potch'd  eggs, 
Great  and  goodly  her  legs  ; 
But  mark  my  doleful  ditty, 
Alas  !  for  woo  and  pity  I 
A  soldier  of  your's 
Upon  a  bed  of  flowers 
Gare  her  such  a  fall, 
As  she  lost  maidenhead  and  all. 
And  thus  in  very  good  time 
I  end  my  rudef'ul  rhyme, 

Sylla.  And  what  of  this,  my  friend  1  why  seek 
you  me. 
Who  have  reaign'd  my  titles  and  my  &tat«, 
To  live  a  private  life,  as  you  do  now  1 
Go  move  the  Consul  Placcus  in  this  cause, 
Who  now  hath  power  to  executethe  laws. 

CuRTALL.  And  are  you  no  m  J|ni|^ler  dixcator, 
nor  generality  of  the  Boldiers  I 

SvLLA.  My  powers  do  cease,  my  titles  are 
re  sign 'd. 

CuHTALL.  Have  you  signed  youv  titles  t  0  base 
mind,  that  being  in  the  Paul's  st«eple  of  honour, 
hast  caat  thyself  into  the  sink  of  simplicity.  Fie, 
beast  I 

Were  I  a  king,  I  would  day  by  day 
Suck  up  white  bread  and  nitlk, 
And  go  a-jetting  in  a  jacket  of  silk  ; 
My  meat  should  be  the  curds. 
My  drink  should  bo  the  whey. 
And  I  would  have  a  minciuglaastoloveme  everyday. 
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PopPEY,  Nay,  goodman  Cartall,  your  <liscretions 
are  very  simple ;  let  me  cramp  him  with  a  reosou. 
Sirrah,  whether  is  better  good  ale  or  small-beer  1 
Alaa  !  see  his  simplidty  that  cannot  answer  me  : 
why,  I  say  ale. 

CuRTALL.  And  so  say  I,  neighbour. 

PopPEY.  Thou  hast  reason ;  ergo,  say  I,  'tis 
better  be  a  king  than  a  clown.  Faith,  Master 
Sylla,  I  hope  a  man  may  now  call  ye  knave  by 
authority. 

SvLLA.  With  what  impatience  hear  I  these  up- 
braids, 
That  whilom  plagued  the  least  offence  with  death. 
O  Sylla,  these  are  stales  of  destiny 
By  some  upbraids  to  try  thy  conatancy. 
My  friends,  these  scorns  of  yours  perhaps  may 

move 
The  next  dictator  shun  to  yield  his  state. 
For  fear  he  find  as  much  as  Sylla  doth. 
But,  Flaccus,  to  prevent  their  farther  wrong. 
Vouchsafe  some  lictor  may  attach  the  man. 
And  do  them  right  that  thus  complain  abuse. 

Flaccds.  Sirrah,  go  you  and  bring  the  soldier, 
That  liath  so  loosely  lean'd  to  lawless  lust : 
We  will  have  means  sullicient,  be  assured, 
To  cool  his  heat,  and  make  the  wanton  chaste. 

Ct^RTALL.  We  thank  your  mastership.     Come, 
neighbour,  let  ua  jog. 
Faith,  this  news  will  set  my  daughter  Dorothy  agog. 
[Sxeanl  cam  Lietore. 

Sylla.  Grave  senators  and  Itomans,  now  yon 

The  humble  bent  of  Sylla'a  changed  mind. 
Now  will  I  leave  you,  lords,  from  courtly  train 
To  dwell  content  amidst  my  country  cave. 
Where  no  ambitious  humours  shall  approach 
The  quiet  silence  of  ray  happy  sleep  : 
^Vhere  no  delicious  jouissance  or  toys 
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ShiUI  tickle  with  delight  my  tempcr'd  ears  ; 
But  wearying  out  the  lingering  day  with  toil, 
Tiring  my  veins,  and  furrowing  of  my  soul. 
The  silent  night,  with  slumber  stealing  on, 
Shall  lock  these  careful  closets  of  mine  eyes. 
0,  had  I  known  the  height  of  happiness. 
Or  bent  mine  eyes  upon  my  mother-earth. 
Long  since,  0  Rome,  had  Sylla  with  rejoice 
Forsaken  arms  to  lead  a  private  life ! 

Flaccus.  But  in  tliis  Imrablenesa  of  mind,  my 
lord, 
Whereas  experience  prov'd  and  art  do  meet, 
How  happy  were  these  fair  Itahan  fields. 
If  they  were  graced  with  so  sweet  a  aun. 
Then  I  for  Rome,  and  Rome  with  me,  requires 
That  Sylla  will  abide,  and  govern  Rome. 

Sylla.  0  Flaccus,  if  th'  Arabian  phwnix  strive 
By  nature's  warning  to  renew  her  kind. 
When,  soaring  nigh  the  glorious  eye  of  heaven. 
She  from  her  cinders  doth  revive  ber  sex. 
Why  should  not  Sylla  learn  by  her  to  ili«, 
That  erst  have  been  the  Plicenix  of  this  land  t 
And  drawing  near  the  sunsbine  of  cDnt«nt, 
Perish  obscure  to  make  your  glories  grow. 
For  as  the  higher  trees  do  shield  the  shrubs 
From  posting Phlegon'a '  warmth  and  breathing  fire. 
So  mighty  men  oMcure  each  other's  fame. 
And  make  the  best  deservers  fortune's  game. 

Enter  GENIU3, 

Bat  ah,  what  sudden  furies  do  affright  t 
What  apparitions  fantasies  are  these} 
O,  let  me  rest,  sweet  lords,  for  why  methinka 
Some  fatal  spells  are  sounded  in  mine  ears. 
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Genius.    Svbuquiiur  tua  won:  primi-i  lumine 
Sj/tlam, 

yumitia  Pairaram  jam /era  predjiiiiiU 
PreeipivTil  fera  jam  farcarum  mimitiit  Syllam 

LwniJie  privari  ;  mori  tua  mhteqnilur. 
Elytivm  petit,  fiftelixl  etfatidici  aitri 

Pratteiiin :  TIarofi,  6,  petit  iVmamero* .' 
laaumerot  pttit,  6,  Utrntt,  prteteiiu  attri 

Fatidici .-  et  /aOx,  6,  petis  Eli/aium  ! 

[Evanescit  subiti, 

Sylla.    Er^b-ne   pott  litilett   annot  propfratUia 
fata  J 
Erffo-iiejam  tentbra  pramia  Itieu  erutU  t 
Altamen,  ul  vitce  fortanam  gloria  mortit 
Vincat,  in  t^lrtmo  funere  eantel  olor, 

PoMPEY.    How  fares  my  lord?  what  droailful 
tlioughta  are  tliese  I 
What  doubtful  answers  on  a  suilden  thus) 
Sylla.  Pompey,  the  man  that  made  the  world 
to  stoop, 
And  fetter'd  fortune  in  the  chains  of  power, 
Must  droop  and  draw  tliu  i:hariot  of  fate 
Along  the  dartcBome  banks  of  Acheron. 
The  lieavena  have  wam'd  me  of  my  present  fall. 
O,  call  Cornelia  forth  :  let  Sylla  see 
His  daughter  Fulvia,  ere  his  eyes  be  shut. 

[Exit  oar  for  CoRNei.iA. 
Flaccus.  Why,  Sylla,  where  is  now  thy  wonted 
hope 
In  greatest  hazard  of  unstayed  chance. 
What,  shall  a  little  biting  blast  of  pain 
Blemish  the  blossoms  of  thy  wonted  pride  1 

Sylla.  My  Flaccus,  worldly  joys  and  pleasures 
fade; 
Inconstant  time,  like  to  the  fleeting  tide. 
With  endless  course  man's  hopes  doth  overbear : 
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Nought  now  remaiua  that  Sylla  fain  would  have, 
But  lasting  tame,  when  body  lies  in  grave. 

Enter  CORNELIA,  FULVIA. 

Cornelia.  How  farea  my  lord )     How  doth  my 
gentle  Sylla. 

Stlla.  Ah,  my  Cornelia  !  passing  happy  now  : 
Free  from  the  world,  allied  unto  the  heavens : 
Not  curious  of  incertain  chances  now. 

Cornelia.  Words  full  of  woe,  still  adding  to 
my  grief, 
A  cureless  cross  of  many  hundred  harms. 
0,  let  not  Borne  and  poor  Cornelia  lose, 
The  one  her  friend,  the  other  her  delight. 

Sylla.  Cornelia,  man  hath  power  by  some  in- 
stinct 
And  gracious  revolution  of  the  stars, 
To  conquer  kingdoms,  not  to  master  fate : 
For  when  the  coiirse  of  mortal  life  is  run, 
Then  Clotho  ends  the  web  her  sister  spun. 
Pompey,  Lord  Flaccua,  fellow-senatore, 
In  that  I  feel  the  faintful  dews  of  death 
Steeping  mine  eyes  within  their  chilly  wet. 
The  care  I  have  of  wife  and  daughter  both. 
Must  on  your  wisdom  happily  rely. 
With  equal  distribution  see  you  part 
My  lands  and  goods  betwixt  these  lovely  twain  : 
Only  bestow  a  hundred  thousand  sesterces 
Upon  my  friends  and  fellow-aoldiers. 
Thus,  having  made  my  final  testament. 
Come,  Fulvia,  let  thy  father  lay  his  head 
Upon  thy  lovely  bosom,  and  entreat 
A  virtuous  boon  and  favour  at  thy  hands. 
Fair  Roman  maid,  see  that  thou  wed  thy  fairness  * 
To  modest,  virtuous,  and  delightful  thoughts  : 

'  [Oldcopy./mVi.] 


Now  are  those  eyes,  whose  sweet  reflections  cool'd 

The  smother'd  rancours  of  rebellious  tlioughts, 

Clad  with  the  sahle  mantles  of  the  night ; 

And  like  the  tree  that,  robb'd  of  sun  and  showers, 

MouruB  desolate  wJthouten  leaf  or  sap. 

So  poor  Cornelia,  late  bereft  of  love. 

Sits  sighing,  hapless,  joyless,  and  forlorn. 

FuLVTA.  Gone  is  the  flow'r  that  did  adorn  our 
fields ; 
Fled  are  those  sweet  reflections  of  delight : 
Dead  is  my  fatlier  !     Fulvia,  dead  is  he 
In  whom  thy  life,  for  whom  thy  death,  must  be. 

FtAccua,  Ladies,  to  tire  the  time  in  restless 
moan 
Were  tedious  unto  friends  and  nature  too. 
SuiEteth  you,  that  Sylla  so  is  dea<l, 
As  fame  shall  sing  lus  power,  though  life  be  fled. 

PoMPEY,  Tlien  to  conclude  his  happiness,  my 

Determine  where  shall  be  his  funeral. 
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Lepidus.    Even  there  where  other  nobles  are 

interr'd. 
PoMPEY.  Why,  Lepidus,  what  Roman  ever  was, 
That  merited  so  high  a  name  as  he  ? 
Then  why  with  simple  pomp  and  funeral 
Would  you  entomb  so  rare  a  paragon  1 

Cornelia.  An  urn  of  gold  shall  hem  his  ashes 
in  : 
The  vestal  virgins  with  their  holy  notes 
Shall  sing  his  famous,  though  too  fatal,  deatL 
I  and  my  Fulvia  with  disi)ersed  hair 
Will  wait  upon  this  noble  Roman's  hearse. 

Fulvia.  And  Fulvia,  clad  in  black  and  mourn- 
ful pall, 
Will  wait  upon  her  father  s  funeral. 
PoMPEY.  Come,  bear  we  hence  this  trophy  of 
renown. 
Whose  life,  whose  death,  was  far  from  fortune's 
frown.  [KxeufU  omnes. 

The  funerals  of  Sylla  in  great  pomp, 

DfO  juvantfj  nil  nocet  livor  mains  : 
Ei  non  juvante  niljuvat  labor  gravis. 


FINIS. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 


Sight  ^  penont  may  eatUy  flay  it. 


The  Knra  and  Rom-  )  Pq^ 
BILO.  J  <m«. 


MncEDOBUS,      the     \  p^ 
Prince  of  Valencia,  f  one. 


Amadinb,  the  King's 
daughter  of  Arra- 
gon, 

SiOASTO,  a  Nobleman. 


{.For 
C  one. 

\For 
f  one. 


\Por 
one. 


Envt:  Tbrmelio^  a 

Captain. 
Bbemo,  a  wild  man,  ) 


CoMBDT,  a    boy,  an 

old  woman. 
Abiena,    Amadivb's 

maid. 


CoLLEN,  a  Coune'd'  \  p^j, 

^      j  one. 


lor,  a  Messenger. 


Mouse,  the  Clown. 


\  For 
J    one. 


^  In  the  edition  of  1610  the  number  of  performers  is 
raised  to  ten.  The  two  additional  characters  are  the  King 
of  Valentia  and  Anselmo. 


fV 


■f/h 

'J-     A*      Jf 


Henrken,  thou  shalt  hear  a  n 

Sliall  fill  the  air  with  a,  shrilling  sound, 

Anil  tliunder  music  to  the  gods  above : 

Murs  shall  hiuselt'  breatlie  down 

A  peerless  crown  upon  brave  Envy's  head, 

And  raise  his  chival  with  a  lasting  fame. 

lu  this  brave  music  Envy  takes  delight, 

Where  I  may  see  them  wallow  in  their  blood, 

To  spurn  at  arms  and  legs  quite  shivered  off. 

And  hear  the  cry  of  many  thousand  slain, 

How  lik'st  thou  this,  my  trull?  this  sport  alone 

for  me ! 
Comedy.  Vaunt,   bloody  cur,  nurs'd  up  with 

tigers'  sap. 
That  so  dost  seek  to  quail  a  woman's  mind. 
CumfAj  ifi  mild,  {-entlp.,  willing  for  to  pleaae, 
And  sppIib  to  gain  the  love  of  all  estates. 
I>eligUting  in  muth,  mix'd  all  with  lovely  tales, 
And  bringeth  things  with  treble  joy  to  pass. 

■  '  •niiy  Btiyiniifl  ^^igilftinir  of  mun'a  joys, 
anin  is  fri^iu;ht,  nitli  blnndy  straliigems. 
Dplighta  jn  nothing  but  in  jipnij  ami  iti'.itb. 

■     imay'Bttrampk-intlLrirliikr^i.iiiiiljlgocl. 
their  hearts  witliin  iliy  I'lirscil  paw^.—  \., 
'et  veil  tby  mind  ;  revenjje  tliou  luit  on  nic ; 
A  silly  woman  begs  it  at  thy  hands. 
'live  me  the  leave  to  utter  out  my  play  ; 
Forbear  this  place  -  I  humbly  crave  thiae,  hence  I 


death  'monttst  phasing  corned i 
u^ii  I'lse  but  |ili"^aM~"   ^  "■"■"■ 


9-V  i-V''  ^"iv  .park  nn,umm>  ,v-ts  iu  thm 
r/  A   V   F>nW:\T :  W--;m- ;  iL^n.l.-r  tlw  suit  of  i 


^1.1- 


Envy,  Why,  so  I  will ;  forbearance  aliall  be 
Ab  treble  ileath  shall  cross  thee  wilh  duspita, 
Aad  make  tlute  luouru,  where  moet  thou  joyeitt, 
Tuming  thy  mirth  iiitu  a  deadly  dole  : 
Whirling  thy  pleasures  with  a  peal  of  death, 
Aad  drench  thy  methods  ia  a  sea  of  blood. 
This  will  I  do  ;  tliua  shall  I  bear  with  thee  ; 
And-,  more  to  vex  thee  with  a  deeper  anjte, 
I  will  with  threats  of  blood  begin  thy  play : 
Favouring  thee  with  envy  and  with  hat*,-— 

Comedy.  Then,  ugly  monster,  do  thy  worst ; 
I  will  defend  them  in  despite  of  thee  ; 
And  though  thou  think'st  with  tragic  fumes 
To  brave  my  play  unto  my  deep  disgrace, 
I  force  it  not,  I  scorn  what  thou  canst  do ; 
I'll  grate  it  so,  thyself  shall  it  confess,  v 

From  tragic  stuff  to  be  a  pleasant  comedy.  ^ 

Esvv.    Why   then.  Comedy,  send  thy  actors 
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Whose  dear  affections  bosom  with  ray  heart, 
And  keep  their  domination  in  one  orb. 

Anselmo.  Whence  ne'er  disloyalty  sliall  root  it 
forth, 
But  faith  plant  firmer  in  your  choice  respect. 

MucEHORUS.  Much  blame  were  mine,  if  1  shoulii 
other  deem, 
Nor  can  coy  Fortune  contrary  allow. 
But,  my  Anselmo.  loth  1  am  to  Bay, 
I  must  estrange  that  friendship. 
MiBCongtruo  not ;  'tis  from  the  realm,  not  thee  : 
Tliough  lands  part  bodies,  hearts  keep  company. 
Thou  know'st  that  I  imparted  often  have 
Private  relations  with  my  royal  sire, 
Had  OS  couoeming  beauteous  Amadine, 
Rich  Arragon's  bright  jewel,  whose  face  (some  say) 
That  blooming  lilies  never  shone  so  gay, 
Excelling,  not  excell'd  :  yet,  lest  report 
Does  mangle  verity,  boasting  of  what  ia  not, 
Wing'd  with  desire,  thither  rU  straight  repair, 
And  be  my  fortunes,  a.'j  my  thoughts  are,  fair  I 

Anseluo.  Will  you  forsake  Valencia,  leave  the 
court. 
Absent  you  from  the  eye  of  sovereignty  1 
Do  not,  sweet  prince,  adventure  on  that  task, 
Since  danger  lurks  each  where  ;  be  won  from  it. 

MUCBDOBUS.  Desist  dissuasion, 
My  resolution  brooks  no  battery, 
Therefore,  if  thou  retain  thy  wonted  form. 
Assist  what  I  intend. 

Anselmo.  Your  miss  will  breed  a  blemish  in 
the  court. 
And  throw  a  frosty  dew  upon  that  beard. 
Whose  front  Valencia  stoops  to. 

MUCEDORUS.  If  thou  my  welfare  tender,  then 
no  more  ; 
Let  love's  strong  magic  charm  thy  trivial  phraw, 
Wasted  mt  vninly  ns  to  gripe  the  sun. 
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mt  not  then  more  answers ;  lock  thy  lips, 
0iilesB  thy  wisdom  suit  mewitli  disguise, 
According  to  my  purpose. 

Ansei.MO.  That  action  craves  no  counsel. 
Since  what  yon  rightly  are,  will  more  command, 
Than  best  usurped  shape, 

MuCEDORUS.  Thou  still  art  opposite  in  dieposi- 

A  more  ohscure  servile  habiliment 
Beeeems  this  enterprise. 

Anselmo.  Then  like  a  Florentine  or   mounte- 
bank! 
MudEDORug.  'Tis  mucb  too  tedious ;  I  dislike 
thy  judgment, 
My  mind  is  grafted  on  an  humbler  stock. 

Ansf.1310.  Within  my  closet  does  there  hang  a 
coBsoc-k — 
Though  l>ase  the  weed  is,  'twas  a  ahepherd's— 
Which  I  presented  in  Lord  Julio's  ^m^jaug. 

MrCEDORUs.  That,  my  Anselmo,  and  none  else 
but  that, 
Mask  Mucedorua  from  the  vulgar  view. 
That  habit  suits  my  mind ;  fetch  me  that  weed. 

[£'jl(    AwapiMf 

(Better  than  kings  have  not  disdain'd  that  stittel 
Und  much  inferior,  to  obtain  their  mate.  iL 

Ke-ei 


r  Anselmo  mlh  a  aheplicrd's  coat,  which  Ae 
gives  to  MucEDORUs. 


Mdcrdoros.  So  let  our  respect  command  thy 
secrecy. 
At  once  a  brief  farewell ; 
Delay  to  ioveis  is  a  second  hell. 

[Exit  Mucedorus. 
Anbelmo.  Prosperity  forerun   thee  :    awkward 
chance 
Never  he  neighbour  to  thy  wishes'  venture  : 
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Content  and  Fame  ailvflnee  thee  :  ever  thrive, 
And  glory  thy  mortality  si 


y 


H/Ufr  Mouse  wUh  a  bottle  of  hay. 

Mouat  0,  horrible,  terrible  !  Was  ever  poor 
gentleman  so  scar'd  out  of  his  seven  senses  I  A 
heart  Nay,  sure  it  cannot  be  a  bear,  but  some 
devil  in  a  bear's  doublet ;  for  a  bear  could  nevur 
have  had  that  i^Uity  to  have  frighted  me.  Well, 
I'll  see  my  father  han^d  before  I'll  serve  his  horse 
any  more.  Well,  I'll  carry  home  my  boJiete~»f 
hay,  and  for  once  make  my  father's  horse  tunt 
Turitan,  and  observe  fasting-da^  for  he  gets  not 
a  bit.  But  soft !  this  way  she  followed  die ;" 
therefore  I'll  take  the  other  path  ;  and  l)ecause  I'll 
be  sure  to  have  an  eye  on  hiptf  I  will  take  hands 
with  some  foolish  creiUtar,  and  make  every  step 
backward. 

\Ai  hf  gor»  bachtardg,  thej>ear  eomtt  in,  and 
lie  tvtnhles  over  hrfZ^^i^  rima  awag,  and 
leaves  Aw  holtie  0/  ka^  behind  Aim.] 


Enter  Segasto  rufininff,  and  Amadine  after  him, 
being  pursued  with  a  bear. 

Segabto.  0,  fly,  madam,  fly,  or  else  we  are  but 

Amadine.    Help,   Segasto !  help,    help,  aweet 
Segasto,  or  else  I  die  ! 

[Segasto  runs  away. 
Segasto.  Alas,  madam !  there  is   no  way  but 
flight; 
Then  Iwate,  and  save  yoursel£ 

Amadise.  Why  then  I  die  ;  ah  I  help  me  in  dis- 
tress. 


y  jf     Pr,i 


MucEDORDS.  Stay,  lady,  stay  ;  and  be  no  more 
dismay'd ; 
/That  cnifll  beast,  most  raerciloss  and  fell, 
)WIiicb  hath  bereaved  thouaaiuU  of  their  liv^s, 
t^AfFri: 


Affrighted  many  with  his  hard  pursues, 
Pryiufi;  from  jjUce  to  pliLce  to  tind  his  prey, 
ProloLging  Uiiis  liis  Ufe  by  others'  death, 

carcooe  now  lien  headless,  void  of  breath. 
AUADINK  That  foul,  deformed  monster,  is  he 

MuCEDOBUS.    Assure  yourself  thereof— behold 

his  head; 
Which,  if  it  please  you,  lady,  to  accept, 
With  willing  heart  I  yield  it  to  your  majesty. 
Ahadink.   Thanks,  worthy  shepherd,  thanks  a 

thousanil  times ; 
This  gift,  assure  thyself,  contents  me  more 
Than  greatest  bounty  of  a  mighty  prince, 
Although  he  were  the  monarch  of  the  world. 
MucKDOBUs.  Moat  gr^ous  goddess,  more  than 

mortal  wightr—  a.,<i^^i-^l^^^*^* 

Your  heavenly  hue  of  right  imports  no  leet —        o**f* 
Most  glad  am  I,  in  that  it  was  my  chance 
To  undertake  this  enteqirlse  in  hand, 
Which  doth  80  greatly  glad  your  princely  mind. 
AHADraE.  No  goddess,  shepherd,  bnt  a  mortal 

wight — 
A  nMvtal  wight  liistressed  as  thou  seest : 
My  father  here  is  King  of  Arragoii : 
I,  Araadine,  his  only  daughter  am, 
And  after  him  sole  heir  unto  the  crown. 
Now,  whereas  it  is  my  fatlier's  will  in''*''"'' 

To  marry  me  unto  Segasto,  one,  f^'*'^    " 

Whose  wealth  through  father's  fomier  ■asnty     -t„  4^«.Tr>' 
b  known  to  be  no  less  than  wonderful,  ^^^    t-*' 

VOL.  \i\. 


,s,..t  '^ 
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We  both  of  custom  ofU'iitimea  ilid  use, 
Leaving  the  court,  tJ>  walk  witlitu  the  fiehla 
For  recreation,  oeiiecially  [in]  the  spring, 
In  that  it  yields  Kreat  store  of  rare  doligjits ; 
And,  pasaing  far^r  than  our  wonted  walks. 
Scarce  ent'r^  wtiT»  within  tbMo  luckless  woods. 
But  right  before  ua  iIdwu  a  steeivfail  hill, 
A  monBtrouB  ngly  bear  did  hie  liim  £aat 

To  meet  na  both I  faint  to  teli  the  rest, 

Good  shepherd— but  siippose  tlie  ghastly  looks, 
Thi'  hideous  fejirs,  the  thousand  hundred  woes, 
Which  at  this  inatant  Amiutine  sustained. 

MuCETORUS.    Yet,    worthy    princeaa,   let    thy 
sorrow  cease, 
Antl  let  this  sight  your  former  joj-s  revive, 

Ahaoinb.  Believe  me,  shepherd,  so  it  doth  do 
less. 

MucEDORUS.    Long  may  they  last  unto  your 
heart's  content 
But  tell  me,  laily,  what  is  become  of  him, 
Segasto  call'd,  what  is  become  of  him  ? 

Akadine.  I  know  not,  I;  that  know  the  powers 
divine; 
But  God  grant  this,  that  sweet  Segasto  live  1 

MUCEDORUS.    Yet  hardhearted  he,  in  such  n 

So  cowardly  to  save  himself  by  flight. 
And  leave  so  brave  a  ])riiiceBS  to  the  spoiL 

AmadinK.     Well,    sliephenl,    for    thy    worthy 

vfll^iiir  tripd. 

TTnilnrij^erinj;  thyself  to  set  me  free. 
'     TJ.nri-.-dnillfli^Hi  sun-,  thnii  sliiilt.  iintly. 

In  court  thy  courage  eJiall  be  plainly  know^l ; 
Throughout  the  kiugdom  will  X  epiUBid  tliy  name. 
To  tby  renown  and  never  th-ing  fame ; 
And  that  thy  courage  may  be  better  known. 
Bear  thou  the  head  of  this  most  monstrous  beast 
In  open  sight  to  every  courtier's  view. 
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So  will  the  king,  my  father,  thee  rewnril : 
Come,  let's  away  and  gnard  me  to  the  court, 
[MiiCEDORUS.  With  uU  my  heart]         [Exanil. 

info-  Segasto  toltu. 

Segasto.  When  heaps  of  harms  do  hover  over- 
head, 
'Tis  time  as  then,  some  say,  to  look  about, 
And  so  [of]  ensuing  harms  to  choose  the  least. 
But  hard,  yea  hapless,  is  that  wi-etch'e  chance, 
Luckless  his  lot  and  caitiiF-like  accurs'd. 
At  whose  proceedings  fortune  ever  frowns — 
Myself,  I  mean,  moat  subject  unto  thrall  ; 
For  I,  the  more  1  seek  to  sliuu  the  wtM'st, 
Tbe  more  by  proof  I  find  myself  accivs't. 
Erewhiles  assaulted  with  an  ugly  bear  ; 
Fair  Amadine  in  company  uU  alone  : 
Forthwith  by  flight  I  thought  to  save  myself, 
Leaving  my  Aniodine  unto  her  shifts ; 
For  death  it  was  for  to  resist  the  bear, 
And  death  no  less  of  Amadine's  harms  toiiear. 
Accuread  I  in  ling'ring  life  thus  long 
lu  living  thus,  each  minute  of  an  hour 
Doth  pierce   my  heart  with  darts   of  thousand 

deaths: 
If  she  by  flight  h«r  fury  do  escape, 
What  will  she  think  I 
Will  she  not  say — yea,  flatly  to  my  face, 
AccuBJug  me  of  mere  disloyalty — 
A  trusty  friend  is  tried  in  time  of  need ; 
But  I,  when  she  in  danger  was  of  death. 
And  needetl  me,  and  cried,  Segasto,  help  I 
I  tnm'd  my  back,  and  quickly  ran  sway, 
Unworthy  1 1«  bear  this  vital  breath  ! 
But  what,  what  needa  these  plaints  1 
If  Amadine  do  live,  then  hnpp)- 1. 
She  will  in  time  forgive,  and  so  forget. 


>ai3 
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'Sf     ^Amadine  is  merciful,  not  Jimo-Hke, 
J^*"    •    I  In  harmful  heart  to  harbour  hatred  long. 


^ 


y 


Enter  Mouse  (A?  Clou 


■■  runni/ig,  crying,  Cluht  I 
,  pitchforks,  litis  1  0  help ! 


Mouse.  Clubs,  prongs 
A  bear,  a  bear,  a  bear  ! 

Seuasto.  Still  bears,  and  nothing  else  but  bears  1 
Tell  me,  airmh,  where  she  is. 

Clown.  0  sir,  she  ia  run  down  the  wowls  : 
I  see  her  white  head  and  her  wliite  belly. 

Seoasto.  Thou  talkest  uf  wonders,  tu  tell  me  of 
white  bears  ; 
But,  sirrah,  didst  thou  ever  see  any  such  t 

Cu)WN.  No,  faith,  I  never  saw  any  such  ; 
But  I  remember  my  Eatlier's  words, 
He  bad  me   take  hued  I  was  not  caught  wfth  a 
whit«  bear. 

Skoa.sto.  a  lamentable  tale,  no  <loubt. 

Clown,  I  tell  you  what,  sir  ;  as  I  was  going  a- 
field  to  serve  my  father's  great  horse,  and  carried 
a  bottle  of  hay  upon  ray  head— now,  do  you  see, 
sirt — I,  fast  bootlw inked,  that  I  oiuld  see  nothing, 
perceiving  the  bear  coming,  I  threw  my  hay  into 
the  hedge  and  ran  away. 

SegaSto.  What,  from  nothing  1 

Clown.  I  warrant  you,  yea ;  I  saw  something  ; 
for  there  was  two  load  of  thorns  besidea  my  bottle 
of  hay,  and  that  made  tlireo. 

Sbuasto.  But  tell  me,  sirrah  ;  the  bear  that  thou 
didst  see, 
Did  she  not  Ivear  a  bucket  on  her  arm  1 

Clown.    Ha,  ha,  ha  !    I  never  saw  bear  go  a- 
milking  in  all  my  life. 
But  hark  you,  sir,  1  did  not  look  so  high  as  her 

I  saw  nothing  but  her  white  head  and  her  white 

belly. 
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Segasto.  But  tell  me,  sirrali,  where  dost  thoa 
AweWi 

Clown.  Why,  do  you  not  know  me  1 

BeGahto.  Why,  no  ;  how  should  I  know  theet 

Clown.  Why  then  you  know  nobody,  »ud  you 
know  not  me.'  I  tell  you,  air,  I  am  the  goodman 
Rat's  son,  of  the  next  parish  over  the  IiilL 

Segasto.  Goodman  Rat's  son  ;  why,  what's  thy 
name) 

Clown,  Why,  I  am  very  near  kin  unto  him. 

Segasto.  I  think  so  ;  but  what's  thy  name. 

Clown.  My  name )  I  have  [a]  very  prettj' 
name  ;  I'll  tell  you  what  my  name  is — my  name  is 
Mouse. 

Segasto.  What,  plain  Mouse  1 

Clown.  Ay,  plain   Mouse,  without  either  welt 
orgard. 
But  do  you  hear,  air,  I  am  but  a  very  young  Mouse, 
For  my  tail  is  scarce  grown  out  yet.     Look  you 
here  else. 

Segasto.  But  I  pray  thee,  who  gave  thee  that 
namel 

ClX)WN.  Faith,  sir,  I  know  not  that ;  but  if  you 
would  fain  know,  ask  my  father's  great  horee,  for 
he  hath  been  half  a  year  longer  with  my  father 
than  I  have. 

Segasto.  This  iieemB  to  be  a  merry  fellow; 
I  care  not  if  I  tiike  him  home  with  me. 
Min.h  in  ft  pninfnrt  to  a  troubled  mind. 
A  merry  man  a  merry  magter  makes.  [Asul'-. 

How  say'at  thou,  sirrah  1  wilt  thou  dwell  with  me  1 

Clown.  Nay,  soft,  sir,  two  words  to  abargaiu; 
pray  you,  what  occupation  are  you  1 

Segasto.  No  occupation ;  I  live  upon  my  lands. 


'  [P«rli«pa  tbe  MrlJ'^t  instance  of  tlie  use  of  thta  expres- 
■ion,  u  to  which  bot  "  Old  Englisli  Jeal-Bouk»,"  188*,  iii.  : 
•'  PloBant  Concuiia  of  Uld  Hoteon,"  Intrml.] 
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Clown.  Your  lands ;  away,  you  are  no  master 
for  me.  Wliy,  do  yoii  think  that  I  am  bo  mad,  to 
go  seek  my  living  in  tlie  lanils  amongst  the  atones, 
hriara  and  bushes,  and  tear  my  hoii<lay  apparel  t 
Not  I,  by  your  leave. 

SEGASxa  Why,  I  do  not  mean  thou  ehalt. 

Cix»wN,  How  then  ? 

Sbgasto.  Why,  thou  shalt  be  my  man,  and  wait 
upon  me  at  tha  court. 

Clown.  Whafsthatl 

SKoasto.  Where  the  king  lies, 

Cu>WN.  What's  that  same  king — a  man  or  a 

Srcasto.  a  man,  as  thou  art. 

Clown.  As  I  am  ?  iiark  you,  sir;  pray  you, 
what  Mq  is  he  to  goodman  King  of  our  pariah,  the 
chnrchwardeu  t 

Sbhasto.  No  tin  to  him ;  he  is  the  king  of  tb« 
whole  Ian<L 

Clown.  King  of  the  land  t    I  never  see  him. 

SEGASra  If  tliou  wilt  dwell  with  me,  thou  ehalt- 
Bee  him  every  day. 

Clown.  Shall  I  go  home  a^.iin  to  be  torn  in 
pieces  with  bears  1  No,  not  I ;  1  will  go  home  and 
p(rt»  on  ft  cl«an  shirt,  and  then  go  drown  myself. 

Seoasto.  Thim  shalt  not  need,  if  thoii  wilt 
dwell  with  me  ;  thou  almit  want  nothing. 

Clown.  Shall  I  not?  Then  here's  my  hand; 
I'll  dwell  with  you.  And  hark  you,  sir  !  now  you 
have  entertained  me.  I  will  tM  you  what  1  can 
do.  I-  uau  keep  my  tot^ue  from  pickiuf;  and 
stealing,  and  my  hauda  from  lying  and  slandering, 
I  warrant  yoii,  as  w«U  as  ever  you  hwl  man,  in 
all  your  life. 

Begasto.  Now  will  I  to  court  with  sorrowful 

heart,  rounded  with  doubts.     If  Amadine  do  live, 

then  happy  I :  yea,  happy  I,  if  Amadine  do  live  ! 

[JSUeunt. 


1 
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Bnier  the   Krwo,    vith  a  ynung   Prince   prt'soTifr, 
Amadine,!  wilh  CoLLEN  and  CouneHtort. 

y       King.  Now,  brave   lords,  [that]    our  wars  are 
hrouglit  to  end  ; 
Our  foes  [have  had]  the  foil,  anii  we  In  safety  rest, 
It  na  behoves  to  use  such  clemeni?y 
In  peac«,  as  valour  in  the  wars.     It  is 
Ab  great  bnnotir  to  be  bountifnl 
At  home,  as  to  be  couqnerorB  in  the  field. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  the  more  to  my  content, 
Your  liking,  and  your  country's  safeguard, 
We  are  dispos'd  in  marriage  for  to  give 
Our  daughter  to  Lord  Segasto  here, 
Who  shall  succeed  the  diadem  after  me, 
And  reign  hereafter  aa  I  tofore  have  done, 
Your  soli)  and  lawful  King  of  Arragon  : 
What  Bay  you,  lordings,  like  you  of  my  advice  ( 

Coi.LEN.  An't  please  your  majesty,  we  do  not 
only  allow  of  your  highnesa's  jileasure,  but  also  vow 
faithfully  in  what  we  may  to  further  it. 

King.  Thanks,  good  my  lords,  if  long  Adrostua 

He  will  at  full  requite  your  courtesies, 
Tremelio,  in  recompense  of  thy  late  valour  done. 
Take  unto  thee  the  Oatalonian  prince,' 
Lately  our  prisouer  taken  in  the  wars. 
Be  thou  Ids  keeper ;  his  ransom  shall  be  thine  ; 
We'll  think  of  it,  when  leisure  shall  afford. 
Meanwhile,  do  use  him  well ;  liia  father  is  »  king. 
Tremei.IO.  Thanks  to  your  majesty,  his  usage 
shall  be  such 
Aa  he  thereat  shall  think  no  cause  to  grutch. 

[Exeunt  Tremelio  and  Frinct. 


»  [The  1'  of  llilO  mates  TremeUo  ent. 
Dot  appear  to  come  ou  till  aFlvrnarJB,] 
*  [Uiil  copies,  Valalont,  a.] 


-here;  but  be  does 
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1  to  court,  and  rest  our 


King.  Then  marc 
wearied  limba. 
But,  Collen,  I  have  a  tale  in  secret  kept  for  thee  : 
When  thou  stialt  hear  a  watthword  from  thy  king, 
Think  then  Bome  weighty  matter  is  at  hand. 
That  highly  shall  concern  our  state. 
Then,  Collen,  look  thou  be  not  far  from  me  : 
And  for  thy  service  thou  tofore  hast  done, 
Tiiy  truth  and  valour  prov'd  in  every  point, 
I  shall  with  bounties  tlwe  enlarge  therefore : 
So  guard  us  to  the  court, 

CuLLEN.  What  so  my  sovereign  doth  command 
me  do, 
With  willing  mind  I  gladly  yield  consent.  [Exeunt. 

EnUr  Segasto  and  Uie  Cl.OWN,  wUk  ivtaponi 
about  him. 

Serasto.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  how  do  you  like  your 
weapons  1 

Clown.  0,  very  well,  very  well ;  they  keep  my 
sides  warm. 

Segasto.  They  keep  the  dogs  from  your  shins 
very  well,  do  they  not  ? 

Clown.  How,  keep  the  dogs  from  my  shins  1 
I  would  scorn  but  my  shins  could  keep  the  dogs 
from  them. 

Seoasto.  Weli,  sirrah,  leaving  idle  talk,  tell  me. 
Dost  thou  know  Captain  Treuelio's  chamber  1 

Clown.  Ay,  very  well,  it  hath  a  door. 

Sggajsto.  I  think  so  ;  for  so  hath  every  chamber. 
But  dost  thou  know  the  man  1 

Clown.  Ay  forsooth,  he  hath  a  nose  on  his  face. 

Segasto.  Why,  so  hath  every  one. 

Clown.  That's  more  than  I  know. 

Segasto.  But  dost  thou  remember  the  Captain, 
that  was  here  with  the  King  oven  now,  that 
brought  tlie  young  prince  prisoner  ? 
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Clown.  0,  very  well. 

Segasto.  Go  imto  him,  and  liid  him  come  to  me. 
Tell  him  I  have  a  matter  in  secret  to  impart  to 
him. 

Clown.  I  wil),  mjister ;  master,  what's  his 
name) 

Segasto.  Why,  Captain  Tremelio, 
Clown,  O.  the  meal-man.      1  know  him  very 
well.     He  Wrings  meal  every  Satnriiay  ;  but  hark 
you,  master,  must  I  bid  him  mvao  to  you,  or  must 
you  come  to  him ) 

Segasto.  No,  eirrnh,  he  must  come  to  me. 
Clown.  Hark  you,  master;  how,  if  he  be  not 
at  home  1 
What  shall  I  do  then  i 

Segahto.  ^Vhy  then,  leave  word  with  some  of 

his  folks. 
Clown.    How,'  master,   if   there  be    nobody 
within  1 
I  will  leave  word  with  liis  dog. 
Segasto,  Why,  can  liis  dog  speak  t 
Clown.  I  cannot  tell ;  wherefore  doth  he  keep 
bis  chamber  else  ? 

Segasto,  To  keep  out  such  knaves  as  thou  art. 
Clown.  Nay,  by'r  Lady,  then  go  yourself. 
Skoasto.  You  will  go,  sir,  will  ye  not) 
Clown.  Yes,  many,  will  I,     O,  'tis  come  to  my 
head; 
And  a'  be  not  within.  111  bring  his  chamber  to 
you. 
Segasto.  What,  wUt  thou  pluck  down  the  King's 

house) 
Clown.  Nay,  by'r  Lady,  I'll  know  the  price  of 
it  first 
Master,  it  is  such  a  hani  name,  I  have  forgotten  it 
again.     I  pray  you,  tell  me  his  name. 

I  (Old  copies.  Ok.] 
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Segasto,  TImnka,  good  Tremelio,  and   assure 
thyself, 
What  1  promise  tliat  wUI  I  perform. 

Tkkmklio.  Thanks,  ray  good  lord,  and  in  good 
time  see  where 
He  cometk     Stand  by  awhile,  and  you  shall  see 
Me  put  in  practice  your  intended  drifts. 
Have  at  thee,  swain,  if  that  I  hit  thee  right ! 

Enler  MUCEDORDS, 
MUCEDOEUS.  Vile  coward,  so  without  cauee  to 
strike  a  man — 
Turn,  coward,  turn ;  now  strike,  and  do  thy  worst. 
[MUCEDORUS  killdh  hint. 
Segasto.  Hold,  shepherd,  hold  ;  spare  him,  kill 
him  not. 
Accursed  villain,  tell  mo,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Ah,  Tremelio,  trusty  Tremelio  ! 
I  sorrow  for  ihy  death,  and  since  that  thou 
Li\ing  didst  prove  faithful  to  Segasto, 
.  80  Segaeto  now  living  ahali  honour  the  dead  coq>se 
Of  Tmmelio  wiUi  reveege.     Bloodthirsty  villaiu, 
Boni  and  bred  to  merciless  murthor,  tell  me 
How  durst  tliou  be  so  bold,  as  once  to  lay 
Thy  hands  upon  the  least  of  mine )  Assure  thys«lf 
Thuu  alialt  \xi  ub'iI  aeoording  to  the  kw. 
MucKDOKUH.  Segasto,  cease  j  these  threats  are 
needless. 
But  in  mine  own  defence  accuse  not  me 
Of  murther  that  have  done  nothing. 

Segasto.  Nay,  she])herd,  reason  not  with  me  ; 
I'll  manifest  the  fact  unto  the  King, 
Whose  doom  will  be  thy  death,  as  thou  deserv'et 
What  ho,  Mouse,  come  away  ! 

Enter  MoUSE. 

Clown.  Why,  how  now,  what's  the  matt«r1 

I  thought  you  would  be  caUing  before  1  had  done. 
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'    Who  like  a  king  cumnuuiils  wUliin  tbesti  wochIb. 
The  bear,  the  buar,  dares  not  abide  my  sight, 
Bat  hastes  away  to  save  themselves  by  flight 
The  crystal  waters  in  tlie  bubbling  brooks, 
When  I  come  by,  doth  swiftly  slide  away, 
And  claps  themselves  in  closets  under  banks, 
Afraid  to  look  bold  Bremo  in  the  face : 
The  aged  oaks  at  Bremo's  breath  do  bow. 
And  all  things  else  are  still  at  my  command, 
Else  what  would  1 1 

Itend  them  in  pieces,  and  pluck  them  from  the  earth. 
And  each  way  else  1  would  revenge  myself. 
Why,  who  cornea  here,  with  wCSIB  I  dare  not  fighH 
^Vho  fights  with  me,  and  doth  liot  die  the  death  1 
Not  one.     What  favour  shows  this  sturdy  stick  tn 

those,  that  here 
Within  these  wooils  are  combatitnts  with  me  1 
Why,  death,  and  nothing  elae  but  present  death. 
With  restleae  rage  I  wander  through  these  woods ; 
No  creature  here  but  feareth  Bremo's  force, 
THan,  woman,  child ;  beast  and  bird,  ^^"^ — .L,__^ 
VAnd  everything  that  doth  approach  my  sightp^ 
l^sJarc'^  to  f^^^j  if  Bremo  once  do  frown.      f 
Come,  cudgel,  come,  my  partner  in  my  spoils. 
For  here  I  see  this  day  it  will  not  be. 
But  when  it  falls,  that  I  encouut«r  any. 
One  [Nit  sufGoeth  for  to  work  my  will 
What,  comes  not  one  1     Then  let's  begone  ; 
A  time  will  serve,  when  we  shall  better  speed. 

[Exit. 

EtUer  ihe  KiNO,  Suxjasto,  the  Shepherd,  and  the 
Clown,  tekh  olhen. 

.     Kino.  Shepherd, 

TOiou  hast  heard  thine  accusers.     Murther 

Qs  laid  to  thy  charge  ;  what  canst  thou  say  t 

Thou  hast  desened  death. 
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MucEDORUS.   Dread   Bovermgn,   1  must  needs 
confess 
I  slew  this  captain  in  mine  own  deGaooe, 
Not  of  any  malice,  Isut  by  chance  ; 
But  mine  accuser  hatli  a  further  meaning. 

Segasto.  Words  will  Bot  here  prevail 
I  seek  for  justice,  and  justice  craves  his  death. 

KiNf.l.  Shepherd,  thine  own  confession  hath  con- 
demned thee. 
Sirrah,  take  him  away,  and  do  him  to  execution 
straight. 

Clown.  So  he  ehall,  I  warrant  him.  But  do 
you  hear,  Master  King,  he  is  kin  to  a  monkey ;  his 
neck  is  bigger  than  hu  hea<l. 

Segasto.  Sirrah,  away  with  him,  and  hang  him 
about  the  middle. 

Clown.  Yea,  forsooth,  I  warrant  you.  Come 
on,  air,  a  bo  like  a  sheep-biter  a  looks. 


Snfer  AUADINE,  and  a  hoy  with  a  bear't  Ittad. 

Amadine.    Dread  sovereign  and  weli-beloved 

sire. 
On  benden  knees  I  crave  the  life  of  this 
Condemn'd  shepherd,  which  heretofore  preserved 
The  life  of  thy  sometime  distressed  daughter. 
King.  Preserved  the  life  of  my  aometime  dis- 
tressed daughter? 
How  can  that  be  %    1  never  knew  the  time. 
Wherein  thou  wast  distress'd.     I  never  knew  the 

day 
Btit  that  I  have  maintained  tliy  estate, 
As  best  beseem'd  the  daughter  of  a  king  : 
I  never  saw  the  shepherd  until  now. 
How  comes  it  then,  that  he  preserv'd  thy  life ) 
Amadine.  Once   walking  with  Segasto  in  the 
woods, 
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Further  than  our  nccustoiu'd  mnniier  was, 
Right  before  us  down  a  steep-fall  hill. 
A  monatrous  u"ly  he.ar  did  hie  him  fast 
To  meet  us  botli— now  whether  this  be  true, 
I  refer  it  to  the  credit  of  Segasto. 

Skgasto.  Most  true,  an't  like  your  majeflty. 

King.  How  then  f 

AmASIKE.  The  bear,  being  eager  to  obtain  his 
Made  forward  to  us  with  an  open  mouth,       [prey, 
As  if  he  meant  to  swallow  us  both  at  once. 
The  sight  whereof  did  make  us  both  to  dread, 
But  specially  your  daugliter  Amadine, 
Who  for  1  saw  no  succour  incident, 
But  in  Segasto's  valour.  I  grew  desperate,j 
And  he  most  coward-like  began  to  fly. 
Left  me  distress'd  to  be  devoiir'd  of  him^ 
How  say  you,  Segasto  1  is  it  not  true  1 

Ki>"«.  His  sUence  verifies  it  to  be  true.  What 
theul 

Amadine.  Then  I  amaz'd,  distressed,  all  alone. 
Did  hie  me  fast  to  'scape  that  ugly  bear. 
But  all  in  v.iin  ;  for  why  he  readied  aftor  me, 
And  oft  I  liardly  did  >  escape  his  paw:^ 
Till  at  the  len^h  this  shepnerd  came, 
A  nit  brought  to  me  his  bead. 
Come  hither,  boy ;  lo,  here  it  is. 
Which  I  present  unto  your  majesty. 

King.  The  slaughter  of  this  hear  deserves  great 

Skgasto.  The  slaughtar  of  a  man  deeervea  great 

King.  Indeed  occasion  oftentimes  so  falls  out. 

Segasto.  Tremeb'o  in  the  wars,  0  King,  pre- 
sented thee. 

Amadine.  The  shepherd  in  the  woods,  0  King, 
preserved  me. 

'  [Old  copies,  hanllii  t  itiii  oft.] 
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Segasto.  Tremelio  fought,  when  mjiiiy  men  dii! 

yield. 
Amadine.  So  would  the  shepherd,  had  be  been 

in  field. 
Clown.  So  would  my  suuter,  had  iie  not  rtm 

ftway.  [A  aide,  t 

Seoasto.  Tremelio's  force  saved  thousands  from 

the  foe. 
Amauine.    The    Bliepherd's    force   hath  saved 

thousands  mo. 
Clown.  Ay,  shipsticks,  nothing  else.         [Agi-fe. 
Kino.  Segasto,  cease  to  accuse  the  shepherd  ; 
His  worthiness  deserves  a  recompeuse, 
All  we  are  Iwund  to  do  the  shepherd  good. 
Shepherd,  whereas 

■It  was  mjr  sentence  thou  should'st  die, 
,,  |So  shall  my  sentence  stand,  for  thbu  shalt  die. 

X^  Segasto.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 

^  King.  But  soft,  Segasto,  not  for  this  offence. 

Long  may'st  thou  live;    and  when    the   Sisters 

shall  decree 
To  cut  in  twain  tha  twisted  thread  of  life,.^       ,^ 
Then  let  him  die  r  for  tliis  1  set  him  free. 
And  for  thy  valonr  1  will  honour  thee. 
MuCEDORUS.  Thanks  to  your  majesty. 
Kino.  Come,  daughter,  let  us  now  depart 
To  honour  the  wortliy  valour  of  the  shepherd 
With  our  rewanls.  [Exeunt. 

!  Clown.  0  master,  hear  you  ;  you  have  made  a 
fresh  hand  now  ;  you  would  be  slow,  you.  Why, 
what  will  you  do  now  1  You  have  lost  me  a  good 
occupation  by  this  means.  Faith,  master,  now  I 
cannot  hang  the  shepherd.  I  pray  you,  let  me 
take  the  pains  to  hang  yon  :  it  is  but  half  an  hoor's 
exercise. 
'  Skgasto,  You  are  still  in  your  knavery ;  but, 
sith  I  cannot  have  his  life. 


\ 


J       Enttr  the  Messesgek  and  ihe  Clown. 

j]^_„^i»fv^  Messemgeu.  Atl  hail,  worthy  shepherd  ( 
^-/Ty'-^    Clown.  All  raiu,  lousy  shepherd  ! 

J'A^A?        Mucedohus.  Welcome,  my  friends,  from  whence 
come  you  1 
Messengkr.  The  King  and  Amailine  greet  thee 
-    well, 
Ainlaftergrecting3done,l)idsthoe  depart  the  court. 


Clown.  Shepherd,    take   law   legs ;    fly  away, 

shepherd. 
MucEDORUS,  Wliose  words  are  these  t    Come 

these  &om  Amadine  t 
Messe^jger,  Ay,  from  Amadine. 
Clown.  Ay,  from  Ainladine. 
MucEDORUa.  Ah  I  luckless  fortune,  worse  tlian 

Phaeton's  tale, 
My  former  bliss  is  now  become  my  liale.  j^-C       m 

Clown.  'WTiat,  wilt  thou  poison  thyself!  fty"^''^!   ^      '. 

MUCEOORUS.  My  former  heaven  is  uuw  become  /  ^ptt>>U(^ 

my  hell.  n^*^"/' 

Clown.  The  worst  alehouse 
Tliat  I  ever  came  in  in  ali  luy  lite. 

,    VOL.  VII.  I' 
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MncEDORUS.    Yet    great   dislike,  or    else    no 

banishment. 
Amadine.  Shepherd,  it  is  only  Segasto  that 

Procurps  thy  bajiishment. 

MuCEDORUS.    Unworthy   wights   are  most   in 

jealousy. 
Amaiune.  Would  God  they  would 

Free  thee  from  banishment,  or  likewise  banish 
me. 
MncEDOHUS.  Amansay  I,  to  hftve  your  company. 
Amadine.  Well,  shepherd,  sith  thou  Bufferest     ' 
This  for  my  sake. 
With  thee  in  exile  also  let  me  live, 
On  this  condition,  shephenl,  tliou  canst  love. 
MucEDOBUS.  No  longer  love,  no  longer  let  me 

live. 
Amadinb.  Of  late  I  loved  one  indeed,  now  love 
I  none  but  only  thee. 

MrCEDORUs.  Thanks,  worthy  princess  : 
I  bum  likewise,  yet  smother  up  the  blast, 
I  dftre  not  promise  what  I  may  perform. 

Amadink  Well,  shepherd,  hark  what  I  shall  say, 
I  will  return  unto  my  father's  court, 
There  ^  to  provide  rae  of  such  necessaries 
As  for  my  journey  I  shall  think  most  fit. 
^  This  being  done,  I  will  return  to  thee.     Do  thou 
'  Therefore  appoint  the  place,  where  we  may  meet. 
Mui.:eD0RU8.  Down  in  the  valley  where  1  slew 
the  bear ; 
And  there  doth  grow  a  fair  broad-branch&l  beech, 
That  overshadea  a  well  :  so  who  comes  first. 
Let  them  abide  tlie  happy  meeting  of 
Us  both.     How  like  you  this  t 
Amadine,  I  like  it  very  well. 
MucRDORUS.    Now,   if   you   please,  you   may 
appoint  the  time. 


■  [EdiL  1S9S,  T/ier^ort  to.     Eilit.  ISIO,  Tktrefor  to 


Ahadine.  Full  three  hours  hence,  God  willing, 

I  will  return. 
MucEDORUS.  The  thanks  that  Paris  gave  the 

Grecian  queen, 
The  like  doth  Mucedonia  yield. 

Amadine.    Then,  Mucedorus,   for  three  hours, 

farewell.  [£xil. 

MduedurUS.    Your  departure,  lady,  breeds   a 

privy  jjain.  [Ejcit. 


Segasto.  'Tis  well,  Segasto,  that  thou  hast  thy 
will. 
Should  such  a  shepherd,  such  a  simple  sw^n, 
As  he  eclipse  thy  credit,  famous  through 
The  court  1     No,  ply,  Segasto,  ply ; 
Let  it  not  in  Arragon  be  said, 
A  shepherd  hath  Segasto's  honour  won. 

Enter  MorSE,  (A«  Clown,  calling  hi»  mtuler. 

Clown.  What  ho  !  master,  will  you  come  away  1 
Segasto.   Will  you  come  hither,  I  pray  you, 
what's  the  matter  1 
'  Clown.  Why,  is  it  not  past  eleven  o'clock ) 
Segasto.  How  then,  sir  1 
Clown.  I  pray  you,  come  away  to  dinner. 
Segasto.  I  pray  yon,  come  hither. 
Clown.    Here's  such  a-do  with  yoi 


lel 


will  you 
■s  of  the 


Segasto.   I  pray  you,  sir,  what 

message  I  sent  you  about ) 
Clown.   I  tell  you,  all  the  messes  be  on  the 
table  already — 
(There  wants  not  so  much  as  a  mesa  of  mustard) 
half  an  hour  ago. 
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Segasto.  Come,  sir,  your  mind  is  all  upon  your 
beUy. 
You  have  forgotten  wliat  I  did  bid  you  do. 
Clown.  Faith,  I  know  nothing,  but  you  bad 

me  go  to  breakfast. 
Segasto.  Was  that  all  t 
Clown.    Faith,  I  have  forgotten  it,  the  very 

Bcent  of  the  meat  made  me  forget  >  it  quite. 
Seoasto.  You  have  foigotten  the  errand  I  bid 

you  do ) 
Clown.  Wliat  arrant }  an  arrant  knave  or  an 
arrant  whore  1 
^         Segasto.  Why,  thou  knave,  did  I  not  bid  thee 
^  banish  the  shepherd  1 

V      Clown.  0,  the  shepherd's  bastard  'I 
"^      Segasto.    I  tell  thee,  the  eliepherd's  banisli- 
''j  ment. 

t  ^  Clown.  I  tell  you,  the  shei»herd'8  bastard  shall 
^  be  well  kept ;  I'll  look  to  it  myself.  But  I  pray 
^     you,  come  away  to  dinner. 

Segasto.   Then   you  will  not  tell  me  whetlier 

you  have  banished  him,  or  uo ) 
Clown.  Why,  I  cannot  say  banishment,  and  you 

would  give  me  a  thousand  pounds  to  say  so. 
Seoasto.  Why,  you  whoreaon  slave,  have  you 
forgotten  that  I  scot  you  aud  another  to  drive  away 
the  shepherd. 

Clown.    What  an  ass  are   you  ;    here's  a  stir 
indeed,  hero's  message,  arrant,  banishment,  and  I 
cannot  t«ll  what. 
Seoasto.  I  pray  you,  sir,  Nliall  I  know  whether 

you  have  drove  him  away. 
Clown.  Faith,  I  think  I  have;  and  you  will 

not  believe  me,  ask  my  staff. 
Segasto.  Why,  can  thy  staff  toll  T 
Clown.  Why,  he  was  with  me  too. 

I  [EdiL  159S  ind  1810,  halhjdrgel.] 
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Seoasto.  Then  happy  I,  that  have  obtaiu'd  m; 

will 
Clown.   And  happier  I,  if  you  would  go  to 

Segasto.  Como,  sirrah,  follow  me. 

CU)WK.  1  warrant  you,  I  will  not  lose  an  inch 

of  you  now  you  are  going  to  dinner,  I  promise  you, 

I  bought  [it]  aeveu  year,  before  I  could  get  him 

away.     [J^w^e.]  [ExeaiU. 

Enter  Amadhje  sola. 

Amadine.  God  grant  my  long  delay  procures 

Nor  this  my  tarrying  frustrate  my  pretencft. 

My  MucedoruB  surely  stays  for  me. 

And  tliinks  me  over  long.     At  luugth  I  come, 

My  present  promise  to  perfunn. 

Ah,  what  a  thing  ia  firm,  unfeigned  love  ! 

AVhat  is  it  which  true  love  dacee  not  attempt  t 

My  father  he  may  make,  but  I  must  match  ; 

Segasto  loves ;  but  Amadine  must  like, 

Where  likes  her  best ;  compulsion  is  a  thralL 

No,  no,  the  hearty  choice  is  all  in  all, 

Tb«t  shepherd's  virtue  Amadiue  esteania. 

But  what,  methinks  my  shu[iherd  in  not  oomej 

I  muse  at  tluit,  the  hour  is  sure  at  hand. 

Well,  here  I'll  rest,  till  Mucedorus  come. 

[Sht  nits  hir  dowi. 

Eater  Bremo,  looHim  about;  ftaslily  [h<]  ttihth 
fio/d  nf  her. 

BitEMo.   A  happy  prey  !  now,  Bremo,  feed  on 

flesh  : 
Dainties,  Bremo,  dainties,  thy  hungry  paunch  to 

fill: 
Now  glut  thy  grredy  guts  with  lukewarm  blood. 
Come,  fight  with  me  ;  I  long  to  gee  thee  dead. 
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AMAntNE.    How  can   she  fight,  that  weapons 

cannot  wield  I 
Bremo.  What,  canst  not  fight  t     Tlien  lie  thou 

down  and  dia 
AuADiXE.  "What,  must  I  die  1 
Breho.  \Vhat  needM  these  words  1    I  thirst  to 

suck  tliy  blood. 
Amadine.  Yet  pity  tne,  and  let  me  live  awhile, 
Bkemo.  No  pity  1 ;  I'll  feed  upon  thy  flesh, 
I'll  tear  thy  body  piecemeal  joint  from  joint. 

AHAltlNE.    Ah,    how    I   want   my  shepherd's 

company ! 
Bremo.  I'll  crush  thy  bones  betwixt  two  oaken 

trees, 

1,  or  else  thou 

Bremo.  I'll  suck  the  sweetness  from  thy  marrow 

bones. 
AiUDiNE.  All,   spare,  ah,  spare   to  shed   my 

guiltless  blood  I 
Bresio.  With  this  my  bat  will  I  beat  out 
Thy  brains.     Down,  down,  I  say  r 
Prostrate  thyself  upon  the  ground. 

AUADtNE.  Then,  Mucedorus,  farewell,  my  hoped 
joys,  farewell ! 
Yea,  farewell  life,  and  welcome  present  death. 

\6'li£  kittela. 
To  thee,  0  God,  I  yield  my  dying  ghost 

Bremo.  Now,  Bremo,  play  thy  part 
How  now,  what  sudden  chance  is  this  1 
My  limbs  do  tremble,  and  my  sinews  shake ; 
My  unweak'ned  arms  have  lost  their  former  force. 
Ah,  Bremo,  Bremo  !  what  a  foil  hast  thou. 
That  yet  at  no  time  ever  wast  afraid 
To  daie  the  greatest  gods  to  fight  with  thee, 

[He  itritet. 
And  now  want  strength  for  one  down-driving 

blow) 
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Ah,    how    ray    courage    fails,   wheu     1    should 

strike  ! 
Some  new-come  spirit  abiding  in  my  breast, 
Say'th,  Spatv  her,  Bremu;  ipare  her,  do  not  kill. 
Shalt  I '  spare  her,  which  uever  spared  any  1 
To  it,  Bretuo,  to  it;  essay*  again. 
I  cannot  wield  my  weapons  in  my  liand ; 
Methinke  I  shouht  not  strike  so  fair  a  one, 
I  think  her  beauty  hath  bewitch'd  my  force, 
Or  else  within  me  altered  nature's  course. 
Ay,  woman,  wilt  thou  live  iu  woods  with  me  ! 

AuADiNB.  Fain  would  I  live,  yet  loth  to  live  in 
woods. 

Bbbmo.  Thou  shalt  not  choose  ;  it  shall  be  as  I 

[^Extant. 

Eiittr  MUCEDORUS  soItih. 

MucEDORlis.  It  was  my  will  an  hour  ago  and 

As  was  my  promise,  for  to  make  return ; 
fiut  other  business  hind'red  my  pretence. 
It  is  a  world  to  see,  when  man  appoints, 
And  purposely  one  certain  thing  decrees. 
How  many  things  may  hinder  his  intent. 
What  one  would  wish,  the  same  is  farthest  off. 
But  yet  th'appointed  time  cannot  be  past. 
Nor  hath  her  presence  yet  preventeil '  me. 
Well,  here  I'll  stay,  and  expect  the  coming. 

[Tlity  ery  vrilhin,  HM  Aim,  ttay  him,  hold/ 
MucEDORUs.  Some  one  or  other  is  pursued,  no 
doubt : 


'  [EdiU.  transpoBe   the   two  cominencing  yeotit  of  thU 
lln«,  ftnd  tiio  Grat  word  of  the  preceding  one.] 
•[EdiM.,  wji.] 
*  [Anticipated.    Old  copies  resd  im  for  me.] 
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Perlwpa  some  search  for  me  ;  'tis  good 

To  doubt  the  worst,  therefore  I  will  be  gone. 

[£xU. 

Cry  within,  Uold  him,  hold  him/    Eater  Mouse, 
l/if.  Cliiieii,  with  a  pot. 

Clown.  Hold  him,  hold  him,  hold  him  I  here's 
a  stir  iodeed.  Here  came  hue  at't«r  the  crier,  and 
I  was  set  close  at  mother  Nip's  house,  and  there  I 
call'd  for  three  pots  of  ale,  as  'Us  the  manner  of  ne 
courtiers.  Now,  sirrah,  I  had  taken  the  maiden- 
head of  two  of  them — now,  as  I  was  lifting  up  the 
third  to  my  month,  there  came,  Hold  him,  hold 
him  I  Now  I  could  not  t«!l  whom  to  citcli  hold  on ; 
but  I  am  sure  I  caught  one,  perchance  a  may  be 
in  this  pot.  Well,  I'll  see.  Mass,  I  uannot  see 
him  yet ;  well,  I'll  look  a  little  further.  Mass,  he 
is  a  little  slave,  if  a  be  here  ;  why  here's  nobody. 
All  this  goes  well  yet;  but  if  the  old  trot  should 
come  for  her  pot  1 — ay,  marry,  there's  the  matter. 
But  I  care  not ;  I'll  face  her  out,  and  call  her  old 
rusty,  dusty,  musty,  fusty,  crusty  firebrand,  and 
worse  than  stl  that,  and  so  face  her  out  of  her  pot. 
But  soft  I  here  she  comes. 

EiUa-  the  Old  Woman. 

Old  Woman.   Come  on,  you  knave;    where's 

my  pot,  you  knave  1 
Clown.  Go,  look  your  pot ;  come  not  to  me  for 

yourpot,  'twere  good  for  you. 
Old  Woman.    Thou   licst,  thou  knave ;    thou 

hast  my  pot. 
Clown,  You  lie,  and  you  say  it.     I,  your  pot  1 

I  know  what  I'll  say. 
Old  Woman.  Why,  what  wilt  thou  say  1 
Clown.  But  say  1  have  him,  and  thou  dar'st. 
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Old  Woman.  Why,  thou  knave,  tliou  haat  not 

only  my  pot,  but  my  drink  impaiil  tor. 
Clown.  You  lie  like  an  olJ— I  will  not  say 

whore, 
Old  Woman.   Dost  tboa  call  me  whore  t    I'll 

cap  thee  for  my  put. 
Clown.  Cap  me,  and  thou  dareet ;  search  me, 
whether  I  have  it  or  no. 
[She  Kordieth  him,  and  he  driuhetk  over  '(«■ 
head,  and  eatti  down  the  jmt.   S/ie  atumltrlh 
at  it,  tlien  Ikeff  fall  tofftllier  hy  tlu  earn  ; 
the  takes  her  pot  and  goes  out. 

Enter  Seoasto. 

Segasto.  How  now,  sirrah,  what's  the  matter  1 

Clown.  O,  fliee,  maater,  Hies. 

Segasto.  Flies  J  where  are  tlioy  7 

Clown.  O,  here,  master,  nil  about  your  face. 

6EOA8TO.  Why,   thou  liest;    I  think  thou  art 

mad. 
Clown.  Why,  master,  I  have  kill'd  a  dungcart- 

ful  at  the  least. 
Segasto.  Go  to,  sirrah.     Leaving  this  idle  talk, 

give  ear  to  me. 
Clown.  How,  give  you  one  of  my  earsl  not, 

and  you  were  ten  masters. 
Srgasto.  Why,  sir,  I  bad  you  give  ear  to  my 

words. 
Clown.  I  tell  you,  I  will  not  be  made  a  curtal 

for  no  man's  pleasure. 
Seoasto,  I  tell  thee,  attend  what  I  say.     Go 

thy  ways  straight,  and  rear  the  whole  town. 
Clown.  How,  rear  the  town  t  even  go  yonrself ; 
it  is  more  than  I  can  do.  Why,  do  you  think  I 
can  rear  n  town,  that  can  scarce  rear  a  pot  of  ale 
to  my  head  t  I  should  rear  a  town,  should  I 
notl 
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Segasto.  Go  to  the  constable,  and  make  a  privy 
searcb ;  for  the  shepherd  is  run  away  with  the 
King's  daughter. 

Clown.  How  T  ia  the  shepherd  run  away  with 
the  King's  daughter,  or  is  the  King's  daughter  run 
away  with  the  shepherd  1 

Segasto.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  they  ore  both  gone 
together. 

Clown.  What  a  fool  she  is  to  run  away  with 
the  shepherd  !  ^V^ly,  I  tliink  I  am  a  little  hand- 
somer man  than  the  shepherd  myself;  but  tell 
me,  master,  must  I  make  a  privy  search,  or  search 
in  the  privy  1 

Segasto.  Why,  doat  thou  think  they  will  be 
there? 

Clown.  I  cannot  telL 

Segasto.  Well,  then,  search  everywhere ;  leave 
no  place  unsearched  for  them.  [KxU. 

Clown.  0,  now  am  I  in  office,  now  will  I  to 
that  old  firebrand's  house,  and  will  not  leave  one 
place  unsearched.  Nay,  I'll  to  her  ale-stand,  and 
drink  as  long  as  I  can  stand ;  and  when  I  have 
done,  I'll  let  out  all  the  rest,  to  see  if  he  be  not  hid 
in  the  barrel  And  I  iind  him  not  there,  I'll  to 
the  cupboard.  I'll  not  leave  one  corner  of  her 
house  unsearched,  I'  faith,  ye  old  crust,  I  will  be 
with  you  now.  [£!xit. 

[Sound  musie.] 

EntfT  the  KiNG  OF  Valentia,  Anselmo, 
EODERIGO,   Lord  Borachius,  vnth    othen. 

King  of  Valentia.  Enough  of  music ;   it  but 
adds  to  torment. 
Delights  to  vexed  spirits  are  as  dates 
Set  to  a  sickly  man,  which  rather  cloy  than  comfoi't : 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  entreat  no  more. 
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RoDERioo.  Let  yon  strings  sleep;  hjive  done 
there.  [irt  tlie  music  crate. 

King  of  Valentia.  Mirth  to  a,  soul  disturb'd 
is '  embers  turn'd, 
Which  sudden  gleam  witli  molestation, 
But  sooner  lose  their  sight  for  it 
'Tia  gold  bestow'd  upon  a  rioter. 
Which  not  reheves,but  murders  him: 
'Tis  a  drug  given  to  the  healthful, 
Whiuh  infects,  not  curea. 
How  can  a  father,  that  hath  lost  lus  son  : 
A  prince  both  wise,  virtuous,  and  valiant, 
Talte  pleasure  in  the  idle  acts  of  time  t 
No,  no  ;  till  Mucedorus  I  shall  see  again. 
All  joy  is  comfortless,  all  pleasure  i)ain. 

Ansbluo,  Your  son,  my  lord,  is  well. 

Kino   of  Valentia.    I    prythoe,  speak    that 
thric-e, 

Anselmo.  Tlie  prince,  your  son,  is  safe. 

Kino  of  Valentia.  0,  where,  Anselmo  1    sur- 
feit me  with  that. 

Anselmo.  In  Airagon,  my  liege ;  and   at  hia 

[He]  bound  my  secrecy  by  his  affection's  love, 

Not  to  disclose  it. 

But  care  of  him,  and  pity  of  your  age. 

Makes  my  tongue  blab  what  my  breast  vow'd — 

Concealment 

King  of  Valentia.  Thou  not  deceiv'st  me  1   I 
ever  thought  thee 
What  I  find  thee  now,  an  upright,  loyal  man. 
But  what  desire  or  young-fed  humour,  nurs'd 
Within  the  brain,  drew  him  so  privately 
To  Arragon  ? 

Amseluo.  A  forcing  adamant : 
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Love,  mix'd  with  fear  and  doubtful  jealousy  : 
Whether  report  gilded  a  worthless  trunk, 
Or  Amadine  deserved  her  high  extolment. 
King  of  Valentia.  See  our  provision  be  in 
readinese, 
Collect  us  followers  of  the  comeliest  hue. 
For  our  chief  guardians ;  we  will  thither  weud. 
The  crystal  eyes  of  heaven  shall  not  thriee  wink, 
Kor  the  green  flood  six  times  his  shoulders  turn, 
TQl  we  salute  the  Arragonian  king. 
Music,  apeak  loudly ;  now  the  season's  apt. 
For  former  dolors  are  in  pleasure  WTapt, 

[Exeunt  omnrs.] 


Enter  Mdcedorus,  to  duguUe  hinurlf. 

MocKDORUS.    Now,   Mucedorus,   whither  wilt 
thou  so  1 
Home  to  tny  father  to  thy  native  soil, 
Or  try  some  long  abode  within  these  woods  I 
Well,  I  will  hence  depart,  and  hie  me  home. 
What,  hie  me  home,  said  1 1  that  may  not  be ; 
In  Amadine  rests  my  felicity. 
Then,  Mucedorus,  do  aa  thou  didst  decree  ; 
Attire  thee  hermit-like  within  these  groves ; 
Walk  often  to  the  beech,  and  view  the  well ; 
Make  settles  there,  and  seat  thyself  thereon ; 
And  when  thou  feelest  thyself  to  be  athirst. 
Then  drink  a  hearty  draught  to  Amadine. 
No  doubt,  she  thinks  on  Uiee,  and  will  one  day 
Come  pledge  thee  at  this  welL 
Come,  habit,  thou  art  fit  for  me. 


No  shepherd  now  :  a  hermit  I  must 
Methinks  this  fits  me  very  welL 
Now  must  I  learn  to  be.ir  a  walking- 
And  exercise  some  gravity  withal. 


SHe  diKjuiaeth  himself, 
a       '• 


I 


srucEDoni'8. 


Entrt-  ike  Clown. 

Clown.  Here's  through  the  woods  and  through 
the  woods,  to  look  out  a  shepherd  ami  stray  king's 
daughter.  But  soft !  who  have  we  here  t  what  art 
thou  1 


MucEDORUS.  I  am  an  hermit. 
CU)WN.  An  emmet  )* 


_^^  •  saw  such  a  big 

Q  all  my  lile  before. 

MucEDORUS.  I  tell  you,  sir,  I  am  an  hermit : 
one  that  leads  a  solitary  life  within  these  woods. 

Clown.  0,  I  know  thee  now,  thou  art  he '  that 
eats  up  all  the  hips  and  haws  ;  we  could  not  hare 
one  piece  of  fat  bacon  for  thee  all  this  year. 

MucEDORUii  Thou  dost  mistake  me ;  but  I 
pray  thee,  tell  me  what  dost  thou  seek  in  these 
woods  1 

Cluwn.  Wliat  do  I  seek  1  for  a  stray  king's 
daughter  run  away  with  a  shepherd. 

MUCEDOKUS.  A  stray  king's  daughter  run  away 
with  a  shepherd. 
Wherefore  I  canst  thou  tell  1 

Clown.  Yes,  that  I  can ;  'tis  this.  My 
master  and  Araa<line  walking  one  day  abroad, 
nearer  to  these  woods  than  they  were  used  (about 
what  I  cannot  tell) ;  but  toward  them  comes  run- 
ning a  great  bear,  Now  my  master  he  played  the 
man,  and  ran  away ;  and  Aiiiadine,  ciying  after 
him: — now,  sir,  comes  me  a  shepherd,  and  he 
strikes  off  the  )>ear's  head.  Now,  whetjier  the 
bear  were  dead  before  or  no,  I  cannot  tell ;  for 
bring  twenty  bears  before  me,  and  bind  their 
hand^  and  feet,  and  I'll  kill  them  all.  Now,  ever 
since,  Amiuline  hatli  been  in  love  with  the  shep- 
herd ;  and  for  goodwill  she's  even  run  away  with 
the  shepherd. 
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MuCEDORUa.  AVhat  inaniiec  of  man  was  a  f 
canst  describe  him  unto  me  1 

Clown.  Scrihe  him?  ay,  I  warrant  you,  that  I 
can.  A  was  a  little,  low,  brood,  tall,  narrow,  big, 
well-favoured  fellow  :  a  jerkin  of  white  cloth,  and 
buttons  of  the  same  cloth. 

MucEDORUs.  Thou  deacribest  him  well ;  but  if 
I  chance  to  aee  any  such,  pray  you,  where  ehall  I 
find  you,  or  what's  your  name  1 

Clown.  My  name  is  called  Mashir  Mouse. 

MuOEDORUS.  O  Master  Mouse,  I  prayyoii,  what 
office  might  you  bear  in  the  court  1 

Clowx.  Marry,  sir,  I  am  a  rusher  of  the  stable. 

MUCBDORUS.  0,  usher  of  the  table. 

Clown.  Nay,  I  say  rusher,  and  111  prove  my 
office  good.  For  look,  sir,  when  any  comes  from 
under  the  sea  or  so,  and  a  dog  chance  to  blow  his 
nose  backward,  then  with  a  whip  I  give  him  the 

food  time  of  the  day,  and  straw  rushes  presently, 
'herefore  I  am  a  rusher :  a  high  office,  I  promise  ye. 
MucEDORUS.  But  where  shall  I  find  you  in  the 
court  1 

Clown.  Why,  where  it  is  best  being,  either  in 
the  kitchen  a  eating,  or  in  the  buttery  drinlting. 
But  if  you  come,  I  will  provide  for  thee  a  piece  of 
beef  and  brewis  knucklenleep  in  fat.  Pray  you, 
take  pains ;  remember  Master  Mouse.  [kxti. 

MucEDORUS.  Ay,  sir,  I  warrant  I  will  not  for- 
get you. 
Ah,  Amadiue  !  what  should  become  of  thee  t 
Whither  shouldst  thou  go  so  long  unknown  ) 
With  watch  and  ward  each  passage  is  beset. 
Doubtless    she    hath    lost    herself   within   tliese 

woods. 
And  wand'ring  to  and  fro  she  seeks  the  well. 
Which  yet  she  cannot  find  ; 
Therefore  will  I  seek  her  out.  [AVt(. 
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Eater  Bremo  awl  AuADiNE. 

Bremo.  AmmJine ! 
How  like  you  Bremo  and  hiB  wooda  1 

Amadine.  As  like  the  woods  of  Bremo's  cruelty. 
Though  I  were  dumb,  aud  could  uot  answer  him, 
The  fieasta  themaelvea  would  with  relenting  tears 
Bewail  thy  savage  and  unhuman  dee<ls. 

Bremo.  My  love,  why  doat  thou   murmur  to 
tbyaelfl 
Speak  louder,  for  thy  Bremo  hears  thee  not. 

AiiADiNB.  My  Bremo?  no,  the  shepherd  is  my 
love. 

Bremo.  Have  I  not  saved  thee  from  sudden 
death, 
Giving  thee  leave  to  live,  that  thou  niight'st  love  % 
And  dost  thou  whet  me  on  to  cruelty  ) 
Come,  kiss  me  (sweet)  for  all  my  favours  past. 

Amacin'E.  I  may  not,  Bremo,   aiid  therefore 
pardon  me. 

Bkeuo.  See  how  she  flings  away  from  me  ; 
I  will  follow  aud  give  a  rend'  to  her.  [AiiiU. 

Deny  my  love  ;  ah,  worm  of  beauty  ! 
I  will  chastise  thee  ;  come,  come, 
Prepare  thy  head  upon  tlie  block. 

Auadine.  0,   spare  me,   Bremo !  love  should 
limit  life, 
Not  to  be  made  a  murderer  of  himself. 
If  thou  wilt  glut  thy  loving  heart  with  blood. 
Encounter  with  the  lion  or  the  bear, 
And  {like  a  wolf)  prejjiot^upML.aJsmh._ 

Bremo.  Why,  then,  iTost  thou  repine  at  me  I 
If  thou  wilt  love  me,  thou  shalt_be  my.  queen .j 
I  will  crown  thee  with  a  complet  maile  of  ivoiy, 
And  make  the  rose  and  lily  wait  on  tliee. 
I'll  rend  the  burly  branches  from  the  oak,* 

■[Kdit-lfllO,  ua.] 


To  shadow  thee  from  burning  sun  : 

The  trees  shall  spread  themselves  where  thou  dost 

go; 
And  as  they  siireail,  I'll  tnwe  along  with  thee, 

Amadine.  You  may  ;  for  who  but  you  1  [Askie. 

Bbeuo.  Thou  shalt  be  fed  with  quails  and 
partrid^s, 
With  blackbirds,  larks,  thnishes,  and  nighttngalea. 
Thy  drink  shall  be  goats'  milk  and  cryBtal  water, 
Distill'd  irom  the  fouutains  and  the  clearest  springs. 
And  all  the  dainties  that  the  woods  afford 
I'll  freely  give  thee  to  obtain  tliy  love. 

Amadine.  You  may ;  for  who  but  you )  [Atiile, 

Bremo.  Tlie  day  I'll  spend  to  recreate  my  love,    ' 
With  all  the  pleasures  that  I  can  devise, 
And  in  the  night  I'll  be  thy  bed-fellow. 
And  lovingly  embrace  thee  in  mine  arms. 

AMADifja  One  may  ;  so  may  not  you.     [AnJt. 

Breho.  The  satyrs  and  the  wood-nymphs  shall 
attend 
On  thee,  and  lull  thee  asleep  with  music's  sound, 
And  in  the  morning,  when  thou  dost  awake, 
The  lark  shall  sing  good  morrow  to  my  queen, 
And  whilst  he  sings,  I'll  kiss  my  Amadine. 

Amadine.  You  may;  for  who  but  you  1  [AniU. 

Bremu.    When   thou   art  up,   the  wood-lanes 
shall  be  strawed 
With  violets,  cowslips,  and  sweet  marigolds. 
For  thee  to  trample  and  to  trace  ujion  ; 
And  I  will  teach  thee  how  to  kill  the  deer. 
To  chase  the  hart,  and  how  to  rouse  the  roe, 
If  thou  wilt  live  to  love  and  honour  me. 

Amadine.  You  may ;  for  who  but  you  ? 
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Bremo.  Welcome,  t 
such  a  guest 


r  ago  I  look'd  for 
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Be  merry,  wench,  we'll  hftve  a  frolic  feast, 
Here's  tlesh  enough  for  to  Eutfice  us  both. 
Say,  sirrah,  wilt  thou  fij^ht,  or  dost  thou  yiekl  to 
diel 
MucEDORtjs.    I   want  a  weapon;   how  can  I 

fight  1 
Bremo.    TJiou  want'at  a  weapon  ?  why,  then 

thou  yield'st  to  die. 
MucEiMRUa.  I  say  not  so ;  I  do  not  yield  to 

die. 
Bremo.  Thou  shalt  not  choose;  I  long  to  see 

thee  dead. 
Ajuadine.  Yet  spare  hint,  Bremo,  spare  him. 
Breho.  Away,  I  say,  I  will  not  epare  him. 
MttCBDORUS.  Yet  give  me  leave  to  epeak. 
BsEMO.  Thou  shalt  not  speak. 
Ahadine.  Yet  give  him  leave  to  speak  for  my 

sake. 
BR£Ua  Speak  on  ;  but  be  not  over-long. 
MuCEDORUs.  In  time  of  yore,  when  men  (like 
brutish  beasts) 
Did  lead  their  lives  in  loathsome  cells  and  woods. 
And  wholly  gave  tliemselves  to  witless  will 
(A  rude,  unruly  rout),  then  man  to  man  became 
A  present  prey  ;  then  might  prevailed  : 
The  weakest  went  to  wall, 
Right  was  unknown  ;  for  wrong  was  all  in  all. 
As  men  thus  Uved  in  ttus  •  great  outrage. 
Behold,  one  Orpheus  came  (as  poets  tell), 
And  them  from  rudeness  unto  reason  brought : 
Who  led  by  reason,  some  forsook  the  woods ; 
Instead  of  caves,  they  built  them  castles  strong ; 
Cities  and  towns  were  founded  by  them  then. 
Glad  were  they,  [that]  they  found  such  ease, 
And  in  the  end  ihey  grew  to  perfect  amity. 
Weighing  their  former  wickedness. 


>  LOId  ci>,ies.  hU 
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They  term'd  the  time,  wherein  they  lived  then 
A  golden  age,  a  goodly  golden  age. 
Now,  Bremo,  for  so  I  hear  thee  called. 
If  men  which  lived  tofore,  as  lliou  dost  now, 
Wildly '  in  wood,  addicted  all  to  8]>oil, 
Betumed  were  by  worthy  Orpheus'  means, 
Let  me  (like  Orpheus)  cause  thee  to  return 
From  murder,  Itloodshed,  and  like  yrnelly. 
What,  should  we  fisht  before  we  have  a  cause  1 
No,  let  UH  live  and  love  together  faithfully — 
I'll  fight  for  thee 

Bremo.  Fight  for  me  or  die  I     Or  fight,  or  else 
thou  diest  t 

Amadine.   Hold,  Bremo,  hold  ! 

Bremo.  Away,  I  say  ;  thou  troublest  me. 

Ahacine.  You  promised  me  to  make  me  your 
queen. 

Bremo.  I  diil ;  I  mean  no  less. 

Amadink.  You  promised  that  I  should  liave  my 
will. 

Bremo.  I  did  ;  I  mean  no  less. 

Auabine.  Then  save  this  hermit's  hfe ;  for  he 
may  save  us  both. 

Bremo.  At  tliy  request  I'll  siiare  him, 
But  never  any  after  him.  Say,  hermit, 
What  canst  thou  do  I 

McCEDORUS.  Ill  wait  on  thee ;  sometime  upon 
thy  queen. 
Such  service  shalt  thou   shortly  have  as  Bremo 
never  had.  [Sxruut. 

EiUtr  Segasto,  (he  Clown,  ami  Ruhbelo. 

Sboasto.  Come,  sirs ;  wliat,  shall  I  never  have 
you 
Find  out  Amadine  and  the  shepherd. 


1  [Edil.  1G&S,  Wttg:  edit.  1610,  WUc} 
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Clown.  And  I  have  been  through  the  woods, 

and  through  the  woods, 
And  could  see  nothing  but  au  emmet. 

KuMEJU.0.  Whj-,  1  see  a  thousand  emmets ;  thou 

meanest  a  liltlu  one } 
Clown.  Nay,  that  emmet  that  I  saw  was  bigger 

than  thou  art. 
RUMBELO.  Bigger  than  1 1  what  a  fool  have  you 

to  your  man  1 
I  pray  you,  master,  turn  him  away. 

Skgasto.  But  dost  thou  hear,  wad  he   not  a 

Clown.  I  think  he  was,  for  he  said  he  did  lead 

a  salt-seller'sjife  about  the  wooils, 
SEGASTDr"TEou~w'oulde3t  say,  a  solitary  life 

Kbout  the  woods  1  ~  ' 

Clown,  I  think  it  was  so  indeetl, 
RUUBKLO.  I  thought  what  a  fool  thou  art. 
Clown.  Thou  art  a  wise  man ;  why,  he  did 

nothing  but  sleep  since  he  went. 
Segasto.    But   teil    me.    Mouse,    how   did    he 

go! 
Clown.  In  a  white  gown,  and  a  white  hat  on 

hie  bead,  and  a  staff  io  his  hand. 
Segasto.  I  tliought  so ;  it  was  a  hermit  that 
walked  a  solitary  life  in  the  woods.    Well,  get  you 
to  dinner  ;  and  aftnr  never  leave  seeking,  till  you 
bring  some  news  of  them,  or  1*11  bang  you  Iwth. 

[fJxit. 
Clown.  How  now,  Rumbelo,  what  shall  we  do 

nowl 
RCHBELO.  Faitli,  I'll  home  to  dinner,  and  after- 
ward to  sleep. 
Clown.  Why,  then  thou  wilt  be  hanged, 
RuMBELu.  Faith,  I  care  not ;  for  I  know  I  shall 
never  find  them.    Well,  I'll  once  more  abroad,  and 
if  I  cannot  find  them,  I'll  never  come  home  again. 
CluWN.  1  tell  ihee  what,  Kiitnbelo  ;  thou  ahalt 
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If  I  could  t«ach  Ler  handle  weapons  well. 
My  answer  was,  I  had  small  skill  therein, 
But  glad,  most  mighty  king,  to  learn  of  thee. 
And  this  was  all. 

£u£MO.  Was't  so ! 
Kane  can  dislike  of  this.     I'll  te-scb 
You  both  to  fight.      But  first,  my  queen,  begin  : 
Here,  take  thia  weapon  ;  sep  how  tbou  canst  use  it. 

AUADiNK.  Tbis  is  too  big  ; 
I  cannot  wield  it  in  my  arm. 

Bremo.    lat  BO,   we'll  have  a  knotty  crabtree 
stafi*  for  thee  ; 
But,  sirrah,  tell  me,  wbat  say'st  tbou  1 

MucEBORUs.  With  all  my  heart  I  willing  am  to 

learn. 
Bremo.  Then  take  my  staff,  and  see  how  thou 

canst  wield  it. 
MUCED(»RCS.  First  teacb  me  bow  to  hold  it  in 

my  hand. 
Bbemo.   Thou  hold'st  it  well.    [To  AmaJiw:.] 
Look  bow  he  doth ; 
Thou  mayest  the  si>oner  lenrn. 
MucEDORCft.  Next  tell  me  how  and  when  'tis 

best  to  strike. 
Brehd.  'Tia  best  to  strike  when  time  doth  serve, 
'Tis  best  to  lose  no  time, 

MuCEliORUS.  Then  now  or  never  is  my  time  to 

Bremo.  And  when  tbou  atrikest, !«  sure  to  hit 
the  bead. 

MccEDORUS.  Tbe  hea<l ! 

Bremo.  The  very  head. 

Mdcedorus.  Then  bare  at  thine. 
So  lie  there  and  die  ;       [Me  ttrikt$  Aim  iIuich  dead. 
A  death,  no  doubt,  according  to  desert, 
Or  elae  a  worse,  as  thou  deaervest  a  worse. 

AUADIKE.  It  glads  my  heart  this  tyrant's  death 
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MucEDORlTS.  Now,  kdy,  it  rem&ins  in  you 
To  end  the  tale  you  l&tely  had  begun, 
Being  interrupted  by  thia  wicked  wight — 
You  said  you  loved  a  shepherd  1 

Ahadin'K.  Ay,  so  I  do,  and  none  but  only  him  ; 
And  will  do  still,  as  long  as  life  shall  lost. 

MUCEDORUS.  But  tell  me,  lady,  eith  I  set  you 
free, 
What  course  of  life  do  you  intend  to  taket 

AuADtNE.   I  will  (disguised)  wander  through 
the  world 
Till  I  have  found  him  out. 

MUCEDOUCS,  How,  if  you  find  your  shepherd  in 
these  woods  I 

AMadink  All ;  none  80  happy  then  as  Amadine.' 

MocEDORUS.  In  tract  of  time  a  man  may  alter 
much  ; 
Say,  lady,  do  you  know  your  shepherd  well  1 

[Ht  diieoi-ern  himtelf. 

AUABINB.  My  Muccdonis,  hath  he  set  me  tree  1 

MUCEDORUM.  He  hath  set  thee  free. 

Amadine.  And  lived  so  long 
Unknown  to  Amadine  1 

MucBDORUS.  Ay,  that's  a  question 
Whereof  you  may  not  be  resolved. 
You  know  that  I  am  banish'd  from  the  court-, 
I  know  likewise  eacli  passage  is  beset, 
So  that  we  cannot  long  escape  unknown. 
Therefore  my  will  is  this,  that  we  return. 
Right  through  the  thickets,  to  the  wild  man's  cave, 
And  there  a  while  live  on  liiB  provision. 
Until  the  search  and  narrow  watch  be  past : 
Thia  is  my  counsel,  and  I  think  it  best 


'  [In  the  old  copicK  tlm^  ii  here  a  direction,  lit  dii^Ufth 
kUuelf,  which  nppenrB  wrong,  w  Mui^edorus  is  ilreiidy  dis- 
gniied,  and  what  he  next  doci  ib,  in  fact,  lo  diwonr 
Upueltj 
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Clown.  Master,  with  a  noun}',  nonny,  no.' 
Sbgasto.  Ah,  wicked  villain  I  art  thou  here  t 
MuCEDORUa.     What  needs  these    words  1    we 

weigh  ibem  not. 
Segasto.  We  weigh  them  not !  proud  shepherd, 

I  scorn  thy  company. 
Clown.  We'll  not  have  a  comer  of  thy  com- 
pany. 
MccEDORDs.  I  scorn  not  thee,  nor  yet  tlie  least 

of  tliiue. 
CiX)WN.  That's  a  lie,  a  would  have  kill'd  me 

itith  his  puge-nanilo. 
Seuasto.  This  stoutness,  Amadine,  contents  ma 

not. 
Amadine.    Then  seek  another,  that  may  you 

better  please. 
MucBDUROS.  Well,  Amadine,  it  only  rests  in  thee 
Without  delay  to  make  thy  choice  of  three. 
There  stands  Segasto  :  here  a  shepherd  stands  : 
There  stands  the  third.     Now  make  thy  choice. 
Clown.  A  lord  at  the  least  I  am. 
Amadink  My  choice  is  made  j  for  I  will  none 

but  thee. 
Seoasto.  a  worthy  mate,  no  doubt,  for  such  a 

MUCEDORCS.    And,    Amadine,    why   wilt   thou 

none  but  me  J 
I  cannot  keep  thee,  as  thy  father  did  ; 
I  have  no  lauds  for  to  maintalo  thy  state ; 
Moreover,  if  thou  mean  to  be  my  wife, 
Commonly  this  must  be  thy  use  : 
To  bed  at  midnight,  up  at  four. 
Drudge  all  day,  and  trudge  from  place  to  place, 
Whereby  our  daily  victuals  for  to  win ; 
And  last  of  all,  which  is  the  worst  of  all. 
No  princess  then,  but  a  plain  shepherd's  wife. 
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Clown.  Then  God  gi'  you  good  morrow,  goody 
shepherd!  [A  tide. 

AuADlNK.  It  shall  not  iiee<l ;  if  Amadine  do  live, 
Thou  shall  be  crowucil  King  of  iVrragoiL 

Clown.  O  master,  laugh  ;  when  he's  king,  then 
I'll  be  a  queen.  lAiii/t. 

MuuEDOKUS.    Then   know  that,  which  never 
tofore  was  known, 
I  am  no  sheplierd,  no  Am^nian  I, 
But  bom  of  royal  blood.     My  father'a  of  Valentia 
King,  my  mother  Queen ;  who,  for  thy  eecret '  sake. 
Took  this  hard  taak  in  hand. 

Amadine.  Ah,  how  I  joy  my  fortune  is  so  good ! 
Seoastu.  W«I1,  now  I  see  Segasto  shall   not 
speed  ; 
But,  Mucedorus,  I  as  much  do  joy 
To  see  thee  here  within  our  Court  of  Arragon, 
As  if  a  kingdom  had  befallen  me  this  time. 
I  with  my  heart  Biurender  her  to  thee. 

[//e  ffiveth  tier  unto  Am. 

And  loose  ^  what  right  to  Ainadine  I  have. 

Clown.  What,  [a]  barn's  door,  and  born  where 

my  father 

Was  constable.     A  bots  on  thee  I  how  dost  thee  i 

[Axid^. 

MccEDORCS.  Thanks,   Segaato;    but  yet  you 

levell'd  at  the  crown. 
Clown.  Master,  bear  this  and  bear  alL 
Seoasto.  Why  so,  sir  1 

Clown.  He  sees  you  take  a  goose  by  the  crown. 
Segasto.  Go  to,  sir,  away,  post  you  to  the  King, 
Whose  heart  is  fraught  with  careful  doubts ; 
Glad  him  up,  and  tell  him  these  good  news. 
And  we  will  follow  as  fast  as  we  may. 
Clows.  I  go,  master;  1  run,  master. 

[Exeunt  ttvtratly. 


'  IE.iU. 


'  [Old  copies,  loot.] 
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Utiter  the  KING  anil  CoLLEN. 

King.  Break,  heart,  nnd  end  my  [mllid  '  woea ! 
My  Ama<liiie,  the  comfort  of  my  life, 
How  can  I  joy,  except  ahe  were  in  sight  1 
Her  absence  breedeth  sorrow  to  my  soul, 
And  with  a  thunder  breaks  my  heart  in  twain. 

CoLLEN.  Forhpar  those  passions,  gentle  King, 
And  you  shall  see  'twill  turn  UQto  the  best. 
And  bring  your  soul  to  quiet  and  to  joy. 

King.  Such  joy  as  death,  I  do  assure  me  that. 
And  nought  but  death,  unless  of  her  I  hear. 
And  that  with  speed  ;  I  cannot  sigh  thus  long — 
But  what  a  tumult  do  I  hear  within ) 

[77iry  ciy  ml?iin,  Joy  and  hiijrpinett  I 

COLLBN.  I  hear  a  noise  of  overpassing  joy 
Within  the  court     My  lord,  be  of  good  comfort. 
And  here  comes  one  in  haste. 


EnUr  (he  Clown,  runmng. 

Clown.  A  King,  a  king,  a  king  I 

COLLEN.   Why,  how  now,  sirrah )   what's  the 

matter? 
Clown.  0,  'tie  news  for  a  king ;   'tis  worth 

money. 
King.  Why,  sirrah,  thou  shalt  have  silver  and 
gold,  if  it  be  good. 

Clown.  0,  'tis  good,  'tis  good.     Amadine 

King.  0,  what  of  her  %  tell  me,  aud  I  will  make 

thee  a  knight. 
Clown.  How,  a  sprite  1  no,  by  Ijuly,  I  will  not 
be  a  sprite,  masters.     Get  ye  away ;  if  I  be  a 
sprite,  1  shall  be  so  lean,  I  shall  make  you  all 
afraid. 

■  (Edit.  l.-iBS,  jw/r/  ;  llOfl,  ,Hillnde.\ 
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CoLLEtJ.  Thou  sot,  the  King  means  to  make 

thee  a  gentlemaD. 
Clown.  Why,  1  shall  want  'ppareL 
KiNu,  Tliou  sbalt  want  for  nothing. 
Clown.  Then  stand  away  ;  trick'  up  thyself; 

here  they  come. 

JinUr  SEGASTO,  MUCEDORUS,  and  AMADINE. 

Amadink  My  gracious  father,  pardon  thy  dis- 
loyal daughter. 

ICiNG,  What,  do  mine  eyes  behold  my  daughter 
Amadine  1     Rise  np,  dear  daughter, 
And  let  these  my  embracing  arms  show  some 
Token  of  thy  father's  joy,  which,  ever  since 
Thy  departure,  hath  languished  in  sorrow, 

Amadine.  Bear  father, 
Never  were  your  sonxiwa  greater  than  my  grieis : 
Never  you  ao  desolate  oa  I  comfortless. 
Yet,  nevertheless,  acknowledging  myself 
To  be  tlie  cause  of  both,  on  bended  knees 
I  humbly  crave  your  pardon. 

King.  I'll  pardon  thee,  dear  daughter,  but  as  for 
Him 

AilADrNE.  All,  father  I  what  of  him  1 

King.  Aa  sure  as  1  am  king,  and  wear  the  crown, 
I  will  revengo  on  that  ac^^ur3ed  wretch. 

MucEDORUS.  Yet,  worthy  prince,  work  not  thy 
will  in  wrath  : 
Show  favour. 

King.  Ay,  such  favour  as  thou  daservest. 

MuCBDORUB,  I  do  deserve  the  daughter  of  a 
king. 

King.  0,  impudent  1  a  shepherd  and  ao  insolent  1 

MrcEDOBDS.  No  shepherd  [am]  I,  but  a  worthy 


prim 


■  [Edit.  1610,  drikt.] 
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:;55 


King.  In  fair  conceit,  not  princely  born. 

MucKUOKUS.  Yes,  princely  born ;  my  lather  ia 
&  king, 
My  mother  queen,  and  of  Valentia  both. 

Kino.  What,  Muc«lorus  i  welcome  to  our  court! 
What  cause  liadst  thou  to  come  to  me  disguis'd  t 

MuCEDOKVfj.  No  causb  to  fear;    I  caused  no 
offence. 
But  this — desiring  tliy  daughter's  virtues  for  to  see, 
Dlsguis'd  myself  from  out  my  father's  court, 
UnSuown  to  aiiy.     In  secret  I  did  rest. 
And  passed  many  troubles  near  to  death  ; 
So  hath  your  daughter  my  partaker  been, 
As  you  ^all  know  hereafter  more  at  large, 
Desiring  you,  you  will  give  her  to  me, 
Even  as  mine  own,  and  sovereign  of  my  life. 
Then  shall  I  think  my  travels  are  well  spent 

King.  With  all  my  heart,  but  this — 
Segasto  claims  my  promise  made  tnfore. 
That  he  should  have  her  as  his  only  wife, 
Before  my  council,  when  we  came  from  war. 
Segasto,  may  I  crave  thee  let  it  pass, 
And  give  Atnadine  as  wife  to  Mucedorus. 

Segasto.  With  all   my   heart,   were   it   a  far 
greater  thing, 
And  what  I  may  to  furnish  up  their  rites, 
With  pleasing  sports  and  pastimes  you  shall  see. 

King.  Tliauks,  good  Segasto ;  1  will  think  of 
this. 

MucEUORiTS.  Thanks,  good  my  lord ;  and  while 
I  live, 
Account  of  me  in  what  I  can  or  may. 

Amadine.    And,    good    Segasto,    these    great 
courtesies 
Shall  not  Iw  forgot 

Clown.  Why,  hark  you,  master!  bones,  what 
have  you  done  t  What,  given  away  the  wencb 
yiiu  uiaile  me  take  such  pains  for  1  you  are  wise 


King  of  VAi-BSTr*.  Rise,  honour  of  my  age,  food  to 
my  Test : 
Condemn  nut  (mighty  King  of  Arm)(on) 
My  ruiie  Iwhiivioiir,  so  conij*l1M  liy  Nature, 
\    Tliiit  iimnnfr  stood  unknowleilf^ed. 

Kisa  OP  Aekagos.  What  we  bare  t 
tedioiu  provt 
I  By  declaiation  ;  Uierefow  in  uhI  feast. 
To-iuorrow  tha  perfDrmance  flhali  explain, 
Wliat  wowJe  eonwnl ;  till  then,  drums,  apeidc,  hells,  ring ; 
Gire  plaiuuve  welcouea  to  onr  bi'oLher  kui^'. 

[^oiiitd  ilrnmf  atid  immpel-i.     Exeunt  o\ 
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With  niirtli  uuil  joy  and  gieat  sokiuiiity 

We'll  finish  up  these  Hymen'a  rites  most  pleasantly. 

Clown.  Ho,  lords  1  at  the  first,  I  am  one  too  ; 
but  hear,  Master  King,  by  your  leave,  a  cast.  Now 
you  have  done  with  them,  I  pray  you  begin  with 
me. 

King.  Wliy,  wliat  wouldst  thou  have  1 

Clown.  0,  you  forgot  now  !  a  little  apparel  to 
make's  handsome.  What,  should  lords  go  so 
beggarly  as  I  do  1 

^NG.  What  I  did  promise  thee,  I  will  perfonn. 
Attend  on  me :  come,  let's  depart. 

[  Tiny  all  itpeak. 
We'll  wait  on  you  with  all  our  hearts. 

Clown.  And  witli  a  piece  of  my  liver  too. 

[Exeimt  omnm. 


EnUi- Coi\Zl>\  and  Envy. 

Comedy.  How  now.  Envy  1  what,  blushest  thou 

already  I 
Peep  forth,  hide  not  thy  head  with  shame ; 
But  with  a  couragu  praise  a  woman's  deeds. 
Thy  threats  were  vain,  thou  couldst  do   me   uo 

hurt. 
Although    thou    seem'st    to    cross  mc   witit  <k'- 

Bptte, 
I  orerwhelm'd    and    tum'd    upside    down    thy 

block. 
And  made  thyself  to  stumble  at  the  same. 

Envy.  Though  stumbled,  yet  not  overthrown : 
Thou  canst  not  draw  my  heart  to  mildness. 
Yet  must  I  needs  confess  thou  hast  done  welt. 
And   play'd   thy  part   with  mirth   and  pleasant 

glee. 
Say  all  this  ;  yet  canst  thou  not  conquer  me, 
Altliough  litis  time  thou  hast  gut — 

VOL.  VH.  li 
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And  pray  we  both  together  with  our  hearts, 
That  she  thrice  Nestor's  years  may  with  us  rest. 


1"^ 


Then  I  myself  (quieter  than  lightning). 
Will  fl;  me  to  a  puissaiit  magiatrnte, 
And  waiting  with  a  trencher  at  \\\i  back, 
Inmidat  of  jollity  rehearse  those  galls  ^ 

Sith  wnne  additions)  so  lately  vented  in  yoar  theatre  : 
upon  this  cannot  hut  make  complaint. 
To  your  great  danger,  or  at  least  restraint. 

CouEDV.  Ha,  ho,  ha  !  I  lauf^h  tu  hear  thy  folly  ; 
Tliis  is  a  trap  for  boys,  not  men,  nor  such, 
Eapecially  dewrtful  in  their  doings, 
Whose  staid  lUscretion  rules  their  purposes. 
1  and  my  faction  do  eschew  those  vices. 
^ut  sec,  O  i«e,  the  weary  iun  for  rest 
,  ^•flHalh  hun  his  golden  compass  to  the  west, 
J  ^     J/ Where  lie  perpetoal  hide  and  ever  shine, 
A  As  David's  olfepring  in  his  happy  clinit. 
/Stoop,  Kuvy,  sloop,  tiow  to  the  earth  with  me, 
[Let's  beg  our  paidous  uu  our  bended  knee.     [Thet/ ktiul. 
V   Envy.  My  power  has  lost  her  might ;  Envy's  dale's 

Yon  splendant  majealy  hjiih  ftll'il  my  sting, 

And  r amazed  am.  {Fail  dovit  and  qwJu. 

CouEDT.  Glorious  and  wise  Arch-Coearon  this  earth, 
At  whose  appearance  Envy's  stroken  dumb. 
And  all  ted  ihincs  cease  operation. 
Vouchsafe  to  pardon  our  unwilling  emir, 
So  late  presenle<l  to  your  gracious  view. 
And  we'll  endeavour  with  excess  of  pain 
To  please  yonr  senses  in  a  choicer  strain. 
Thus  wo  tommil  jou  to  the  amis  of  night, 
Whose  s[)aivgleil  carcase  would  {for  your  delight) 
Strive  to  excel  the  day.     Ee  blesseil  then  : 
Who  other  wiahes,  let  him  never  fpeak. 

Entt.  Amen  ! 
To  Fame  ami  Honour  we  commend  your  rest ; 
Live  etill  more  happy,  every  hour  more  bleat. 
FiNia,] 

'  [DM  cop.v,  ijaiilri.] 
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THE  TWO  ANGRY  WOMEN  OF  ABINGTON. 


EDITION. 

The  Pleasant  Historic  of  the  tioo  angrie  women  ofAhing- 
ton.  With  the  humoroiLs  mirthe  of  Dick  Coomes  and 
NichoiUu  ProuerheSy  two  Seruingmen,  As  it  was  lately 
ptayde  hy  the  right  Honorable  the  Earle  of  Nottingham^, 
Lord  high  Admirall,  his  seruants.  By  Henry  Porter 
Gent,  Imprinted  at  London  for  loseph  Hunt,  and 
William  Ferbrand,  and  are  to  be  solde  at  the  Comer  of 
Cclman-streetty  neere  Loathburie.     1599,     4°. 

Another  4**,  printed  for  Ferbrand   alone,  was  pub- 
lished during  the  same  year. — Dyce. 


^^^^^1                                                                                         ^^^1 

^^^^^H                            "Pd  thU  23        AguBte  15D7  to  Har«y  Porter  to  ^                  ^^^| 

^^^^^^H                       Oiryo  to  T.  Nube  now      this  lyme        the  ffletc  for  /                   ^^^| 

^^^^^H                       uri^tingc  of  the  tylU  of  Dogga  ten  Bliellinees  to  Ine  1    x               ^^H 

^^^^^H                        paide  >sen  to  me  when  be  oaniie  1  aiy  Un  ghilUngea  '                    ^^H 

^^^^^^H                           Lent  unto  the  company  the       of  Maj-i  1:593  to  bye  \                   ^^^H 

^^^^^H                        n  boocke '  called  Laoe  prtitnUd  the  some  of  fower  (  ,   .li            ^^H 

^^^^^H                        powudes  dd.  to  ThomiiB  I)owIon.  Mr  Porter                  )  '"J              ^^H 

^^^^^H                            Lent  unio  the  compnny  the  IS  of  Aguste  1S98  to  ^                     ^^V 

^^^^^H                           bye  a  Boobe  oiled  i/uo/e  .JHser  fone  n>Hj<«  of   Mr/ 
^^^^^H                        Farter,  Mr  Cheattell  and  bengeiucn  Joboion  in  full  1  ^j 

^^^^^H                                        the  some                                                          ) 

^^^^^^H                            Lent  unto  Thomwi  Dowton  tlie  32  of  Desembiir  ^ 

^^^^^H                        ISSS  to  bje  a  boocke  of  llarey  Porter  called  the  2ptt  \ 

^^^^^^H                        ofllu2angreii  Wcmcao/Abtnglon                               }'' 

^^^^^^H                            Let  unto  Harey  Porter  nt  the  re(|ucRt  of  the  com-                         ^H 

^^^^^^H                        pany  in  earnest  of  his  boolie  called  ij  wcnji  momtti  of                      ^^^| 

^^^^^^H                        aiingtim  the  some  of  forty  shell  JngH  and  for  the  resaylc                       ^^^| 

^^^^^H                        uf  Unit  money  he  gave  me  big  faythfall  promise  that                       ^^M 

^^^^^M                         I  Hliould  bare  alle  his  l>aakeB  which  he  trritte  ether      ' 

^^^^^^1                         him  aelfe  or  with  any  other  whicli  Bome  wai  dd.  the 

^^^^^B 

^^^^^H                            Lent  unto  Harey  Chcattell  the  t  of  March  15B8[-»]\ 

^^^^^^H                        in  earne«te  of  bie  boocke  which  Uarcy  Porter  and  lie[- 

^^^^^^H                            a  writtinge  the  some  of— called  the  Sprnctri.           t 

^^^^^H                            l.«nt  lUrey  Porter  the  11  of  Aprcll  1S!>»  the  some  (   «  d 

^^^^^^1                              Lent  Uary  Porl«r  the  id  of  Aprctl  1£!>{I  the  aomc  )     d 

^^^^^H                             Unt  Harey  Porter  the  5  of  Maje  15Q9  llie  eome  {   e  d 

^^^^^H                            Lent  Hirey  Porter  (ho  IS  of  Uaye  1.^09  tbe  gome  1   s  d 

^^^^^ 

^^^^^B                            >  flool:      these              means  play. 

^^^^^^^^B                            '  This  enlr}'  ia  struck  lhron(;h,   the  money  having  been 

^^^H 
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Be  it  knowne  unto  atl  men  that  I  Henry  Porter  do  owe 
unto  Phillip  Henchlowe  the  some  of  x'  of  lawiull  money  of 
England  which  I  did  borrowe  of  hym  the  26  of  Maye  a^  dom. 
1599  Henry  Porter.^ 

"The  Two  Angry  Women  of  Abington"  is  thus 
noticed  by  the  late  Charles  Lamb  :  "  The  pleasant 
comedy  from  which  these  extracts  are  taken  is  contem- 
porary with  some  of  the  earliest  of  Shakespeare's,  and  is 
no  whit  inferior  to  either  the  **  Comedy  of  Errors  "  or 
the  "  Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  for  instance.  It  is  full  of 
business,  humour,  and  merry  malice.  Its  night  scenes 
are  peculiarly  sprightly  and  wakeful.  The  versification 
unencumbered,  and  rich  with  compound  epithets.' 

A.  D. 


^  This  entry  is  in  Porter's  own  handwriting. 

«  "  Spec,  of  Engl.  Dram.  Poets,"  ii.  185,  edit  1835. 


Gentleubn,  I  come  to  ye  like  one  that  lacks  and 
would  borrow,  but  was  loth  to  ask,  lest  be  should 
be  denied  :  I  would  ask,  but  I  would  ask  to  obtain ; 
0,  would  I  knew  that  manner  of  asking  1  To  beg 
were  base ;  and  to  couch  low,  and  to  cany  an  humble 
show  of  entreaty,  were  too  do''-like,  that  fawns 
on  his  master  to  gut  a.  bone  from  his  trencher  :  out, 
cur !  I  cannot  abide  it ;  to  put  on  the  shape  and 
habit  of  this  new  world's  new-found  beggars,  mis- 
termed  Boldiors.i  as  thus  :  "  Sweet  gentlemen,  let  a 
poor  scholar  implore  and  exerate  that  you  would 
make  him  rich  in  the  possession  of  a  mite  of  your 
favours,  to  keep  him  a  true  man  in  wit,  and  to  pay 
for  his  lodging  among  the  Muses  I  so  God  him  help, 
he  is  driven  to  a  mant  low  estate  !  'tis  not  unknown 
what  service  of  words  he  hath  been  at ;  he  lost  his 
limbs  in  a  late  conflict  of  flout ;  a  brave  repulse 
and  a  hot  assault  it  was,  he  doth  protest,  as  ever 
he  saw,  since  he  knew  what  the  report  of  a  volley 

e  ;  he  shall  therefore  desire  you  " 

A  plague  upon  it,  each  beadle  disdained  would 
whip  him  from  your  company.  Well,  gentler 
I  cannot  tell  how  to  get  your  favours  better  than 
by  desert :  then  the  worse  luck,  or  the  worse  wit, 
or  somewhat,  for  I  shall  not  now  deserve  it.  Well, 
then,*  I  commit  myself  to  my  fortunes  and  your 
uonlents;  contented  to  die,  if  your  severe  judg- 
ments shall  judge  me  lo  Ix'  stung  to  death  witli 
the  adder's  liii^s. 
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Nicholas  Proverbs. 

Sir  Ralph  Smith. 

[Lady  Smith.] 

Will,  Sir  Ralph* s  man. 

[Other  Attendantit] 


*  From  the  second  edit.     Not  in  first  edit. 
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Yield  better  judgment  to  the  judging  eye  ; 
Things  seen  far  off  are  lessened  in  the  eye, 
When  their  true  shape  is  seen  being  hard  by. 

Mr  Bas.  True,  sir,  'tis  so ;  and  truly  I  esteem 
Mere '  amity,  familiar  neighbourhood, 
The  cousin  german  unto  wedded  love. 

Mr  Gour.  Ay,  air.  there's  surely  some  alU&nce 
'twixt  them. 
For  they  have  both  the  offspring  from  the  heart ; 
Within  the  heart's-blood-ocwui  still  are  found 
Jewels  of  amity  and  gems  of  love. 

Mr  Bar.  Ay,  Master  Goursey,  I  have  in  my  tini<' 
Seen  many  ahipwreeka  of  tme  honesty ; 
But  incident  such  dangers  ever  are 
To  them  that  without  compass  sail  so  far : 
Why,  what  need  men  to  swim,  when  they  may 

wade  t — 
But  leave  this  talk,  enough  of  this  is  said  : 
And,  Master  Goursey,  in  i;ood  faith,  sir,  welcome; — 
And,  Mistress  Goursey,  1  am  much  iu  debt 
Unto  your  kindness  that  would  visit  nie. 

Mrs  Gour.  0  Waster  Barnes,  you  put  me  but 
in  mind 
Of  that  which  I  should  say  ;  tis  we  that  are 
Indebted  to  your  kindness  for  this  cheer  : 
Which  debt  that  we  may  rei>ay,  I  pray  let's  liave 
Sometimes  your  company  at  our  homely  house. 

Mrs  Bar.  That,  Mistress  Goursey,  you  shall 
surely  iiave ; 
Hell  *  be  a  bold  guest,  I  warrant  ye. 
And  bolder  too  with  you  than  I  wouI<l  have  him. 

Mrs.  Gour.    How,  do  you    mean  he  will  be 
bold  with  me  1 

Mrs  Ear.  Why,  he  will  trouble  you  at  home, 
forsooth. 


Often  call  in,  and  ask  ye  how  ye  do ; 
And  sit  and  chat  with  you  all  day  till  night, 
And  all  night  too,'  if  he  might  have  his  will. 
Mr  Bar.  Ay,  wife,  indeed  1  thank  her  for  her 
kindness ; 
She  hath  made  me  much  good  cheer  passing  that 
way. 
Mii^  Bar.  Passing  well-done  of  her,  she  is  a 
kind  wench. 
I  thank  ye,  Mistress  Goursey,  for  my  husband; 
And  if  it  hap  your  husband  come  our  way 
A-hui)ting  or  such  ordinary  sports, 
I'll  do  as  much  for  yours  as  you  for  n  ' 

Mr    GoUR,    Pray   do,   forsooth. — God's  Lord, 
what  means  the  woman  I 
She  speaks  it  scorufully  :  faith,  I  care  not ; 
Things  are  well  spoken,  if  they  be  well-taken, 

[Av,l^.] 
What,  Mistress  Barnes,  is  it  not  time  to  part  1 
Mrs  Bar.  What's  a-clock,  sirrah  1 
Nicholas.  'Tis  but  new-struck  one. 
Mr  Gour.  I  have  some  business  in  the  town 

by  three, 
Mr  Bar.  Till  then  let's  walk  into  the  orchard, 

What,  can  you  play  at  tables  1 
Mr  Gour.  Yes,  I  can. 
Mr  Bar.  What,  shall  we  have  a  game  1 
Mr  Gour.  And  if  you  please. 
Mr  Bar.  I  'faith,  content ;  we'll  spend  an  hour 

BO, 

Sirrah,  fetch  the  tables.^ 


'SoMcoiiii  edit.     First  edit.,  lo. 

'  The  ludience  were  to  euppuae  that  llie  itage  now  reprr- 
■enteil  id  orchard  ;  for  \ie  it  remembered  thai  there  wib  no 
moT&lile  palnUil  leenery  in  the  (hestrea  at  tUe  time  when 
this  ptar  HSB  prodaceii. 
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NiCiL  I  will,  air,  [£jr,t. 

Phil.  Sirrah  Frank,  whilst  they  aro  playing 
here. 
We'll  to  the  groen  to  bowls. 

Fran.  Philip,  content.     Coomes,  come  hither, 
sirrah: 
When  our  fathers  part,  call  us  upon  the  green. 
Philip,  come,  a  ruhbera,'  and  so  leave. 

Phil.  Come  on.  [Ej^'-ant  PHILIP  ami  Francis.] 

CoOMES.  'Shlouil,  I  do  not  like  the  humour  of 
these  springals ;  they'll  s[>en(l  all  their  fathers' 
good  at  gaming.  But  let  them  trowl  the  bowls 
upon  the  green.  I'll  trowl  the  howls  in  tike  but- 
tery by  the  leave  of  God  and  Master  Barnes ;  and 
his  men  be  good  fellows,  so  it  is  ;  if  they  be  not, 
let  them  go  snick  up.^  [KxU. 

EiUrr  Nicholas  mih  tht  UihUn. 

Mr  Bar.  So,  set  them  down. 
Mistress  Goursey,  how  do  you  Uke  this  gamu  1 

Mrs  Gour,  Well,  air. 

Ma  Bak.  Can  ye  i>luy  at  it  1 

AIrs  Gour.  A  little,  sir, 

Mr  Bah.  Faith,  so  can  my  wife. 

Ma  Gour.  Why,  then.  Master  Barnes,  and  if 
you  please. 
Our  wives  shall  try  the  quarrel  'twixt  us  two, 
And  we'll  look  on. 

Mr  Bar.  I  am  content     What,  women,*  will 
you  play  1 

Miu;  Gour.  I  care  not  greatly. 


'  Second  edit.,  rubbtr,  but  the  oilier  form  u  common 
our  old  writtira 

<  [So  iKcoitd  edit.]     Equivalent  lo  be  hanged. 

'  Second  edit.,  toomoii,  which  is  probftlilj  right ;  Be«  t 
posBagea  further  on.In  one  of  which  Ira  tb  edillooB  have  miMi 


UF   ABlN€iT0?4, 


Mbs  Bail  Nor  I,  Uut  tlml  I  thiuk  > 


1  ].lay 


c  she  shnll  nut. 

lir,  she  will  be  sure  yoi 


slli.ll 


Mr  Gour.  ril  se 
Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  i 
not  Eee ; 

You,  of  all  men,  sbali  not  mark  her  hanil ; 
She  hath  such  cluse  conveyani.«  in  her  play. 

Mk  Gouu.  Is  she  eo  cunning  grown  ?     Come, 

come,  let's  see. 
Mrs  Gour.  Yea,  Mistress  Barnes,  will  ye  not 
house  your  jests, 
But  let  them  roam  abroad  so  carelessly  1 
Faith,  if  your  jealous  tongue  utt£r  another, 
I'll    cross    ye    with    a   jest,   and    ye  were    my 

mother, — 
Come,  shall  we  play  t  [Aiitl'-.] 

Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  what  shall  we  piny  a  game  1 
Mrs  Gour.  A  pound  a  game. 
Mr  Gour,  How,  wife ) 
Mrs    Goub.    Faith,  husband,  not  a  farthing 

less. 
Me  Gour.  It  is  too  much  ;  a  shilling  were  good 

game. 
Mrs  Gour.  No,  we'll  be  ill-huswivea  once ; 
You  have  been  oft  ill  husbands  :  let  's  alone. 
Mr  Bar.  Wife,  will  you  play  eo  muchi 
Mrs  Bar.    I  would  be  loth  to  be  so  frank  a 
gamester 
As  Mistress  Goursey  is  ;  and  yet  for  once 
I'll  play  a  pound  a  game  as  well  as  she. 
Mr  Bar.  Go  to,  you'll  have  your  wilL 

Mrs  Bar.  Come,  there's  my  stake. 

Mrs  Goiiit.  And  there's  mine. 

Mrs  Bar.  Throw  for  the  dice.     Ill  luck  !  then 

they  are  yours. 
Mr  Bar   Master  Goursey,  who  says  that  gam- 

ings  lind, 
VOL.  Vll.  s 


i 


When    BHch   (food    angela ' 

caati 
Mr  Godr.  Thia  is  not  noble  sport,  but  royal 

play. 
Mb  Bar.  It  muat  be  ho,  wher»i  royals '  walk  so 

fast 
Mr.s  Bar.  Play  riglit,  I  pray. 
Mrs  Gour.  Why,  bo  I  do, 
Mrs  Bar.  Where  stands  yonr  man  ) 
Mrs  Gour.  In  his  rigbt  i)lace. 
Mrs  Bar.  Good  faith,  I  think  ye  play  me  foul 

an  ace. 
Mr  Bar   No,  wife,  eiie  plays  ye  tnia 
Mrs  Bar.  Peace,  husband,  peace;  I'll  not  bo 

judg'd  by  jou. 
Mrs  Gour.  Husband,  Master  Barnes,  pray,  both 

go  walk  I 
We  cannot  play  if  standers-by  do  talk. 

Mr  Goub.  Well,   to  your  game ;    we  will  not 

trouble  ye,  [(?a/njm  them. 

Mrs  Gour.  Where  stands  your  man  aavft 
Mrs  Bar.  Doth  he  not  stand  right  I 
Mrs  Gour  It  stands  between  the  points. 
Mrs  Bar.  And  tliat's  my  apitc. 
But  yet  methinks  the  dice  runs  mueh  uneven. 
That  I  tlirow  but  deuce  ace  and  you  eleven. 
Mrs  Gour.  And  yet  you  see  that  I  cast  down 

the  hill 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  I  beshrew  ye,  'tis  not  with  my 

will. 
Mrs  Gour.  Do  ye  beshrew  me  1 
Mrs  Bar.  No,  1  beshrew  the  dice. 
That  turn  you  up  more  at  once  than  me  at  twice. 
Mrs  Gour.  Well,  you  shall  see  them  turn  for 

you  anon. 
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Mrs  GouTt.  Look  ye,  mistress,  uow  I  liit  ye. 
Mits  Bail   Why,  ay,  you  never  use  to  miss  n 
blot,i 
E«i>eciaUy  when  it  stauda  so  fair  to  hit 

Mrs  Gour.  How  mean  ye.  Mistress  Barnes  1 
Mrs  Bab.  That  Mistress  Goursey's  in  the  hit- 
ting vein. 
Mrs  Gour.  I  hot*  your  man. 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  ay,  my  man,  my  man ;  but,  hail 
I  known, 
I  woulil  have  hail  ray  man  stood  nearer  home. 
Mrs  Gour.  Why,  had  ye  kept  your  man  in  his 
right  place, 
I  should  not  then  have  hit  him  with  an  ace. 
Mrs  Bar.  Riglit,  by  the  Lord  I  a  plague  upon 

the  bones  i 
Mrs  Gour.  And  a  hot  mischief  on  tliu  curser 

too! 
Mr  Bar.  How  now,  wife  1 
Mr  Gour.   Why,  wliat's  the  matter,  woman  t 

Mrs  Gouk.  It  is  no  matter ;  I  am 

Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  you  are 

Mrs  Gour.  What  am  1 1 

Mrs  Bar.  Why,  that's  as  you  will  be  ever. 

Mrs  Gour.  That's  every  day  as  gooil  as  Bnmes's 

wiff 
Mrs  Bar.  And  better  too  :   then,  what  needs 
all  tills  trouble  t 
A  single  horse  is  worse  than  that  liears  double. 
Mr  Bar.  Wife,  go  to,  have  ivganl  to  what  you 
say; 
Let  not  your  words  pass  forth  the  verge  of  reason, 
But  keep  within  the  bounds  of  modesty  ; 
For  ill-report  doth  like  a  badiff  stand, 
To  pound  the  straying  and  the  wit-lost  tongue. 
And  makes  it  forfeit  into  folly's  hands. 

'  A  term  of  the  game.  '  i.e.,  Hit. 
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Well,  wife,  you  know  it  is  no  hooest  part 
To  entertain  such  guests  with  jeats  and  wrongs : 
What  will  the  neighbouring  country  vulgar  say, 
When  as  they  hear  that  you  fell  out  at  dinner  t 
Forsooth,  they'll  call  it  a  pot-tiuarrel  straight; 
The  beat  the/Il  name  it  is  a  woman's  jangling. 
Go  to,  be  rul'd,  be  rul'd. 

Mrs  Bar.  God's  Lonl,  be  rul'd,  be  rul'd  ! 
What,  think  ye  I  have  such  a  baby's  wit, 
To  have  a  rod's  correction  for  my  tongue  1 
School  infancy  !  I  am  of  &w  to  speak, 
And  I  know  when  to  spet^  :  shall  I  be  chid 
For  such  a 

Mks  Gouk.  What-al    nay,  mistress,  speak  it 

I  scorn  your  stopp'd  compares  ;  compare  not  me 
To  any  but  your  equals,  Mistress  Barnes. 

Mr  GoUR.  Peace,  wife,  be  quiet. 

Mb  Bar.  0,  persuade,  persua<le  ! 
Wife,  Mistress  Goursey,  shall  I  win  your  thoughts 
To  composition  of  some  kind  effects ) 
Wife,  if  you  love  your  credit,  leave  this  strife. 
And  come   shake  hands  with   Mistress   Goursey 
here. 

Mrs  Bar,  Sliall  I  shake  hands  T  let  her  go 
shako  her  heels ; 
She  gets  nor  hands  nor  friendship  at  my  bauds  ; 
And  so,  sir,  while  I  live,  I  will  take  heed. 
What  guests  I  bid  again  unto  my  house. 

Mr  Bar,  Impatient  woman,  will  you  be  so  stiff 
In  this  absurdnuss  t 

Mrs  Bar.  I  am  impatient  now  I  s)>eak  ; 
But,  sir,  I'll  tell  you  more  another  time  ; 
Go  to,  I  will  not  take  it  as  I  have  done.  [K^. 

Mr3  Goub.  Nay,  she  might  stay;   I  will  not 
long  be  here 
To  trouble  her.     Well,  Master  Barnes, 
1  am  sorry  that  it  was  oiir  haps  to  d.iy, 
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To  have  our  pleasures  parted  with  this  fray  : 

I  am  sorry  too  for  all  that  is  amiss, 

Especially  that  yoii  are  mov'd  in  this  : 

But  be  not  so,  'tia  but  a  woman's  jar : 

Their  tongues  are  weapons,  words  their  blows  of 

war; 
'Twas  but  a  while  we  buffeted,  you  saw, 
And  each  of  us  was  willing  to  withdraw  ; 
There  was  no  harm  nor  bloodshed,  you  did  see  : 
Tush,  fear  us  not,  for  we  shall  well  agree. 
1  take  my  leave,  sir.     Come,  kind-hearted  man. 
That  sp^Lks  his  wife  so  fair— ay,  now  and  then  ; 
I  know  you  would  not  for  an  hundreth  pound. 
That  I  should  hear  your  voice's  churlish  sormd  ; 
1  know  you  have  a  far  morti  mihler  tune 
Than  "  Peace,  be  qniet,  wife : "  but  I  have  done. 
Will  ye  go  homel  the  door  directs  the  way  ; 
But,  if  you  will  not,  my  duty  is  to  stay.^ 

Mr  Bab.  Ha,  ha  !  why,  here's  a  right  woman,  is 

there  not! 
They  both  have  din'd,  yet  see  what  stomachs  they 

have  I 
Mr,  Gour.  Well,  Master  Barnes,  wc  cannot  do 

withal :  * 
Let  us  be  friends  Still — 

Mr  Bar.  O  Master  Goursey,  the  mettle  of  our 

minds, 
Having  the  temper  of  true  reason  in  tliem. 
Affords'  a  better  edge  of  argument 
For  the  maintain  of  our  familiar  loves 
Than  the  soft  leaden  wit  of  women  can  ; 
Wherefore  with  all  the  parts  of  neighbour-love 
I  [do]  impart*  myself  to  Master  Goursey. 

'  Hire,  prolialily,  Miitreu  Qoursey  should  mike  her  eiiu 

•  i.t;  We  caiinot  help  it 

'  Bo  Beconri  edit.     First  edit,  ilj'imi. 

*  The  sutbor  probably  wrote,   "/  do  imparl:"  compiTe 
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Mr  Goub.   And  with  excliange  of  love  I  do 


^M  Then  here  we'll  part,  partners  of  two  c 

^M  Mil  Bar.    O,  where  shall  we  find 

^H  bless'd  that  is  not  1 

^H  But  come;  your  biiainesa  and  my  home-affairs 

^H  Makes  me  deliver  that  unfriendly  word 

^H  'Mongst  friends — farewell 

^H  MrGour.  Twenty  farewells,  sir. 

^H  Mr  Bar.  But  hark  ye,  Master  Goursey  ; 

^^M  Look  ye  persuade  at  home,  as  I  will  do  : 

^H  What,  roan  !  wo  must  not  always  have  them  foes. 

^H  Mr  Gour.  If  I  can  help  it. 

^H  Mr  Bar.  God  help,  God  help  ! 

^^B  Women  are  even  untoward  creatures  etill.  [Sjcninl. 

I 


Snler  PHILIP,  FRANCIS,  and  hit  BoY,  from  h 


L  Lave  liod 


Phil.  Gome  on,  Frank  Goursey : 
good  luck 
To  win  the  game. 

Fran,  Why,  tell  me,  is't  not  good. 
That  never  play'il  before  upon  your  green  f 

Phil.  'Tis  good,  but  that  it  cost  me  ten  good 
crowns ; 
That  makes  it  worse. 

Fran.  Let  it  not  grieve  thee,  man ;  come  o'er 
to  us ; 
We  will  devise  some  game  to  make  you  win 
Your  money  back  again,  sweet  Pliilip. 

Phi  I.-  And  that  shall  bo  ere  long,  and  if  I  live  : 
But  tell  me,  Francis,  what  good  horses  have  ye. 
To  hunt  this  summer  I 

Fran.  Two  or  three  jadea,  or  so. 

Phil.  Be  they  but  jades  1 

Fran.  No,  faith ;  my  wag-atring  here 
Did  founder  one  the  last  lime  that  he  rid — 
The  best  grey  nag  that  ever  I  laid  my  leg  over. 
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Boy.  You  muaii  tlie  Han-bitten. 

FitAN.  Good  sir,  the  Bame. 

Boy.  And  was  tlie  same  the  best  that  c"er  you 
rid  oul 

Fram.  Ay,  was  it,  sir. 

Boy.  r  faith,  it  was  not,  sir. 

Fran,   No  1  where  had  I  one  so  good  1 

Boy.  One  of  my  colour,  and  a  Ijotter  too. 

Fran.  Oue  of  your  colour )  1  ne'er  remember  him ; 
f>ne  of  that  colour  ! 

Boy.  Or  of  that  complexion. 

Fran.    What's  that   ye   tall    complexion    in  n 
horse  t 

Boy.  The  colour,  air. 

Fran.  Set  me  a  colour  ou  your  jest,  or  1  will 

Boy.  Nay,  good  sir,  hold  your  hands  ! 

Fran.  What,  shall  we  have  it  1 

Boy.  Why,  air,  1  cannot  painl, 

Fran   WeU,  then,  I  can ; 
And  I  Khali  find  a  pencil  for  ye,  sir. 

Boy.  Then  I  inu.st  fiud  the  table,  if  you  do. 

Fran.  A  wlioreaon,  barren,  wicked  urchin  ! 

Boy.  Look  how  you  chafe  !  you  would  be  angry 

If  I  should  tell  it  you. 

Fran.  Go  to,  I'll  anger  ye,  and  if  you  do  not. 

Boy.  ^Vlly,  sir,  the  horse  that  I  do  mean 
Hath  a  leg  both  straight  and  clean, 
That  hath  nor  spaven,  splint,  nor  flaw. 
But  is  the  best  that  ever  ye  saw ; 
A  pretty  rising  knee — 0  knee  1 
It  IB  as  rotmd  as  round  may  be  ; 
The  full  flank  makes  the  buttock  round  : 
Tins  palfrey  atandeth  ou  no  ground. 
When  as  my  master's  ou  her  back, 
If  tliat  he  once  do  &ay  but,  tiick  :  ^ 

>  [Old  coplea,  liet.] 
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Tlion  in  what  field,  what  champion,'  fends  this 

This  well-pac'd,  bonny  steed  that  thou  so  praisestl 

Boy.  Faitli,  sir,  I  think 

Fran.  Villain,  what  do  ye  think  1 

Boy.  I  think  that  you,  sir,  have  been  ask'd  by 
many. 
But  yet  I  never  heard  that  ye  told  any. 

Phil.  Well,  boy,  then  I  will  add  one  more  to 
many. 
And  aek  thy  master  where  this  jennet  feeds. 
Come,  Frank,  tell  me — nay,  prythee,  tell  me,  Frank, 
My  good  horse-master,  tell  me— by  this  light, 
I  will  not  steal  her  from  thee  ;  if  I  do. 
Let  me  be  held  a  felon  to  thy  lov& 

Fran.  No,  Philip,  no. 

Phil.  What,  wilt  thou  wear  a  point  *  but  with 
one  tag? 
Well,  Francis,  well,  I  see  you  are  a  wag. 

Katfr  COOMES. 

C00ME.S.  'Swoun lis, where  betheae  timber-turners, 

these  trowl- the- bowls,  these  green-men,  these 

Fran.  What,  what,  sir  1 

CooMES.  These  bowlers,  sir. 

Fran.  Well,  sir.  what  say  you  to  bowlers  J 

CoOMES.  Why,  I  say  they  tyinnot  be  saved. 

Fran,  Your  reason,  sir  1 

CooMES.  Because  they  throw  away  their  souls 

at  every  mark, 
Fran.  Their  souls  !  how  mean  ye  1 
Phil.  Sirnili,  he  means  the  soul  of  the  bowl. 


'  [Cajapagnt.^    A  foi 

'  i.e.,  Wilt  thon  wenr.  to, 
lacea  vhich  were  used  in 
breeches  to  the  doublet,  Ac. 


of  en 


IT  curly 


OF   ABINGTON.  2S3 

Fran.    Lord,  how  his  wit    hulils    bins    like  a 
bowl  I 

COOMES.  Well,  which  is  the  bias  1 

Fran.  This  next  to  you. 

CoOMKs.  Nay,  turn  it  this  way,  then  the  bowl 
goes  true. 

Boy.  Rub,  rub ! 

CooMES.  Why  rub  1 

Boy.  Why,  you  overcast  tlie  mark,  luid  miss  the 
way. 

COOUES.  Nay,  boy,  I  use  to  take  the  fairest  of 
my  play, 

Phil.  Dick  Coomes,  raethinks  thou  art '  very 
pleasaut : 
Where  "  got'st  thou  this  merry  humoui'  1 

CooHKS.  In  your    father's  cellar,  tht  merriest 
place  in  th'  house. 

Phil.  Then  you  have  been  carousing  hard  I 

Coomes.   Ves,  faith,  'tis  our  custom,  when  your 
father's  men  aud  we  meet. 

Phil.  Thou  art  very  welcome  thither,  Dick. 

Coombs.  By  God,  I  thank  ye,  sir,  I  thank  yo, 
air ;  by  God,  I  have  a  quart  of  wine  for  ye.  sir, 
in  any  place  of  the  world.  There  shall  not  a 
aervingman  in  Barkahire  fight  better  for  ye  than  I 
will  do,  if  you  have  any  quarrel  in  hand  :  you 
shall  have  the  maidenhead  of  my  new  sword ;  1 
paid  a  quarter's  wages  for't,  by  Jesus. 

Phil.  0,  this  meat-failer  Dick  ! 
How  well 't  has  made  the  apparel  of  his  wit. 
And  brought  it  into  fashion  of  an  honour  ! 
Frythee,  Dick  Coomes,  hut  tell  me  how  thou  dost  1 

Coomes.  Faith,  sir,  like  a  poor  man  of  service. 

Phil.  Or  servingman. 

Coomes.  Indeed,  so  called  hy  the  vulgar. 
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Phil,  Why,  whisre  the  devil  hadst  thou  that 
word  1 

CoOMKS.  0,  sir,  you  have  the  moat  eloquent 
ale  in  all  the  '  world  ;  our  blunt  soil  affords  none 
auch. 

Fran.  Philip,  leave  talldn"  with  this  drunken 
fool.     Say,  Birroh,  where  8  niy  father  1 

CooUES.  "  Marry,  I  tluuik  ye  for  my  very  good 
cheer, — 0  Lord,  it  is  not  ao  much  worth.— You 
see  I  am  bold  with  ye.  ^Indeed,  you  are  not  bo 
bold  as  welcome ;  I  pray  ye,  come  ofl'ner. — Truly, 
I  shall  trouble  ye,"  All  these  ceremonies  are  de- 
epatch'd  between  them,  and  they  are  gone. 

Pran.  Are  they  so ) 

COOMES.  Ay,  before  God,  aro  they. 

Fran.  And  wherefore  came  not  you  to  call  me 
then? 

CooMES.  Because  I  was  loth  to  change  my  game. 

Fran.  Wltat  game  t 

CooMES.  You  were  at  one  sort  of  bowls  as  1 
was  at  another. 

Phu*  Sirrah,  he   means  the  butt'ry  bowls    of 
beer. 

CouMES.  By  Go<l,  sir,  we  tickled  it, 

Fran.  Why,  what  a  swearing  keeps  this  drunken 
ass) 
Canst  tbou  not  say  but  swear  at  every  word  t 

Phil;  Peai*,  do  not  mar  his  humour,  prythee, 
Frank. 

CooMGs.  Let  him  alone ;  he's  a  springall ;  he 
knows  not  what  belongs  to  an  oath. 

Fran.  Sirrah,  be  quiet,  or  1  do  protest 

CooiilES.  Come,  come,  what  do  you  protest  1 

Fran.  By  heaven,  to  crack  your  crown, 

CooMES.  To  crack  my  crown  !  I  lay  ye  a  crown 
of  that,  lay  it  down,  and  ye  dare  ;  nay,  'sblood,  I'll 

'  So  eecond  edit.     Firat  edit.,  in  the. 


venture   a  qiinrter  h 
crown,  '{uotha ! 

Fran.  Will  ye  not  yet  be  quiet  t  will  ye  urge 

mel 
CoOMES.  Urge  ye,  with  a  pox  !  who  urges  ye  1 
Tou  might  have  Eaid  eo  muL-h  to  a  clown,  or  one 
that  had  not  been  o'er  the  sea  to  see  fashions  :  1 
I,  1  tell  ye  true ;  and  I  know  what  betonga  to 
m.     Cra^k  my  crown,  and  ye  can. 
Fran.  And  I  can,  ye  rascal  I 
Phil  Hold,  hair-brain,  hold !  dost  thou  not  see 

he's  drunk  1 
CoOMES,  Nay,  let  him  come  :  though  he  be  my 
master's  son,  I  am  my  master's  man,  and  a 
iny  ground  of  England. 
Come,  and  he  darea,  a  comes  npon  liis  death  : 
I  will  not  budge  an  inch,  no,  'sblood,  will  I '  not. 
Fkan.  Will  ye  not  I 
Phil.  Stay,  jirythee,  Frank.    Coomes,  dost  thou 

hear  J 
Coomes.  Hear  me    no   hears :  stand  away,  I'll 
trust  none  of  you  all.     If  I  have  my  back  against 
a  cartwheel,  I  would  not  care  if  the  devil  came. 
Phil.  Why,  ye  fool,  I  am  your  friend, 
Cootisa.  Fool  on  your  face  I  I  have  a  wife. 
Fram.  She's  a  whore,  then. 
CooUBS.  She's  as  honest  as  Nan  Lawson. 
Phil.  What's  she  I 
CooHES.  One  of  his  whores. 
PHir^  Why,  hath  he  so  many  1 
Coomes.  Ay,  as  many  as  there  be  churches  in 

London. 
Phil.  Why,  that's  a  hundred  and  nine. 
Boy.  Faith,  he  lies  a  hundred. 
Phil.  Then  thou  art  a  witness  to  nine. 
Boy.  No,  by  God,  I'll  he  witness  to  none. 

lo  second  edit.     Not  iii  Bret  uiiit. 
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CoOMKH.  Now  do  1   Btaml  likr;   the  George  iit 
Colebrook. 

Bov.    No.  thoa  stand'st  like  tlie  Bull  at  St 
Alban'B. 

COOMES.  Boy,  ye  lie — the  Honia.' 

Boy.  The  bull's  bitten  ;  see,  how  he  butts  ! 

Phil.  Coomes,  Coomes,  put  up  ; '  my  frieud  and 
thou  art  friends. 

CooMES.  I'll  hear  him  say  so  first. 

Phil.  Frank,  prythee,  do  ;  bo  friend-s,  and  t*ll 
him  Ri), 

FliAN.  Go  to,  I  am. 

BoT.  Put  up,  sir ;  and  ye  be  a  man,  put  up. 

Cogues,  I  am  eaaily  persuaded,  boy, 

Phil.  Ah,  ye  mad  slave ! 

G00UE8.  Come,  oome,  a  couple  of  whoreroastt^rs 
1  found  ye,  and  so  I  leave  ye.  [Sxit. 

Phil.  Lo,  Frank,  dost  thou  not  see  he's  drunk. 
That  twits  thee'  witji  thy  disposition  J 

Fran.  What  disposition  t 

Phil.  Nan  Lawson,  Nan  Lawson. 

Frax.  Nay,  then 

Phii.  Go  to,  yo  wag,  'tis  well  r 
If  ever  ye  get  a  wife,  i'  faith  I'll  tell. 
Sirrah,  at  home  we  have  a  servingman ; 
He  is*  not  humour'd  bluntly  as  Coomes  is. 
Yet  his  condition  "  makes  me  often  merry  : 
I'll  tell  thee,  sirrah,  he's  a  fine  neat  fellow, 
A  spruce  slave  ;  I  warrant  ye,  he  will  *  have 
His  cruel  garters '  cross  about  the  knee. 
His  woollen  hose  as  wliito  as  th'  diiveii  snow, 


>  [Meaning  &  larern  oF  Ibat  name.] 

*  Shekthe  yoar  Kward.  '  EdiU.,  nu. 

'■  (Old  copy,  Ht'f.]    Read,  for  the  metre,  /It  it 
'  i.e.  Qusllty,  dispoaltion. 

*  (Uld  copies,  he'a.]     Keatl,  for  the  metre,  ht  1 
'  [Kino  wonted.] 
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Ilia  shoes  ilry-loatliev  neat,   and   tiuii 

ribljons, 
A  nosegay  bound  with  laccs  in  his  hat — 
"  ■ '  jlaces,  sir— and  his  hat  all  greeu,^ 

Q  coverlet  for  such  a  graBa-green  wit 
"  The  sooBe  that  grazeth  on  the  green,"  quotli  he, 
"  May  I  eat  on,  when  you  shall  huried  be  ! " 
All  proverlw  is  his  speech,  he's  proverbs  all. 
Fran.  Wliy  si>eak3  he  proverbs  I 
Phil.  Because  he  would  speak  truth, 
And  proverbs,  you'll  confess,  are  old-said  sooth. 
Fran.  I  like  this  well,  and  one  day  I  will  see 
him  : 
But  shall  we  parti 

Phil.  Not  yut,  I'll  bring  ye  somewhat  on  your 
way. 
And  as  we  go,  between  your  boy  and  you 
I'll    know    where   that  brave  piuncer  stands   at 
livery. 
Fran,  Come,  come,  you  shall  jiot 
Phil.  P  faith,  I  will.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  MASTER  Barnes  ami  hit  Wife. 

Mr  Bar.  Wife,  in  my  mind  to-day  you  were  to 
blame, 
Although  my  patience  did  not  blame  ye  for  it : 
Methought  the  rales  of  love  and  neighbourhood 
Did  not  direct  your  thoughts ;  all  indiscreet' 
Were  your  proceedings  in  the  entertain 
Of  them  that  I  invited  to  my  house. 
Nay,  stay,  I  do  not  chide,  but  counsel,  wife. 
And  ill  the  mildest  manner  that  I  may  : 
You  need  not  view  me  with  a  servant's  eye, 
Whose  vassal^  senses  tremble  at  the  look 
Of  his  displeased  master.     O  my  wife. 
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I'  myself!  when  » 


H  fault  in  (<i 


Self  is  sin-nlistinalc,  if  self  i\Tiicnd  n 
Indeed,  I  saw  a  fault  in  thee  myself, 
And  it  hath  set  a  foil  upon  thy  fame. 
Not  as  the  foil  doth  grace  the  diamond. 

Mrs  Bar.  What  fAult,  sir,  did  you  see  in  me  to- 
day) 

Mr  Bar  0,  do  not  set  the  organ  of  thy  voice 
On  such  a  grunting  key  of  discontent ! 
Do  not  deform  the  beauty  of  thy  tongue 
With  such  misshapen  answers.     Hough  wrathfid 

words 
Are  bastards  got  by  rashness  in  the  thoughts  ; 
Fair  demeanours  are  virtue's  nuptial  babes. 
The  offspring  of  the  well -instructed  soul ; 
0,  let  them  call  thee  mother,  then,  my  wife  ! 
So  seem  not  barren  of  good  courtesy. 

Mrs  Bar.  So  ;  have  ye  done  I 

Mr  Bar.  Ay,  and  I  had  done  well. 
If  you  would  do  what  I  advise  for  well 

Mrs  Bar.  Wlmt's  that  1 

Mr  Bar.  Which  is,  that  you  would  bu  good 
friends 
With  Mistress  Goursey. 

Mrs  Bar.  With  Mistress  Goursey  I 

Mb  Bar  Ay,  sweet  wife. 

Mrs  Bar.  Not  bo,  sweet  husband. 

Mr  Bar.  Gould  you  but  show  me  any  grounded 

Mrs  Bar.  The  grounded  cause  I  ground,  be- 
cause I  will  not. 

Mr  Bar.  Your  will  hath  little  reason,  then,  I 
think. 

Mr8  Bar.  Yes,  sir,  my  reason  cqualleth  my 
will. 

Mr  Bar.  Let's  hear  your  reason,  for  your  will 
id  great. 

Mrs  Bar.  Why,  for  1  will  not 


OF   rtlilNGTON. 
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Mr  Bab,  Is  all  your  reason  "for  I  wiil  not," 
wikt 
Now,  by  my  soul,  I  held  yo  for  more  wise, 
Discreet,  and  of  more  tcmp'rature  in  sense. 
Than  in  a  sullen  humour  to  alTect 
That   woman's'    will — borne,    common,    scholar 
Oft  have  I  heard  a  timely-married  girl,      [phrase: 
That  newly  left  to  call  her  mother  mam, 
Her  father  dad  :  but  yesterday  come  from 
"  That's  my  good  girl,  God  send  thee  a  good  hus- 

And  now  being  taught  to  speak  the  uaroe  of  hus- 
band, 
Win,  when  she  would  be  wanton  in  her  will. 
If  her  husband  ask'd  her  why,  say  "for  I  will." 
Have  I  chid  men  for^  [an]  unmanly  choice. 
That  would  not  fit  their  years  I  have  I  seen  thee 
Pupil   such    green  young   things,    and    with  thy 

counsel 
Tutor  their  wits  I  and  art  thou  now  infected 
With  this  disease  of  imperfection  1 
I  blush  for  thee,  ashamed  at  thy  shame. 

Mrs  Bar.  A  shame  on  her  that  makes  thee  rate 

me  so! 
Mr  Bar.  0  black-mouth'd  rage,  thy  breath  ia 
boisterous. 
And  thou  mak'st  virtue  shake  at  tliis  high  storm  ! 
She  is*  of  gowi  report ;  I  know  thou  know'st  it. 
Mrs  Bar  She  is  not,  not  I  know  not,  but  I 
know 
Tliat  thou  dost  love  her,  therefore  think'st  her  so ; 
Thou  bear'st  with  her,  because  she  bears  with  thee. 
Thou  may'st  be  ashamed  to  stand  in  her  defence  : 
She  is  a  strum|>et,  and  thou  art  no  honest  man 


>  So  •eoond  »dit.     First  edit.  waiK»'>. 
•  Qy.  far  an  I 

>  [Old  Gopiin,  Sht't.]    Read,  for  the  a 
VOL.  VII. 
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To  stani!  in  her  defence  against  tliy  wife. 

If  I  catch  her  in  my  walk,  now,  by  Uock'a'  bones, 

I'll  scratch  out  both  her  eyes. 

Mr  Bar.  0  God  ! 

Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  never  say  "0  God"  for  the 
matter : 
Thou  art  the  cause ;  thou  bad'st  her  to  my  house, 
Only  to  blear  the  eyes  of  Goursey,  tlid'at  not  ? 
But  I  will  send  him  word,  I  warrant  tbee. 
And  ere  I  sleep  too,  tniBt  upon  it,  sir.  [Sxit. 

Mr   Bar.  Mcthinks  this  is  a  mighty  fault  in 
her; 
I  could  be  angry  with  her ;  0,  if  I  be  so, 
I  shall  but  put  a  link  unto  a  torch. 
And  so  give  greater  light  to  see  Iier  fault 
I'll  ratlier  smother  it  in  melancholy  : 
Nay,  wisdom  bids  me  shun  that  passion ; 
Then  I  will  study  for  a  remedy. 
I  have  a  daughter, — now,  heaven  invocate, 
She  be  not  of  like  spirit  as  her  mother ! 
If  BO,  she'll  be  a  plague  unto  her  husband. 
If  that  he  be  not  patient  and  discreet. 
For  that  I  hold  the  ease  of  all  such  trouble. 
Well,  well,  I  would  my  daughter  had  a  husband. 
For  I  would  see  how  she  would  demean  herself 
In  that  estate  ;  it  may  be,  ill  enough,— 
And,  ao  God  shall  help  me,  well-remembered  now  ! 
Frank  Goursey  is  his  father's  son  and  heir : 
A  youth  that  in  my  heart  I  have  good  hope  on ; 
My  senses  say  a  match,  my  soul  applauds 
The  motion  :  0,  but  his  lands  are  great, 
He  will  look  high ;  why,  I  will  strain  myself 
To  make  her  dowry  equal  with  lus  land. 
Good  faith,  and  'twere  a  match,  'twould  be  a  means 
To  make  their  mothers  friends.      I'll  call  my 
daughter, 

'  A  corrupiion  of  daiTi. 


Mall  Father,  here  I  am. 
Mr  Bar.  Wliere  is  your  mother  1 
Mali..  I  saw  her  not,  forsooth,  a 
she 
Went  walking  both  together  to  tlie  ganlen, 

Mb  Bar.  Dost  thou  hear  me,  girl  1  I  muet  dis- 
pute with  thee. 
Mall.  Father,  the  queation  then  must  not  be 
hard, 
For  I  am  veiy  weak  in  argument. 

Me  Bar.   Well,  this  it  is;   I  say  'lia  good  to 

Mall.  And  this  say  I,  'tis  not  good  to  marry. 
Mr  Bab.  Were  it  not  good,  then  all  men  would 

not  marry; 
But  now  they  do. 

Mall.  Marry,  not  all ;  hut  it  is  good  to  marry, 
Mb  Bar.  Ib  it  both  good  and  bad ;  how  can 

this  bel 
Mall.  Why,  it  is  good  to  them  that  marry  well ; 
To  them  that  marry  ill,  no  greater  hell. 

Mr  Bab.    If  thou  miglit  marry  well,  wouldst 

thou  agree  1 
Mall.  1  cannot  tell ;  heaven  must  appoint  for 

Mr  Bar.  Weneh,  1  am  studying  for  thy  good 

indeed. 
Mall.  My  hopes  and  duty  wish  your  thoughta 

good  speed. 
Mr  Bar.  But  tell  me,  wencli,  hast  tlion  a  mind 

to  marry ! 
Mall.  This  question  is  too  hard  for  baahfulness  ; 
And,  father,  now  ye  pose  ray  moilesty. 
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I  am  a  maid,  and  when  ye  ask  mo  thm, 

I,  like  a  maid,  must  blush,  look  palo  and  wan. 

And  then  look  red '  again  ;  for  we  change  colour, 

As  our  thoughts  change.     With  true-fac'd  passion 

Of  modest  maidenhead  I  could  adorn  me. 

And  to  your  question  make  a  eober  cour'eey, 

And  with  close-clipp'd  civility  be  silent ; 

Or  else  say  "  No,  forsooth,"  or  "  Ay,  forsooth." 

If  I  said,  "  No,  forsooth,"  I  lied  foraooth  : 

To  lie  upon  myself  were  deadly  siii, 

Therefore  I  will  speak  truth  and  shame  the  devil 

Father,  when  first  I  heard  ye  name  a  husband. 

At  that  same  v^ry  time  my  spirits  quickened. 

Despair  before  had  kill'd  them,  they  were  dead : 

Because  it  was  my  hap  so  long  to  tarrj-, 

I  was  persuaded  I  should  never  marry ; 

And  sitting  sewing  thus  upon  the  ground, 

I  fell  in  tranre  of  meditation  ; 

But  coming  to  myself,  "  O  Lord,"  said  I, 

"  Shall  it  he  so  T  must  I  unmarried  die  1 '' 

And,  being  angry,  father,  farther.  Bald — 

"  Now,  by  Saint  Anne,  I  will  not  die  a  maid  !" 

Good  faith,  before  I  came  to  this  ripe  growth, 

I  did  accuse  the  labouring  time  of  sloth  ; 

Melhought  the  year  did  run  but  slow  about. 

For  I  thought  each  year  ten  I  was  without 

Being  fourteen  and  toward  the  tother  year, 

GowILord,  thought  I,  fifteen  will  ne'er  he  here  ! 

For  1  have  heard  my  mother  say  that  then 

Pretty  maids  were  fit  for  handsome  men  ; 

Fifteen  past,  sixteen,  and  seventeen  too. 

What,  thought  I,  will  not  this  husband  do  1 

Will  no  man  marry  me  1  have  men  forsworn 

Such  beauty  and  such  youth  ?  shall  youth  be  worn 

As  rich  men's  gowns,  more  with  age  than  use  1 

Why,  then  I  let  restrained  fancy  loose. 


'  [OM  c 
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Mall.  Ay,  sometliiug  .that  as  good  an  notliing 

was. 
Mrs  Bar.  Come,  let  me  hear  that  something- 
nothing,  then. 
Mall.  Nothing  but  of  a  husband  for  me,  mother. 
Mils  Bar.  A  tiusband !  that  was   something ; 

but  what  husband } 
Mall.  Nay,  faith,  I  know  not,  mother :  would 

I  did  I 
Mrs  Bar  Ay,  "  would  ye  did  1"  i'  faith,  are  ye 

80  hasty ) 
Mall.  Hasty,  mother !  why,  how  old  am  11 
Mhs  Bar.  Too  young  to  marry. 
Malu  Nay,  by  the  mass,  ye  lie. 

Mother,  bow  ohi  were  you  when  you  did  marry  1 
Mbs  Bar.  How  old  soe'er  I  was,  yet  you  shall 

tarry. 
Mall.  Then  the  worse  for  me.     Hark,  mother, 
bark  I 
The  priest  forgets  that  e'er  lie  was  a  clerk  : 
When  you  were  at  my  years,  I'll  liold  ray  life. 
Your  mind  was  to  change  maidenhead  for  wife. 
Pardon  me,  mother,  1  ara  of  your  mind. 
And,  by  my  troth,  t  take  it  but  by  kind.' 
Mrs  Bar.  Do  ye  hear,  daughter  1  you  shall  stay 

my  leisure. 
Mall.  Do  you  hear,  mother  ?  would  you  stay 
from  pleasure, 
\Vlien  ye  have  mind  to  it!     Go  to,  there's  no 

wrong 
Like  this,  to  let  maids  lie  alone  so  lon^ : 
I^ong  alone  they  muse  but  in  thtir  beds. 
How  they  might   lose    their  long-kept    maiden- 
head a 
This  is  tbe  cause  there  is  so  many  scapes, 
For  women  that  are  wise  will  not  lead  apes 
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Liglit  u-luvu,  sliort-liBele  !     Mistresa  Goursey 
Call  her  ^ain,  and  tliou  wert  better  uo. 

Phil.  0  my  dear  mother,  have  some  jtatience  ! 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  air,  liave  patience,  and  see  your 
father 
To  rifle  up  the  treasure  of  my  love. 
And  play  thu  spendtlirift  upon  such  an  harlot ! 
This  some  will  make  me  have  patience,  wilt  it  not  i 

Phil.  Thie  same  is  women's  most  impatience  : 
Yet,  mother,  I  have  often  heard  ye  say. 
That  you  have  found  my  fatlier  temperate. 
And  ever  free  from  such  affections. 

Mrs  Bab,  Ay,  till  ^  my  too  much  love  did  glut 
his  thoughte. 
And  make  him  seek  for  chanfre. 
Phil  0,  change  your  mind  I 
My  father  bears  more  cordial  lovo  to  you. 

Mrs  Bar.  Thou  Heat,  thou  lieat,  for  hu  loves 
Goursey's  wife, 
Not  me. 

Phil.  Now  I  swear,  mother,  you  are  much  to 
blame; 
I  durst  lie  sworn  he  loves  you  as  his  soul. 

Mrs  Bar.  Wilt  thou  be  pampererl  by  affection  t 
Will  nature  teach  thee  such  vild  '  perjury  1 
Wilt  thou  be  sworn,  ay,  forsworn,*  careless  boy  1 
And  if  thou  awear't,  I  say  he  loves  me  not 

Phil.  [Mother]  he  loves*  ye  but  too  well,  I  swear. 
Unless  ye  knew  much  letter  how  to  use  him. 

Mrs  Bar.  Doth  he  so,  sir  ?  thou  unnatural  boy ! 
"  Too  well,"  sayest  thou  ?  that  word  shall  cost  thee' 

Eomewhat : 
0  monstrous  !  have  I  brought  thee  up  to  this  i 
"  Too  well ! "    O  unkind,  wicked,  and  degenerate, 

■  So  second  tin.     First  edit.,  ttll.  '  t.e..  Vile. 
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'  So  ucond  edIL    Fiitt  edit.,  Ott. 
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Hast  thou  tlie  heart  to  say  so  of  thy  mother  J 
Well,  God  will  plague  thee  for't,  I  warrant  thee  ; 
Out  on  thee,  villain  !  fie  Qpon  thee,  wretch  ! 
Out  of  my  eight,  out  of  my  sight,  1  nay  '. 

Phil.  This  air  is  pleasant,  and  doth  please  me 

And  here  I  wUl  stay. 

Mrs  Bar.  Wilt  thou,  stubborn  villain  t 


BiUfr  Mr  Barses. 

Mr  Bar,  How  now,  what's  the  matter! 

Mrs  Bar.  Thou  sett'st  thy  son  to  scoff  and  moi^k 
at  me: 
le't  not  sufficient  I  am  wroug'd  of  thee. 
But  ho  must  be  an  agent  to  abuse  me  t 
Must  I  be  subject  to  my  cradle  too ) 

0  God,  0  God,  amend  it !  [SxiL 
Mr  Bar.  Why,  how  now,  Philiji  1  is  this  tnio, 

my  soul 
Phil.  Dear  father,  ^he  is  much  impatient ; 
Ne'er  let  that  hand  assist  me  in  my  ueed. 
If  I  more  said  than  that  she  thou{;ht  amiss 
To  think  that  you  were  so  licentious  given ; 
And  thus  much  more,  when  she  inferr'd  it  more, 

1  swore  an  oath  you  lov'd  her  but  too  well : 
In  that  as  guilty  I  do  hold  myself. 

Now  that  I  come  to  more  considerate  trial, 

I  know  my  fault ;  I  aliould  have  borne  with  her : 

Blame  me  for  rashness,  then,  not  for  want  of  duty. 

Mr  Bar.  I  do  absolve  thee ;   and  come  hither, 
Philip : 
I  have  writ  a  letter  unto  Master  Goursey, 
And  I  will  tell  thee  the  contents  thereof; 
But  tell  me  first,   think'st  thou  Frank  Goursey 
loves  thee ! 

Phil.  If  that  a  man  devoted  to  a  man. 
Loyal,  religious  iu  love's  hallowed  vows — 
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It'  t1i:it  a  mau  that  is  sale  kbouraoniQ 
To  work  his  own  thoughts  tu  his  frieml's  delight, 
May  purchase  good  opinion  with  his  friend, 
Then  I  may  say,  I  have  done  this  so  well, 
Tliat  I  may  think  Frank  Goursey  loves  me  well. 

Mr  Bar.  'Tis  well ;  and  I  am  much  deceived  in 
him. 
And  if  he  be  not  sober,  wise,  and  valiant. 

Phil.  I  hope  my  father  takes  me  for  thus  wise, 
I  will  not  glue  myself  in  love  to  one 
Tiiat  hath  not  some  desert  of  virtue  in  him  ; 
Whate'er  you  think  of  him,  believe  me,  father, 
He  will  be  answerable  to  your  thoughts 
In  any  quality  commendable, 

Mr  Bar.  Thou  cheer'st  my  hopes  in  him ;  and, 
in  good  faith, 
Thon'st '  made  my  love  complete  unto  thy  friend  : 
Philip,  I  love  him,  and  I  love  hira  so, 
I  could  afford  him  a  good  wife,  1  know, 

Phil.  Father,  a  wife  ! 

Mr  Bar.  Phihp,  a  wife. 

PnrL.  I  lay  my  life — my  sister  ! 

Mr  Bar.  Ay,  in  good  faith. 

Phil.  Then,  father,  he  shall  have  her  ;  lie  shall, 

Mr  Bar.  How  canst  thou  say  so,  knowing  not 
his  mind  1 

Phil.    All's  one  for  that ;    I  will  go    to  him 
straight. 
Father,  if  you  wonld  seek  this  seven-years'-day. 
You  could  not  find  a  fitter  match  for  her ; 
And  he  shall  have  her,  I  swear  he  shall ; 
Ho  were  as  good  be  hanged,  as  once  deny  *  her. 
r  faith,  ril  to  him. 

Mr  Bah.  Hairbrain,  hairbroin,  stay  ! 
As  yet  we  do  not  know  Ms  father's  mind  : 


io  Becond  edit.    First  edtL,  TAauM. 
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Why,  what  will  Master  Gouraey  say,  my  son. 
If  wo  should  motion  it  without  hia  knowledge  1 
Go  to,  he'8  a  wise  and  discreet  £«ntleniaQ, 
And  that  expecte  from  me  all  honest  parts  ; 
Nor  shall  he  fail  his  expectation  ; 
First  I  do  moon  to  make  htm  privy  to  it : 
Philip,  tliis  letter  is  to  tliat  effect. 

PaiL.  Father,  for  God's '  sake,  send  it  quickly, 
then  : 
I'll  call  your  man.     What,  Hugh  !  where's  Hugh, 
there,  ho  t 

Mr  Ear.  Philip,  if  this  would  prove  a  match, 
It  were  the  only  means  that  could  be  found 
To   make   thy    mother   friends    with    Mistress 
Goursey. 

Phil.  How,  a  match  !  Ill  warrant  ye,  a  match. 
My  sister's  fair,  Frank  Goursey  ho  is  rich ; 
Her'  dowry,  too,  will  be  sufficient; 
Frank's  young,*  and  youth  is  apt  to  love  ; 
And,  hy  my  troth,  my  sister's  maidenhead 
Stands  like  a  game  at  tennis :  if  the  ball 
Ilit  into  the  hole,  or  hazard,  farewell  all  ; 

Mb  Bab.  How  now,  where's  Hugh  1 

[Enter  NICHOLAS.] 

Phil.  Why,  what  doth  this  proverbial  with  us  1 
Why,  where's  Hugh  1 

Mb  Bar,  Peace,  peace. 

Phil.  Where's  Hugh,  I  say ) 

Mr  Bar,  Be  not  so  hasty,  Philip. 

Phil.  Father,  let  me  alone, 
I  do  it  but  to  make  myself  some  sport. 


'  So  TCPond  edit.     First  edit.,  Gadt. 

'  Edit*..  Nil. 
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Thia  format  fool,  your  man,  spoake  nought  but 

proverbs, 
And  speak  men  what  they  can  to  him,  lie')!  answer 
With  some  rbynie-rotten  seutenue  or  old  saying. 

Such  spokes  as  th'  ancient  of  the  pnrish  use, 
With,  "  Neighbour,   'tis   an    old    proverb   and   a 

true, 
Goose  giblete  are  good  meat,  old  sack  Iietter  than 

Then  says  anotlier,  "  Neighbour,  that  is  true ; " 
And    when    each    man    hath    drunk   his   gallon 

round— 
A  penny  pot,  for  that's  the  old  man's  gallon — 
Then  doth  he  lick  his  lips,  and  stroke  tiia  beard. 
That's  glued  together  with  his  slavering  drojw 
Of  yeasty  ale,  and  when  he  scarce  can  trim 
Uifl  gouty  fingers,  thus  he'll  pliilUp  it. 
And  with  a  rotten  hem,  say,  "  Ay,  my  hearts, 
Merry  go  sorry  I  cock  and  pie,  my  hearts  "  ! 
But  then  their  saving  penny  proverb  comes. 
And  that  is  this,  "  They  that  will  ti)  the  wine, 
B/r   Lady'    mistress,    shall   lay  their   penny  to 

This  was  one  of  tiiis  penny-father's  ^  baatanls. 
For,  on  my  life,  he  was  never'  begot 
Without    the    consent   of    some   great   proverb- 
monger. 

Ma  Bah.  0,  ye  are  a  wag. 

Phil.  Well,  now  unto  my  business. 
'Swounds,  will  tliat  mouth,  that's  made  of  old-said 

saws 
And  nothing  else,  say  nothing  to  us  now  t 

NiCH.  0  Master  Philip,  forbear;  you  must  not 
leap  over  the  stile,  before  you  come  at  it ;  haste 
m^es  waste ;  soft  fire  makes  swuet  malt ;  not  too 
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fast  for  fulling ;    there's  no  linste    to  hong  true 

Phil.  Father,  we  ha't,  ye  Bee,  we  ha't.  Now 
will  I  Bee  if  my  memory  will  sen-e  for  some  pro- 
verbs too.  O — a  painted  cloth  were  as  well  worth 
a  ahilling  as  a  thief  worth  a  halt«r ;  well,  after  my 
hearty  commendations,  as  I  waa  at  the  making 
hereof;  so  it  is,  that  I  hope  as  you  speed,  so 
yon'resure;  a  swift  horse  will  tire,  but  he  that 
trots  easily  will  endure.  You  have  most  learnedly 
proverb'd  it,  commending  the  virtue  of  patience 
or  forbearance,  but  yet,  you  know,  forbearance  is 
no  quittance. 

NiCH.  I  promise  ye.  Master  Philip,  you  have 
spoken  as  true  as  steel. 

Phil.  Father,  there's  a  proverb  well  applied. 

NlCH.  And  it  seemeth  unto  me,  ay,  it  seems  to 
me,  that  yon.  Master  Philip,  mock  me ;  do  you 
not  know,  qui  mocai  mocabiiur  f  mock  age,  and  see 
how  it  will  prosi>er. 

Phil.  Why,  ye  whoreson  proverb-book  Iwuud 
up  in  folio, 
Have  ye  no  other  sense  to  answer  me 
But  every  word  a  pi-overb  1  i 
Well,  I'll  fulfil  a  proverb  o 

NicH.  What  is  it,  sir) 

Phil.  I'll  fetch  my  fist  from  thine  ear. 

NiCH.  Bear  witness,  he  threatens  me  I 

Phil.  That  same  is  the  coward's  common  pro- 

But  come,  come,  sirrah,  tell  me  where  Hugh  is. 

NicH.  I  may,  and  I  will ;  I  need  not,  except  I 
list ;  you  shall  not  command  me,  yon  give  me 
neither  meat,  drink,  nor  wages ;  I  am  your 
father's  man,  and  a  man's  a  man,  and  a  have  but 
a  hose  on  his  head ;  do  not  misuse  me  so,  do  not ; 


other  English  i 
a  thee  straight. 
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for  thoiiglk  lio  thul  is  Itotiuil  must  obuy,  yet  he 
that  will  not  tarry,  nrny '  run  away — so  Iih  may. 

Mr  Bar.  Peaco,  Nick,  I'll  see  he  shall  use  thee 
well; 
Go  to,  peace,  sirrah  :  here,  Nick,  titke  this  letter. 
Carry  it  to  him  to  whom  it  is  dirocteJ. 

Nice.  To  whom  is  it ) 

Mr  Bar.  Why,  read  it :  canst  thou  reail  1 

NiCH.  Forsooth,  though  none  of  the  boat,  yet 
meanly. 

Mr  Bar.  Wliy,  dost  thou  not  use  it  t 

NiCH.  Forsooth,  as  use  makes  [lerfectness,  so 
seldom  seen  is  soon  forgotten. 

Mr  Bar,  Well-said :  but  go ;   it  is  to  Master 
Goursey. 

Phil.   Now,  sir,  what  proverb  have  ye  to  deliver 
a  letter } 

Nicii.  What  need  you  to  care )  who  speaks  to 
you  t  you  may  speak  when  ye  are  spoken  to,  and 
keep  your  wind  to  cool  your  pottage.  Well,  well, 
you  are  my  roaster's  son,  and  you  look  for  his 
land ;  but  they  that  hope  for  dead  men's  shoes 
may  hap  go  barefoot :  take  heeil,  as  soon  goes  the 
young  sheep  to  the  pot  as  the  old.  I  pray  God 
save  my  master's  life,  for  seldom  comes  the 
l>etter  ! 

Phil.  0,  he  hath  given  it  me  I     Farewell,  Pro- 
verbs. 

NiCH.  Farewell,  frost* 

Phil.  Shall  I  tling  an  old  shoe  after  yet 

NiCH.  No ;    you  should  say.   God    send    fair 
weather  after  me ! 

Phil.  I  mean  for  good  luck. 

NiCH.  A  good  luck  on  ye  !  [Exit. 

Mr  Bar.  Alas,  poor  fool !  he  uses  all  his  wit. 


Philip,  in  faitli'  tbis  mirth  liatli  cli«eruJ  Llmuglit, 

And  cosen'd  it  of  bis  right  play  of  passioo. 

Go  after  Nick,  aud,  when  thou  think'at  he's  there. 

Go  in  and  urge  to  that  which  I  have  writ : 

I'll  in  these  meadows  make  a  circling  walk. 

And  in  my  meditation  conjure  so, 

As  that  same  ^  fiend  of  thought,  self-eating  anger, 

Shall  by  my  spells  of  reason  '  vanish  quite  : 

Away,  and  let  nie  hear  from  thee  to-night. 

Phil.  To-night !  yes,  that  you  shall :  but  hark 
ye,  father ; 
Look  tliat  you  my  sister  waking  keep. 
For  Frank,  I  swear,  shall  kiss  her,  ere  I  sleep. 

[BxeuMt. 

£Mer  FRANK  and  BoY. 

Fran,  I  am  very  dry  with  walking   o'er   the 
green. — 
Butler,  Bome  beer  !     Sirrah,  call  the  butler. 

Bov,  Nay,  faith,  sir,  we  mnat  have  some  smith 
to  give  tlie  butler  a  drench,  or  cut  him  in  the  fore- 
he  hath  got  a  horse's  disease,  namely  the 
staggers  ;  to-iiight  he's  a  good  huswife,  he  reels  all 
that  he  wrought  to-day ;  and  he  were  good  now  to 
play  at  dice,  for  he  cast«<  excellent  w^l. 

Fran.  How  mean'st  thou  1  is  he  drunk  1 

Boy.  I  cannot  tell ;  but  I  am  siire  he  hath  more 
liquor  in  him  than  a  whole  dicker  of  hides  ;  he's 
Boak'd  throughly,  i'  faith. 

Fran.  Well,  go  ami  call  him ;  bid  him  bring 
me  drink. 

Boy.  I  will,  sir.  [E^i. 


Bo  Bccond  edit.    First  edit 
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Fban.  My  mother  pouts,  auJ  will  lonk  merrily  | 
Neither  upon  my  father  nor  on  me  ; 
He  sayB  she  fell  out  with  Mistress  Bamea  to-day  ; 
Then  I  am  sure  they'll  not  be  quickly  friends. 
Good  Lord,  what  kind  of  creatures  women  are  ! 
Their  love  is  lightly  '  won  and  lightly  lost ; 
And  then  their  hate  is  deadly  and  extreme  : 
He  that  doth  take  a  wife  betakes  himself 
To  all  the  cares  and  troubles  of  the  world. 
Now  her  disquietnese  doth  grieve  my  father, 
Qrieves  me,  and  troubles  all  the  house  besides. 
What,  shall  I  have  some  drink  I     [Horn  toHtuitd   \ 

wiWii'n] — How  now  1  a  horn  \ 
Belike  the  drunken  knave  is  fall'n  asleep, 
And  now  the  boy  doth  wake  him  with  his  horiL 

EntfT  Boy. 

How  now,  sirrah,  wliere's  the  butler  I 

Boy.  Marry,  sir,  where  he  was  even  now,  asleep ; 
hut  1  wak'd  him,  and  wlien  ho  wak'd  he  thoudit 
he  was  in  Master  Barnes's  butt«ry,  for  he  stretcn'd 
himself  thus,  and  yawning,  said,  "  Nick,  honest 
Nick,  fill  a  freah  bowl  of  ale  ;  stand  to  it,  Nick, 
and  thou  beest  a  man  of  God's  making,  stand  to 
it ;"  and  then  I  winded  my  horn,  and  he's  hom- 

Eiiter  Hodge. 

Hod.  Boy,  hey  1  ho,  boy !  and  thou  beest  a 
man,  draw.  —0,  here's  a  blessed  moonshine,  God 
be  thanked  ! — Boy,  is  not  tliis  goodly  weather  for 
barley  1 

Boy.  Spoken  like  a  right  malster,  Hodge :  but 
dost  thou  hear  1  thou  art  not  drunk  1 

Hod.  No,  I  scorn  that,  i'  faith. 


.,  EuJlf. 
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3U5 
i  mightily 


le  OH  it,  when  a  man  can- 
1  'iiblood,  I'll  stand  to  it. 
e,    nnd    thou  canst  stand 


BOY.i  But  thy  feUi 
(Inink. 

Hod.  Drunk  I  a  jila^ 
not  carry  his  drink  well 

Boy.  "Hold,  man  ;   st 
first. 

Hod.  Drunk  I  lie'a  a  beast,  and  lie  be  drunk  ; 
there's  no  man  that  is  a  sober  nian  will  lie  drunk  ; 
he's  a  boy,  and  he  be  drunk. 

Bor.  No,  he's  a  man  as  thou  art. 

Hod.  Thus  'tis,  when  a  man  will  not  be  ruled 
by  his  friends  :  I  bad  him  keep  under  the  lee,  but 
he  ke|>t  down  the  weather  two  bows  ;  I  told  him 
he  would  be  taken  with  a  planet,  hut  the  wisest  of 
us  all  may  fall. 

Boy.  True,  Hodge.  [Bo;/  tt-ifs  Am. 

Hod.  Whoop  !  lend  me  thy  hand,  Dick,  I  am 
fall'n  into  a  well  ;  lend  me  thy  hand,  I  shall  be 
drowned  else. 

Boy.  Hold  fast  by  the  bucket,  Hodge. 

Hod.  a  rope  on  it ! 

Boy.  Ay,  there  is  a  rope  on  it ;  but  where  art 
thou,  Hodge  1 

Hod.  In  a  well ;  I  piythee,  draw  up. 

Boy.  Come,  give  up  thy  body  ;  wind  u]),  hoist 

Hod.  I  am  over  head  and  ears. 

Boy.  In  all,  Hodge,  tn  alL 

Fkan.  How  loathsome  is  this  beast-man's  shape 

This  mould  of  reason  so  nnreasonable  :— 

Sirrah,  why  dost  thou  trip  him  down,  seeing  he's 

drunk) 
Boy,    Because,   sir,   I   would   have   drunkards 

cheap,  ^ 
FbaN.  How  mean  yet 
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Boy.  Why,  tlicy  say  that,  when  anything  hath 
H  fall,  it  is  cheap  ;  a»d  eo  of  drunkards. 

Fran.  Go  to,  help  him  up  :  [A'noel-ing  mthovt] 
but,  hark,  who  knocks ) 

[Boy  gort  to  the  dnor,  and  Trtunu.\ 

Boy,  Sir,  here's  one  of  Master  Barnes's  men 
with  a  letttir  to  ray  old  master. 

Fran.  Which  of  tliem  is  iti 

Boy.  They  call  him  Nicholas,  eir. 

Fran.  Go,  call  him  iu.  [Exit  BoY.] 

Enter  CoOMKS. 

COOUES.  By  your  leave,  ho  !  How  now,  young 
master,  how  ia't  1 

FbAN,  Look  yc,  sirrah,  where  your  fellow  lies  ; 
He's '  in  a  tine  taking,  is  he  not } 

CooMES.  Whoop,  Hodge  I  where  ait  thou,  man, 
where  art  thou  1 

Hod.  0,  in  a  well. 

CousiES,  In  a  well,  man  I  nay,  then,  thou  art 
deep  in  understanding. 

Fran.  Ay.  once  to-day  you  were  almost  so,  air. 

CooMEs.  Who,  I !  go  to,  young  master,  I  do 
not  like  this  humour  in  ye,  I  tell  ye  true;  give 
every  man  liis  due,  and  give  him  no  more  :  say  I 
was  in  such  a  case  !  go  to,  'tis  the  greatest  indig- 
nation that  can  be  offered  to  a  man  ;  and,  but  a 
man's  more  godlier  given,  you  were  able  to  make 
him  swear  out  his  heart-blood.  What,  though 
that  honest  Hodge  have  cut  his  finger  here,  or, 
as  some  say,  cut  a  feather:  what,  though  he  be 
mump,  misled,  blind,  or  as  it  were — 'tis  no  conse- 
quent to  me  ;  you  know  I  have  dnmk  all  the  ale- 
houses in  Abington  dry,  and  laid  tlie  taps  on  the 
tables,  when  I  had  lione  :  'sblood,  I'll  challenge  all 

'  Itcad,  fur  llie  mcli'e,  Hr  it. 


e  tnie  rob-pots  in  Europe  to  leap  up  tii  t! 
in  a  barrel  of  beer,  and  if  I  cnnnot  drink  it  down 
to  my  foot,  ere  I  leave,  and  tlien  set  the  tap  in 
the  midst  of  the  house,  and  then  turn  a  good  turn 
on  the  toe  on  it,  let  me  be  counted  nobody,  a 
pingler,' — nay,  let  me  be  *  bound  to  ilrink  notliiny 
but  amall-beer  seven  years  after — and  I  liail  a« 
lief  be  hanged, 

EhUt  Nicholas. 

Fran.  Peace,  sir,   I  must   speak  with   one. — 
Nicholas,  I  think,  your  name  is. 

NiCH.  True  as  the  skin  between  your  brows. 

Fran.  Well,  how  dotli  thy  master  I 

NiCH.   Forsooth,  live,   and   the    beat   dotli    no 

better. 
Fran,  Where  is  the  letter  he  hath  sent  me  ? 
NiCH.  Ecct  npnum  I  here  it  is. 
Fran.  'Tis  right  as  Philip  said,  'tis  a  fine  fool 

This  letter  is  directed  to  my  father  ; 

111   carry  it  to  him.     Dick  Coomes,  make  him 

drink.  \ExU. 

COOHES.  Ay,  111  make  him  drunk,'  and  he  will 


'  EqDivi|Ienl  to — poor,  contemplibtc  fellow  :  but  I  mUBt 
le«ve  Ihe  reader  to  determine  the  eind  meaning  of  tliia 
lenn  of  reproach.  As  ptn^e  BiEmGes  a  small  crafc,  Narea 
(citing  a  piaaage  from  Lyly'a  "  Euphuea")  eaya  thai  pivyier 
i*  "probably  a  Ubonring  borae.  kept  bv  a  fanner  in  hia 
bom«*tetd.''  "QloBa."  in  v.— In  Brocketfa  "  Qloaa.  of 
North  Countiy  Words  "  ia  "  Pi-nglt,  lo  work  aMrduomly 


but  inefficientlT.— lo  labour  until   jo 

are  almont  blind.'' 

In  Forbv'a  '■  Vocab.  of  Eait  Anglia' 

we  finil,  "Fiuytr.  lo 

pick  one's  food,  to  eat  aqueamiahlv  :" 

and  in  Moor-B"Sut- 

See  also  Jamieioa'a 

"  Et.  DieL  of  Scott.  Lang." 

^  So  second  edit.     Not  in  first  edit. 

'  So  second  edit.     Kir«t  edit.,  ,lri.xk 

NiCH.  Sot  so,  Rkhard 

Dick  '  [CooMEs].  Well,  Nidiolna,  as  thou  art 
Nicholas,  welcome ;  but  aa  tliou  art  Nicholas  and 
a.  boon  cotnpauion,  ten  times  wele-ome.  Nicholas, 
give  me  thy  hand  :  sliall  we  be  merry  1  and  we 
shall,  say  but  we  uliall,  and  let  the  first  word 
Btand. 

NiCH.  Iiideed,  a»  long  lives  the  merry  man  ae 
the  sad ;  an  ounee  of  debt  will  not  pay  a  pound  of 

C0OME3.  Nay,  a,  pound  of  care  will  not  pay  an 
ounce  of  debt. 

Nita,  Well,  'tie  a  good  horse  never  stumbles  : 
but  who  lies  here  1 

CooM£3.  'Tis  our  Hodge,  and  I  think  he  lies 
asleep :  you  made  him  drunk  at  your  house  to- 
day ;  but  I'll  pepper  some  of  you  for't. 

Nlc'H.  Ay,  Kichard,  I  know  you'll  put  a  man 
over  the  shoes,  and  if  you  can ;  but  he's  a  fool  will 
take  more  than  will  do  him  good. 

CooMES.  'Sblood,  ye  shall  take  more  than  will  do 
ye  good,  or  I'll  moke  ye  clap  un<ler  the  table. 

Mick.  Nay,  1  hope,  as  I  have  temperance  to 
forbear  drink,  so  have  1  patience  to  endure  drink : 
I'll  do  as  company  doth  ;  for  when  a  man  doth  to 
Borne  come,  he  must  do  as  there  is  done.' 

CooHES.  Ha,  my  resolved  Nick,  froligonene  I 
Fill  the  pot,  hostess ;  swouns,  you  whore  !  Harry 
Hook's  a  ra,scal.  Help  me,  but  caiTy  my  fellow 
Hodge  in,  and  we'll  c'rouse  *  it,  i'  faith.      [SxeuiU. 


OF  ABISGTON, 


EiUrr  Philip. 


Pen-  By  this,  I  think,  the  letter  is  delivered. 
And  'twill  be  ahortly  time  that  I  step  in. 
And  woo  their  favours  for  my  sister's  fortune : 
And  yet  I  need  not ;  she  may  do  as  well, 
But  yet  not  better,  as  the  case  doth  stand. 
Between  our  mothers  ;  it  may  make  them  frienils  ; 
Nay,  I  would  swear  that  she  would  do  as  well. 
Were  ahe  a  stranger  to  one  quality. 
But  they  are  so  acquainted,  they'll  ne'er  part. 
Why,  she  will  flout  the  devil,  and  make  blush 
The  boldest  face  of  man  that  e'er  man  saw ; 
He  that  hath  best  opinion  of  bia  wit, 
And  hath  his  brainpan  fraught  with  bitt«r  jests. 
Or  of  his  own,  or  atol'n,  or  howsoever, 
Let  him  stand  ne'er  so  high  in  his  own  conceit, 
Her  wit's  a  sun  that  melts  hiiu  down  like  butter, 
And  makes  him  sit  at  table  pancake-wise, 
Flat,  flat,  God  knows,  and  ne'er  a  word  to  say  ; 
Yet  she'll  not  leave  him  then,  but  like  a  tyrant 
She'll  persecute  the  poor  wit-beaten  man, 
And  so  bebang  him  with  dry  bobs  and  scoffs. 
When  he  is  down,  most  coward-like,  good  faith, 
Ah  I  have  pitied  the  poor  patient. 
There  came  a  farmer's  son  a-wooing  to  her, 
A  proper  man  :  well-landed  too  he  was, 
A  man  that  for  his  wit  need  not  to  ask 
What  time  a  year  'twere  good  to  sow  bis  oats. 
Nor  yet  his  barley  ;  no,  nor  when  to  reap. 
To  plough  his  fallows,  or  to  fell  his  trees, 
Well-experieiic'd  thus  each  kind  of  way  ; 
After  a  two  months'  labour  at  the  most— 
And  yet  'twas  well  he  held  it  out  so  long — 
He  left  his  love,  she  hwl  so  lao'd  his  lips 
He  could  say  nothing  to  her  but  "God  be  with 

Wliy  she,  when  iiiun  luve  din'd  and  call  for  cheese, 
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This  match  is  answerable  to  Cliy  biith  ; 
Her  blood  and  portiou  give  each  other  grace  ; 
Theae  indenteil  lines  promise  a  sum, 
And  I  do  like  the  value  :  if  it  hap 
Thy  liking  to  accord  to  my  cooseut, 
It  is-a  match.     Wilt  thou  go  see  the  maid  I 
Fran.  Ne'er  trust  me,  father,  the  shackles '  of 
marriage, 
Wliicb  I  du  see  in  others,  seem  so  severe, 
I  dare  not  put  my  youngling  liberty 
Under  the  awe  of  that  inatructioQ  ; 
And  yet  1  grant  the  limits  of  free  youth 
Going  astray  are  often  restrain 'd  by  that. 
But  mistress  wedlock,  to  my  scholar  thoughts, 
Will  he  too  cursM.  I  fear :  0,  should  she  snip 
My  pleas  are- aiming  mind,  1  sha)l  be  sad, 
And  swear,  when  I  did  marry,  I  was  mad  ! 
Mb  Gour.  But,  boy,  let  my  experieiite  teach 
thee  this — 

^K  Yet,    in    good    faith,    tiiou    speak'st    not    niiich 

^H  amiss — 

^^^  When  &rst  thy  mother's  fame  to  me  did  come, 

^^^  Thy  grandsire  thus  then  wime  to  me  his  son, 

^^^  And  even  my  words  to  tliee  to  me  he  said, 

^^H  And  as  to  me  thou  say'st  to  him  I  said, 

^^V  But  in  a  greater  huff  and  hotter  blood, — 

^^P  I  tell  ye,  on  youth's  tip-toes  then  1  stood  : 

^H  Says  he  (good  faith,  this  was  his  very  say), 

^H  "  When  I  was  young,  I  was  but  reason's  tool, 

^H  And  went  to  wedding  as  to  wisdom's  school : 

^M  It  taught  me  much,  and  much  I  did  forget, 

^M  But,  beaten  much,  by  it  I  got  some  wit ; 

^M  Though  I  was  shackled  from  an  often  scout, 

^H  Yet  I  would  wanton  it,  when  I  was  out ; 

^B  'Twas  comfort  old  acquaintance  then  to  meet, 

^H  Restrained  liberty  attaiu'd  is  sweet." 


'  (Ulll  POllict,  lAn/*,] 
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Thus  said  my  fiitlier  to  thy  father,'  son, 
And  thou  mayst  do  this  too,  as  I  have  done. 

Phil.    In    faith,   good   counsel,    Frank :    what 
say'at  thou  to  it  1 

Fran.  Philip,  what  should  I  say  1 

Phil.  Why,  either  ay  or  no. 

Fran.  O,  but  which  rather? 

Phil.  Why,  that  which  was  persuafled  by  thy 
father. 

Fran.  That's  ay  then.^     Ay.     0,  should  it  fall 
out  lit. 
Then  I,  for  I  am  guilty  of  that  ill ! — 
I'll  not  be  guilty.     No. 

PlllL.  \vhat,  backwanl  gone  ! 

Fran.  Philip,  no  whit  backwai-d  ;  that  is,  on. 

Phil.  On,  then. 

Fran.  0,  eUy  I 

Phil.  Tush,  there  is  no  goml  luck  in  this  de- 
lay. 
Come,  come  ;  late-comerB,  mati,  are  sheiit. 

Fran.  Heigho,  I  fear  I  shall  repent ! 
Well,  which  way,  Philip  1 ' 

Phil.  Why,  this  way. 

Fran.  Cauat  thou  tell. 

And  takeat  ui)on  thee  to  be  ray  guide  to  bell  1 — 
But  wiiich  way,  fatherl 

Mr  Gour.  That  way. 

Fran.  Ay,  you  know, 
You  found  the  way  to  sorrow  long  ago. 
Fatlier,  God  be  wi'  ye  :  *  you  have  sent  your  son 
To  seek  on  earth  an  eartldy  day  of  doom. 
Where  I  shall  be  adjudged,  alack  the  ruth, 
To  penance  for  the  follies  of  my  youth  ! 


'  Sosoaond  edit      Firet  ediu./afieri. 
-  3u  seoDud  edit.     Firat  edit,  Umn, 
"  BdiM.,  /Vantr. 
'  [Old  uopics,  b-ij/r  jrr] 
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Well,  I  must  go  ;  but,  by  my  troth,  my  mind 

Is  not  capable  to  love  [in] '  that  kind. 

O,  I  have  look'd  upon  this  mould  of  men, 

As  I  have  done  upoii  a  lion's  den  ! 

Praised  I  have  the  gallant  beast  1  aaw, 

Yet  wiali'd  me  no  ai'quaintance  with  his  ]jaw  : 

And  raiist  I  now  be  grated  with  them  (  well, 

Vet  I  may  hap  to  prove  a  Daniel ; 

And,  if  I  do,  sure  it  would  make  me  laugh. 

To  be  among  wild  beasts  and  yet  be  safe. 

Is  there  a  remedy  to  abate  their  rage  1 

Yes,  many  catch  them,  and  put  tJiem  in  a  cage. 

Ay,  but  how  calch  them  1  marry,  in  your  hand 

Carry  me  forth  a  burning  firebrand. 

For  with  his  sparkling  shine,  old  rumour  says, 

A  firebrand  the  swiftest  ninner  frays  : 

This  I  may  do ;  but,  if  it  prove  not  bo. 

Then  man  goes  out  to  seek  bis  adjunct  woe. 

Pliilip,  away  !  and,  father,  now  adieu  ! 

In  quest  of  sorrow  I  am  sent  by  you. 

MR  GoUR.  Return,  the  messenger  of  joy,  my 
son. 

Fran.  Seldom  in    this  world  such  a  work  is 
done. 

Phil.  Nay,  nay,  make  haste,  it  will  be  quickly 
night 

Fran.  Why,  is  it  not  good  to  woo  liv  candle- 
light? 

Phil    But,  ifwc  make  not  haste,  they'll  be  a- 
l>ed, 

Fban.    The  better,  caudles  out    and    curtains 
spread,  [Kj^euiil  Francis  mul  Phiup.] 

Mr  Gour.  I  know,  though  that  my  sou's  years 
be  not  many, 
Yet  he  hath  wit  to  woo  as  well  as  any. 
Here  comes  my  wife :  I  am  glad  my  boy  is  gone, 


'  [Old  copii 
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EiiCer  Mistress  Goursky. 

Ere  she  came  hither.     How  now,  wife  1  how  ia't  1 
What,  are  ye  yet  in  charily  and  love 
With  Mistress  Barnes ) 

Mrs  Gour.  With  Mistress  Barnes  !  why  Mis- 
tress '  Baniee,  I  pray  I 
Mr  Gouk.    Because  she    is    your    neighbour 

and 

Mrs  Gour.  And  what  1 
And  a  jealous,  slandering,  spiteful  quean  she  is, 
One  that  would  blur  my  reputation 
With  her  opprobrious  malice,  if  she  could  ; 
She  wrongs  her  husband,  to  al)use  my  fame  : 
'Tifl  known  that  I  have  lived  in  honest  name 
All  my  lifetime,  and  been  your  right  true  wife, 
Mr  Gour.    I  entertain  no  other  tliought,  my 
wife, 
And  my  opinion's  sound  of  your  behaviour. 

Mrs  Gour.  Ajid  my  behaviour  is  as  sound  as  it; 
But  her  ill-speeches  seeks  to  rot  my  credit, 
And  eat  it  with  the  worm  of  hate  and  malice. 
Mr  Gour.    Why,    then,    preserve    it    you   by 

patience. 
Mrs  Gour.  By  patience  !  woulil  ye  have  ine 
shame  myself. 
And  cosen  myself  to  bear  her  injuries  1 
Not  while  her  eyes  be  open,  will  I  yield 
A  word,  a  letter,  a  syllable's  value, 
But  equal  and  make  even  her  wrongs  to  me 
To  her  again. 

Mr  CiouR.  Then,  in  good  faith,  wife,  ye  are 

more  to  blame. 
Mrs  Gour.  Am  I  to  blame,  sir  1  pray,  what 
letter's  this  1  [.Snatches  the  lelter.] 


ind  cdil.    Finl  edit.,  MaUlcr. 
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Mr  Gour.  There  is  a  dearth  of  inanuers  in  ye, 

wife. 
Rudely  to  snat<^h  it  from  me.     Give  it  me. 

Mrs  Gour.    You  shall  iiot  have  it,  air,  till  1 

have  read  it. 
Mr  Gour.  Give  me  it,  theii,  and  I  will  reafl  it 

to  you. 
Mrs  Gour,  No,  ho,  it  shall  not  need  ;  1  am  a 

Good  enough  to  read  a  letter,  sir 

Mr  Gour,  God'e  passion,  if  she  know  but  the 
contents. 
She'll  seek  to  cros«  this  match  I  she  shall  not  read 
it.  [Aiidr.] 

Wife,  give  it  me  ;  come,  come,  give  it  me. 

Mrs  Gour.  Husband,  in   very  deed,  you  shall 

not  have  it. 
Mr  Gour.   \Vliat,   will  you    move  me  to  im- 
patience, then ! 
Mrs  Gour.  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  your  impatience  ; 
But  since  you  talk,  sir,  of  impatience. 
You  shall  not  have  the  letter,  by  this  light. 
Till  I  have  read  it ;  soul,  I'll  bum  it  first ! 

Mr  Godr.  Go  to,  ye  move  me,  wife ;  give  me 
the  letter  ; 
In  trolh,  I  shall  grow  angry,  if  you  do  not. 
Mrs  Gour.  Grow  to  the  honse-top  with  your 
anj;er,  sir ! 
Ne'er  tell  nie,  I  care  not  thus  much  for  it 

Mr  Gour.  Well,  I  can  bear  enough,  but  not  too 
much. 
Come,  give  it  me  ;  'twere  best  you  be  persuotled ; 
By  God — yemakemeswear — nowGodforgiveme  1^ — 
Give  me,  I  say,  and  stand  not  long  upon  it ; 
Go  to,  I  am  angry  at  the  heart,  my  very  heart. 
Mrs  Gour.  Heart  me  no  hearts  !  you  shall  not 
have  it,  sir, 
No,  you  shall  not  ;  ne'er  look  so  big, 
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I  will  not  be  :tfraid  at  your  gi-ent  looks  ; 
You  shall  not  have  it,  no,  you  uLall  not  have  it. 
Mr  GoL'R.  Shall  I  not  have  it )  in  troth,  I'll  try 

that; 
Minion,  I'll  ha'  't ;  sliall  I  not  ha'  't  1 — I  am  loth — 
tio  to,  take  patisemeiit,  be  advis'il — 
In  faith,  I  will ;  and  stand  not  long  upon  it— 
A  woman  of  your  years  !     I  am  aaham'd 
A  couple  of  so  long  continuance 
Should    thus — God's   foot — 1    cry   God    heart'iy 

mercy ! — 
Go  to,  ye  vex  me  ;  and  I'll  vex  ye  for  it ; 
Before  I  leave  ye,  I  will  make  ye  glad 
To  tender  it  on  your  knees ;  hear  ye,  I  will,  I  will. 
What,  worse  and  worse  stomach  !  true  faith. 
Shall  I  be  crosa'd  by  you  in  my  old  age  1 
And  where  I  should  have  greatest  comlbrl,  loo, 
A  nurse  of  you  1 — nurse  in  the  devil's  name  ! — 
Go  ^>,  mistress ;  by  God's  precious  deer. 

If  ye  delay 

Mrs  Gouh.  Lord,  Lord,  why,  in  what  a  fit 
Are  you  in,  husband  !  so  enrag'd,  so  mov'd, 
And  for  so  alight  a  cause,  to  read  a  letter  ! 
Did  this  letter,  love,  contain  my  denth. 
Should  you  deny  my  sight  of  it,  I  would  not 
Nor  see  my  sorrow  nor  eschew  my  danger. 
But  willingly  yield  me  a  patient 
Unto  the  doom  that  your  displeasure  gave. 
Here  is  the  tetter ;  not  for  that  your  incensement 
[Givff  back  tk*  tflln:] 
Makes  me  make  offer  of  it,  but  your  health. 
Which  anger,  I  do  fear,  hath  craz'd.^ 
And  viper-hke  hath  suck'd  away  the  blood 
That  wont  was  to  be  cheerful  in  this  cheek  : 
How  iwle  ye  look  ! 

'  Soma  woi'd  moat  jirolmlily  has  Jrojipuii  out  fruin  ihe  Urn.'. 


Mr  GoiTR,   Pale  ! 

tell  you  true, 
All  easy  iiiatt«r  could  not  thus  bare  luoveil  me. 
Well,  this  resignment— and  so  forth — but,  woiiieiii, 
This  fortnight  shall  I  not  forget  j-e  for  it, — 
Ha,  ha,  I  see  that  roughness  can  do  somewhat  ! 
I  did  not  think,  good  faith,  I  could  have  set 
So  sour  a  face  upon  it,  and  to  her, 
My  bed-embrace r.  my  right  boson]  friend. 
I  would  not  that  she  should  have  seen  the  letUir — 
As  poor  a  man  as  1  am — by  my  troth,  . 
For  twenty  pound  :  well,  I  am  glad  I  have  it. 

[Atu/e.] 
Ha,  here's  ado  about  a  thing  of  nothing  ! 
What,  stomach,  ha  !  'tis  happy  you're  come  down. 

Mrs  Gour.  Well,  crafty '  fox,  I'll  hunt  ye,  by 
lay  trotli. 
Deal  ye  so  closely !  Well,  I  see  his  drift : 
He  would  not  let  me  see  the  letter,  lest 
Tliat  I  should  cross  the  match  ;  and  I  will  cross  t 
Dick  Coomes  '. 

Eiitrr  CUUMK-S. 

Coomes.  Forsooth. 

Mrs  Gour.    Come   hitJier,  Dick ;   thou  art   a 
1  1  love, 
And  one  whom  I  have  much  in  my  regard. 

Coomes.  1  thank  ye  for  it,  mistress,  I  thank  ye 

Mrs  Gour.  Nay,  here's  my  hand,  I  will  do  very 
much 
For  thee,  if  e'er  thou  stand'st  in  need  of  me  ; 
Thou  shall  not  lack,  whilst  thou  hast  a  day  to  live, 
Money,  apparel ■ 


'  So  secaiiil  edii. 


It  edit., 
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Coombs.  And  sworJ  and  bucklers  1 

Mrs  GoiTt.  And  Bwonl  and  bucklers  too,  my 
gallant  Dick. 
So  thou  wilt  use  but  this  in  my  defence. 

[PoitUint)  to  his  siem-d.] 

CooMES.  This  1  no,  faith,  I  have  no  mind  to 
thiB ;  break  my  lieitd,  if  this  break  not,  if  we  come 
to  any  tough  play.  Nay.  mistresa,  I  had  a  sword, 
ay,  the  flower  of  Smithfield  for  a  sword,  a  right 
fox.i  i'  faith;  with  that,  and  a  man  had  come 
over  with  a  emooth  and  a  Bharp  etroke,  it  wonld 
have  cried  twan^,  and  then,  when  I  had  doubled 
mj  point,  trac'd  niy  ground,  and  had  carried  my 
buckler  before  me  like  a  garden-butt,  and  tJien 
come  in  with  a  cross  blow,  ami  over  the  pick  '  of 
his  buckler  two  ella  long,  it  would  have  cried 
twang,  twang,  metal,  netal :  but  a  dog  hath  bis 
day  ;  'tia  gone,  and  there  are  few  good  ones  made 
now.  I  see  by  this  dearth  of  good  ewonU,  that  * 
dearth  of  sword-and-buckler  fight  begins  to  grow 
out:*  I  am  sorry  for  it;  I  shall  never  see  good 
manhood  again,  if  it  be  once  gone  ;  this  poking 
fight  of  rapier  and  dagger  will  come  up  then  ;  then 
a  man,  a  tall  '^  man.  and  a  good  sword-and-buckler 
man,  will  be  spitted  like  a  cat  or  a  coney  ;  then  a 
boy  will  be  as  good  as  a  man,  unless  the  Lord 
show  mercy  unto  us  ;  well.  I  had  as  lief  be  hang'd 
as  live  to  see  that  day.  Well,  mistress,  what  shall 
r  do  1  what  shall  I  do  1 

Mrs   Goi'R.     Why,  this,    brave   Dick.      Thou 
knowpst  that  Barnes's  wife 
And  I  am  foes  :  now,  man  me  to  her  house  ; 
And  though  it  be  dark,  Dick,  yet  we'll  have  no  light. 


'  A  familiar  term  for  the  old  Rngliali  broadBWord. 

*  Tlie  ahnrn  point  In  the  centre  of  tbe  liuckler 
■  So  Bfcond  edil.    First  edit.,  and. 

•  [Djce  proposed  l«  road  ont.]  '  i.e.,  Bnvc. 
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Lest  tliat  thy  master  alioiilil  prevent  our  journey 
By  seeing  our  dejiart.     Then,  when  we  come, 
And  if  that  she  and  I  do  fall  to  words, 
Set  in  thy  foot  and  quarrel  with  her  men. 
Draw,  figlit,  Btrike.  hurt,  hut  do   not   kill   tlie 

slaves, 
And  make  na  though  tliou  strookest '  at  a  man, 
And   hit   her,    and  thou  canst, — a   plague    ujion 

She  hath  misus'd  me,  Dick  :  wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

CoOMES.  Yes,  niistrefis,  I  will  strike  her  men  ; 
but  God  forbid  tliat  e'er  Dick  Coomes  should  be 
seen  to  strike  a  woman  I 

Mrs  Goiir.  Why,  she  is  mankind ;  *  therefore 
thou  mayest  strike  her. 

Coomes.  Mankind  !  nay,  and  she  have  any  pai-t 
of  a  man,  I'll  strike  her,  I  warrant 

Mrs  Gijuu.  That's  roy  good  Dick,  that's  my 
sweet  Dick ! 

Coomes.  'Swouns,  who  would  not  be  a  man  of 
valour  to  have  such  words  of  a  gentlewoman  !  one 
of  their  words  are  more  to  me  than  twenty  of 
these  russet-coats,  cheese-cakes,  and  butter-makers. 
Well,  I  thank  God,  I  am  none  of  these  cowards ; 
well,  and  a  man  have  any  virtue  in  him,  I  see  he 
shall  be  regarded.  [^vlnj/f.] 

Mrs  Gour.  Art  thou  resolved,  Dick  1  wilt  thou 
do  this  for  me  i 
And  if  thou  wilt,  here  is  an  earnest-penny 
Of  tliat  rich  guerdon  I  do  mean  to  give  thee. 

[ffi'iw*  tnoncy.J 

Coomes.  An  angel,^  mistress  !  let  me  see.  Stand 
you  on  my  left  hand,  and  let  the  angel  lie  on  my 
buckler  on  my  right  hand,  for  fear  of  losing.  Now, 


'  [Old  Sopiet,  KnttM.] 


.,  M&alike,  maKuline. 


i 


here  stand  I  to  Ik;  tempteil.  They  siiy,  everj' ni«ii 
hath  two  spiritG  att«uding  on  him,  either  good  or 
bad  ;  now,  I  say,  a  man  hath  no  otiier  spirits  but 
either  his  wealtli  or  his  wife  :  now.  which  is  the 
better  of  them  ?  Why,  that  is  as  they  are  used ; 
for  use  neither  of  tliem  well,  and  they  are  both 
nought.  But  this  is  a  miracle  to  me,  that  gold 
that  is  heavy  hath  the  upper,  and  a  woman  that 
is  light  doth  soonest  fall,  considering  that  light 
things  aspire,  and  iieavy  things  soonest  go  down  : 
but  leave  these  considerations  to  Sir  John  ; '  they 
become  a  black-coat  better  than  a  blue,*  Well, 
mistress,  I  had  no  mind  to-day  to  quarrel ;  but  a 
woman  is  mode  to  be  a  man's  seducer ;  you  say, 
quarrel  t 

Mrs  GorR  Ay. 

CoOMES.  There  speaks  an  angel :  is  it  good  t 

Mrs  Gour.  Ay. 

C00ME.S.  Then,  I  cannot  do  amiss  ;  the  good 
angel  goes  with  me.  [Extuat, 

Enter  SiR  Ralph  Smith,  hU  Lady,  Will, 

[and  A'ITENDANTk]. 

Sir  Ralph.  Come  on,  my  hearts  ;  i'  faith,  it  is 
ill-luck, 
To  hunt  all  day,  and  not  kill  anything. 
What  sayest  thou,  lady )  art  thou  weary  yet  1 

Lady.  I  must  not  say  so,  sir. 

Sir  Ralph.  Although  thou  art '. 

Will.  And  can  you  hlame  her,  to  Ije  forth  so 
long. 
And  see  no  better  sport  i 

Sir  Ralph.  Good  faith,  'twas  very  hard. 

Lady.  No,  'twas  not  ill. 


.,  Ths  panon  ;  Sir  wu  •  Iltle  applied  to  clergyi 


Because,  you  know,  it  is  not  gfKwl  to  kill. 
Sib  Ralph,  Yes,  veiii8()n,  lady. 
Lady.  No,  indeed,  nor  them  ; 
Life  is  as  dear  in  deer  as  'tis  in  men. 
Sib  Ealph.  But  they  are  kill'd  for  sport 
Lady,  But  that's  bad  play, 
When  they  are  made  to  sport  their  lives  away. 
8[R  Ralph.  'Tib  fine  to  see  them  run. 
Lady.   What,  out  of  breath  ? 
They  ruu  but  ill  that  niu  themselves  to  death. 
Sir  Ralph.  They  might  make,  then,  less  haste, 

and  keep  their  wind. 
Lady.  Why,  then,  they  see  the  hounds  brings 

de-ath  behind. 
Sib  Ralph.  Then,  'twere  as  good  for  them  at 
first  to  stay, 
As  to  run  lon^,  and  run  their  lives  away. 

Lady,  Ay,  but  the  stoutest  of  you  all  that's  here 
Would  run  from  death  and  nimbly  scud  for  fear. 
Now,  by  my  troth,  I  pity  these  poor  elves.' 
SiB  Ralph.  Well,  they  have  made  us  but  bad 

sport  to-day. 
Lady.  Yes,  'twaa  my  sport  to  see  them  'scape 

away. 
Will.  I  wish  that  I  had  been  at  one  buck's  fall. 
Lahy.  Out,  thou  wood-tyrant  1  thou  art  worst 

of  all. 
Will.   A  wood-man,*  lady,  but  no  tyrant  I. 
Lady,  Yes,  tyrant-like  thou  lov'st  to  see  lives  die. 
Sir  Ralph,  Lady,  no  more  :  I  do  not  like  tliia 
luck, 
To  hunt  all  day,  and  yet  not  kill  a  buck. 
Well,  it  ifl  late  ;  but  yet  1  swear  I  will 
Stay  here  all  night,  but  I  a  buck  will  kill, 

'  [A  line  appears  to  ba  lost  here,  protmUIy  ending  with 
Kfnw,  u  the  whale  dialogue  is  in  rhyme,] 
■  t,e.,  Foreilcr, 
VOL.  VII,  X 


i 


322  THB  TWO  ANOEY   WOMEN 

Lady.  All  night !  nay,  good  Sir  Ralph  Smith, 

do  not  8o. 
8m  Ralph.  Content  ye,  lady.     Will,  go  fetch 
my  bow  : 
A  berry  •  of  fair  roes  I  saw  to-day 
Down  by  the  groves,  and  there  I'D  take  my*  eland, 
And  shoot  at  one — God  send  a  lucky  hand  ! 
Laby.  Will  ye  not,  then.  Sir  Kaliih,  go  home 

with  me  ? 
Sir  Ralph.  No,  but  my  men  ahall  bear  thee 
company. — 
Sirs,  man  her  home.   Will,  bid  the  huntsmen  couple, 
And  bid  them  well  reward  their  hounds  to-night. — 
Lady,  farewell.     Will,  haste  ye  with  the  bow ; 
I'll  stay  for  thee  here  by  the  grove  lielow. 

Will.  I  will ;  but  'twill  be  dark,  I  shall  not  see  : 
How  shall  I  see  ye,  then  1 

Sir  Ralph.    Why,  halloo  to  me,  and  I  will 

answer  thee. 
Will.  Enough,  I  will. 

Sir  Ralph.  Farewell  [EwiL 

Lady.  How  willingly  dost  thou  consent  to  go 
To  fetch  thy  master  that  same  killing  bow  ! 

Will.  Guilty  of  death  I  willing  am  in  this. 
Because  'twas  our  ill-hap  to-day  to  miss : 
To  bunt,  and  not  to  kill,  is  hunter's  sorrow. 
Come,  lady,  we'll  have  venison  ere  to-morrow. 

[£xeuut. 

Enter  PHILIP,  FRANK  [and  Boy]. 

Phil.  Come,  Frank,  now  are  we  bard  by  the ' 
bouse  : 
But  how  now !     Sad  ? 

'  Seems  to  be  used  bere  for  henl :  sii  unusuit  Toetnlbg  of 
the  word.     [See  Hilliweiri  "  DicU"  r.  Bcrtg,  No.  8.] 
'  So  «ecoiid  edit     First  edit.  me. 
■  So  second  edit,     Firat  edit.  (A'. 
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Wise  in  repute,  the  crow's  bird.     0  my  friend, 
Some  jiidgmenbi  slave  themselves  to  smull  desert, 
And  wondeFiiise  the  birth  of  common  wit. 
When  their  owu  '■  strangeness  do  but  make  that 

strange, 
And  their  ill  errors  do  but  make  that  good : 
And  why  should  men  debase  to  make  that  good  1 
Perhaps  such  admiration  wins  her  wit. 

PHtL.  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  thia  hold  prepare 
For  this  encounter.     Forward,  hardy  Frank  I 
Yonder's  the  window  with  the  candle  in't ; 
Belike  she's  putting  on  her  night  attire  : 
I  told  ye,  Frank,  'twas  late.    Well,  I  will  call  her. 
Many,  softly,  that  my  mother  may  not  hear. 
Mall,  sister  Mall  I 

FjiCrr  Mall  in  the  window. 

Mal.  How  now,  who's  there  t 
Phil.  'Tis  I. 

Mal.  'Tis  I !   Who  1 1    I,  tiuoth  the  dog,  or 
what  I 
A  Christcrose  row  1 1  - 

Phil.  No,  sweet  pinkany.' 
Mal,  0,  is't  you,  wild-oats  I 
Phil.  Ay,  forsooth,  wanton. 
Mal.  Well  said,  acapetbrift. 
Fran,  Philip,  be  these  your  usual  beat  salutes! 

[Amdt.] 
Phil.  Is  this  the  harmless  chiding  of  that  dovef 

[J  We.] 

Fran.    Dove !      One  of  those   that  draw  the 

queen  of  lovo  1  [Aside.] 


>  KdiU.,  vmu. 

*  i.1.,  An  /  of  the  ChrislH;roM  row  or  alphtbct. 
'  A  term  of  endearmeut,  formed,  perliapa,  front  finic,  U 
wink,  to  Gontracl  the  ejelids. 
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s  a  gentleman  of  a  good  houxe. 
"    ■  "    ■  *   oldl 


Phiu  He 

Mal.  Why,  is  hia  house  of  gold 
Is  it  not  made  of  lime  and  stoae  like  this  I 

Phil.  I  mean  he's  well-descended. 

Mal  God  he  thanked  ! 
Did  he  descend  some  steeple  or  some  ladder  i 

PBIU  Well,  you  will  still  he  cross ;  I  tell  ye. 

This  gentleman,  by  all  your  friends'  consent 
Must  be  your  husband. 

Mal.  Nay,  not  all,  some  sing  another  note  ; 
My  mother  will  say  no,  I  hold  a  groat. 
But  I  thought  'twas  sinnewliat,  he  would  be  a 

carter; 
He  hath  been  whipping  lately  some  blind  bear, 
And  now  he  would  ferk  the  blind  boy  here  with 
US. 

Phil.  Well,  du  yon  hear,  you,  sister,  mistress 
[that]  would  have — 
You  that  do  long  for  somewlmt,  I  know  what — 
My  father  told  me— go  to,  I'll  tell  all, 
If  ye  be  croas^do  yoii  hear  uiel     I  have  lahour'd 
A  year's  work  in  this  afternoon  for  ye  : 
Come  from  your  cloister,  votary,  chaste  nun. 
Gome  down  and  kiss  Frank  Gouraey's  mothei^s  son. 

Mal.  Kiss  him,  1  pray  t 

Phil,  Go  to.  stale  maidenhead  !  come  down,  I 
Bay, 
You  seventeen  and  upward,  come,  come  down ; 
Youll  stay  till  twenty  else  for  your  wedding  gown. 

Mal.  Nun,  votary,  stale  maidenhead,  seventeen 
and  upward  ! 
Here  be  names  !  what,  nothing  else  1 

Fran.  Yea,  or  a  fair-huilt  steeple  without  bells. 

Mal.  Steeple  !  good  people,  nay,  another  ca«t. 

Fran.  Ay,  or  a  well-made  ship  without  a  maat. 

Mal.  Fie,  not  so  hig,  sir,  by  one  part  of  four. 

Fran.  Why,  then,  ye  are  a  hoot  without  an  oar. 
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Mal.  0  well  row'il  wit  !  but  what's  your  faru, 
I  pray  I 

Fkan.  Your  fair  self  must  be  my  fairest  pay. 

Uai.    Nay,  aud  you  be  so    dBur,  I'll    ulioose 
another. 

Fran.  Why,  take  your  first  man,  weuch,  and  go 
no  further,  [J»«/r.] 

Phil.  Peace,  Francis.  Hark  ye,  sister,  tbia  I  say; 
You  know  my  mJiui ;  or  answer  ay  or  nay. 
f  Vour]  wit  and  judginunt  hath  reeolv'd  his  mind, 
And  he  foresees  what  after  he  shall  find  : 
If  sur.h  discretion,  then,  shall  govern  you. 
Vow  love  to  him,  he'll  do  tbe  like  to  you. 

Mal.   Vow  love  !  who  would  not  love  such  a 
comely  feature. 
Nor  high  nor  low,  but  of  tbe  middle  stature  I 
A  middle  man,  that's  the  liest  size  indeed ; 
1  like  him  well :  love  grant  us  well  to  speed  ! 

Fkan.  And  let  me  see  a  woman  of  that  tallness. 
So  slender  and  of  such  a  middle  sniallness, 
So  old  enough,  and  in  each  part  so  fit. 
So  fair,  so  kind,  endued  with  so  much  wit, 
Of  so  mucli  wit  as  it  is  held  a  wonder, 
Twere  pity  to  keep  love  and  her  asunder  ; 
Therefore  go  up,  my  joy,  call  down  my  bliss ; 
Bid  her  come  seal  the  bargain  with  a  kiss. 

Mal.  Frank,  Frank,  I  come  through  dangers, 
death,  and  harms, 
To  make  love's  patent '  with  my  ^  seal  of  arms, 

Phil.  But,  sister,  softly,  lest  my  mother  hear. 

Mal.  Hush,  then ;  mum,  mouse  iu  dieese,'  eat 
is  near.  [Kxil  Mau 

Fran.  Now,  in  good  faith,  Philip,  this  makes 
me  amUe. 
Tlmt  I  have  wooed  and  won  in  so  small  while. 
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[Siller  Mistress  Barxes,] 
Mrs  Bar.  Who's  there  1 
Phil.  Mother,  'tis  I. 

Mrs  Bar.  You  disoboilieiit  ruffian,  careless 
wretch, 
That  ssid  your  father  lov'il  me  l>ut  too  well ! 
ni  think  ou't,  when  thou  think'st  I  have  forgot  it : 
Who's  with  thoe  elael — How  now,  minion  1  yon  I 
With  whomt  with  him! — V^Hiy,  what  make  you 
here,  sir,  [Dmonerg  Francis  and  Mall. 

And  thus  lato  too  1  what,  bath  your  mother  sent 

ye 
To  cnt  my  throat,  that  here  you  be  in  wait  J — 
Come  from  him,  m.istresB,  and  let  go  his  hand. — 
Will  ye  not,  sir  I 

Fran.  Stay,  Mistress  Barnes,  or  mother^  what 
ye  will  i 
Slie  is '  my  wife,  and  here  she  shall  be  still. 
Mrs  Bar.  How,  sir  1  your  wife !  wouldst  thou 
my  daughter  have  1 
I'll  rather  have  her  married  to  her  grave,^ 
Go  to ;  be  gone,  and  quickly,  or  I  swear 
I'll  have  my  men  beat  ye  for  staying  here, 

Phil.  Beat  Him,  mother  !  as  I  am  trne '  mm. 
They  were  better  beat  the  devil  and  his  dam. 
Mrs  Ear.  Wliat,  wilt  thou  take  his  part  I 
Pen-  To  do  him  good. 
And  'twere  to  wade  hitherto  up  in  blood, 
Fran.  God-a-mercy,  Philip  ! — But,  mother,  heiir 


Mrs  Bar.    Call'st  thou  me  mother) 
mother's  name 


,  thy 


I  Read,  for  tb«  aielTB,  She 

■«. 

•  A  rra-lleoCioQ  perhnpfl 

f  SliskeBpeoru'a   "  Rumco  an 

JuUat,"  act  iii,  >o.  5— 

"I-ooldlbefooL-et 

mntTieJ  to  her  Breve  I " 

»  U.  Honest. 
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CarrieB  about  with  it  reproach  and  shame. 
Give  me  my  daughter :  ere  that  she  shall  wed 
A  strumpet's  son,  anil  have  her  so  misled, 
I'll  marry  her  to  a  carter  ;  come,  I  say. 
Give  me  her  from  thee. 

Fran.  Mother,  not  to-day. 
Nor  yet  to-morrow,  till  my  lifu's  last  morrow 
Make  me  leave  that  which  I  with  leave  did  bocnnr ; 
Here  I  have  borrowed  love,  I'll  not  demy '  it — 
Tliy  weddiiij;  night's  my  day,  tbea  I'll  re]Miy  it.— 
Till  then  she'll  trust  me.     Wench,  is't »  nut  60  1 
And  if  it  ho,  say  ay,  if  not,  say  no. 

Mai.  Mother,  good  mother,  hear  mi.< !  0  good 
God, 
Now  we  are  even,  what,  would  yon  make  <u  odd  1 
Now,  I  beseech  ye,  for  the  love  of  Christ, 
To  give  me  leave  once  to  du  what  I  list. 
I  am  as  you  were,  when  you  were  a  maid  ; 
G-oeu  liy  yourself  how  long  you  would  have  stay'd, 
Mght  you  have  had  your  will :  as  good  begin 
At  first  as  last,  it  saves  ua  from  much  sin  ; 
Lying  alone,  we  muse  on  things  and  things. 
And  in  our  miuds  one  thought  anotlier  brings  : 
This  maid's  life,  mother,  is  an  idle  life. 
Therefore  I'll  be,  ay,  I  will  be  a  vrife  ; 
And,  mother,  do  not  mistrust'  my  age  or  power, 
I  am  sufficient,  I  lack  ne'er  an  hour  ; 
I  had  both  wit  to  grant,  wheu  he  did  woo  me. 
And  strength  to  bear  whate'er  he  can  do  to  me. 

Mr8  Bar.  Well,  bold-fiue,  but  I  mean  to  make 
ye  stay. 
Go  to,  come  from  him,  or  I'll  make  ye  come : 
Will  ye  not  come  I 

Phil.  Mother,  I  pray,  forbear ; 
This  match  is  for  my  sister. 
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Fran.  Muthere  both,  I  will. 

Mr  Bar.    Haik,  Philip :  seDd  away  thy  siater 
straight ; 
Let  Francis  meet  Ler  wliei'e  thou  shalt  appoint ; 
Let  them  go  several  to  shun  suepieion, 
And  bid  them  go  to  Oxford  both  this  night ; 
There  to-morrow  say  that  we  will  meet  them, 
And  there  determine  of  their  marriage.       [ilmf/^] 

Phil.  I  «-il]  :  though  it  be  very  late  and  dark, 
My  sister  will  endUre  it  for  a  husband-        [j1«v/e.] 

Mr  Bar.  Well,  then,  at  Carfax,"  boy,  I  mean  to 
meet  them,  [JWe.l 

Phil.  Enough.  Exit  [Master  Babnes.] 

Would  they  woidd  begin  to  chide  ! 
For  I  would  have  them  brawling,  that  meanwhile 
They  mayateal  hence,  to  meet  where  1  appoint  it. 
[AMr.] 
What,  mother,  will  you  let  this  match  go  forward] 
Or,  Mistress  Goursey,  wilt  you  first  agree  I 

Mrs  Gour.  Shall  1  agree  first  1 

Phil.  Ay,  why  not  f  eome,  come. 

Mrs  Gouh.  Come  from  her,  son,  and  if  thou 
loVat  thy  mother. 

Mrs  Bar.  With  the  like  spell,  daughter,  I  con- 
jure thee, 

Mrs  Gour.  Francis,  by  fair  means  let  me  win 
thee  from  her, 
And  I  will  gild  my  blessing,  gentle  son, 
With  store  of  angels.     I  would  not  have  thee 
Check  thy  good  fortune  by  this  cos'ning  choice  : 
0,  do  not  tlirall  thy  happy  liberty 
In  such  a  bondage  !  if  thou'lt  needs  be  bound, 
Be  then  to  better  worth  ;  this  worthless  choice 
la  not  fit  for  thee. 


'  A  well-kimwQ  part  of  0»£ord.  "  The  principal  elreot  is 
the  High  Street,  running  frooi  Ha^dalcn  Bridge  to  Carfax 
Church."  iLC.—Nne  Uxjord  UakU,  p.  S.  8lh  edit. 
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Mrs  Bar.  h't  not  fit  for  him?    wherKfore  in't 
not  fit  J 
Is  lie  too  brave '  a,  gentleman,  I  pray  1 
No,  'tis  not  fit ;  elie  shall  not  fit  his  turn  : 
If  she  were  wise,  she  would  be  fitter  for 
Three  times  liia  better.     Minion,  go  in,  or   I'll 

make  ye ; 
I'll  keep  ye  safe  from  him,  I  warrant  ye. 

Mrs  Godb.  Come,  Francis,  come  from  her. 

Fran.  Mothers,  with  both  hands  shove  I  hate 
from  love. 
That  like  an  ill-companion  would  infect 
The  infant  mind  of  our  alTection  : 
Within  this  cradle  shall  this  minate's  babe 
Be  laid  to  rest ;  and  thus  I'll  hug  my  joy. 

Mrs  Gour.  Wilt  thou  be  obstinate,  thou  self- 
will'd  boy  1 
Nay,  then,  perforce  I'll  part  ye,  since  ye  will  not. 

COOHES.  Do  ye  hear,  mistress)  pray  ye  give 
me  leave  to  talk  two  or  three  cold  words  with  my 
young  master. — Hark  ye,  sir,  ye  are  my  master's 
BOD,  and  so  forth ;  and  indeed  I  bear  ye  some 
good-will,  partly  for  his  sake,  and  partly  for  your 
own  ;  and  I  do  hope  you  do  the  like  to  me, — I 
should  bo  sorry  else.  I  must  needs  say  ye  are  a 
young  man  ;  and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  seen 
the  world,  and  I  know  what  belongs  to  causes,  and 
the  ex)>erieiice  that  I  have,  I  thank  Gml  I  have 
travelled  for  it 

Fran.  Why,  how  far  have  ye  traveli'd  for  it  ? 

Boy.  From  my  mastei's  house  to  the  ale-house. 

Coombs.  How,  sir  t 

Boy.  So,  sir. 

CooMEs.  Go  to,  I  pray,  correct  your  boy; 
'twas  ne'er  a  good  world,  since  a  boy  would  face  a 


FbAN.  Go  to.     Forward,  man. 

CoosiES.  Well,  sir,  so  it  ia,  1  would  not  wish  ye 
to  mwry  without  my  mistress'  consent. 

Fran.  And  why  1 

CoOMES.  Nay,  there's  ne'er  a  why  but  there  is  a 
wherefore;  I  liave  known  some  have  done  the 
like,  and  they  have  danc'd  a  galliard  at  beggars'- 
bnah  •  for  it. 

Boy.  At  beggars' -bush  I  Ht^ar  him  i 
msster  ;  he  doth  bedaub  ye  with  his  dirty  s]>6oeh. 
Do  ye  hear,  air  1  how  far  stands  beggars'-bush 
from  your  father's  house,  sir  1  Why,  thou  whore- 
son refuge '  of  a  tailor,  that  wert  'prentice  to  a 
tailor  half  an  age,  and  because,  if  thou  hadst 
served  ten  ages  thou  wouldst  prove  but  a  botcher, 
thou  leapst  from  the  Bhop-lx>ard  to  a  blue  coat, 
doth  it  become  thee  to  use  thy  terms  sot  well, 
thou  degree  above  a  hackney,  and  ten  degrees 
under  a  page,  sew  up  your  lubber  lips,  or  'tis  not 
your  sword  and  buckler  shall  keep  ray  poniard 
from  your  breast. 

CooMES.  Do  ye  hear,  sir  1  this  is  your  boy. 

Fran.   How  then  1 

CoOMES.   You  must  breech  him  for  it. 

Fran.  Must  1 1  how,  if  I  will  not  1 

CoOMES.  Why,  then,  'tis  a  fine  world,  when 
boys  keep  boys,  and  know  not  how  to  use  them. 

Fran.  Boy,  ye  rascal ! 

Mr.S  Gour.  Strike  him,  and  thou  darcst. 

CooMES.  Strike  met  alas,  he  were  better  strike 
his  father  I     Sowns,  go  to,  put  up  your  bodkin.* 

'  A  common  proverbiil  expreuion:  "  f)fii<i<iry.buth 
lieing  a  tree  notoriouely  known,  on  the  leflrbund  of  the 
I/indon  roxd,  from  Huntim.'don  to  Caxton."  [IUi1iu*B 
"  rroTerhs,"  IH<]B,  p.  401.     See  also  pp.  82,  169.] 

*  ('.(.,  Refuse. 

■  Is  a  common  lerm  fur  >  small  ilapger,  but  hero  it  Bcema 
to  bo  tued  in  contempt ;  we  tlic  next  speech  of  Coames. 
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Fran.  Mother,  stan.l  ty  ;  HI  teach  Uiat  rascal— 
COOMES.  Go  to,   give  me  good  words,  or,  by 
God's  dinea,*  I'll  buckle  ye  for  all  your  bird-spit. 
Fran.  Will  you  so,  dr  ? 
Phil.  Stay,  Frank,  this  pitch  of  frenzy  will  defile 

Meddle  not  with  it :  tliy  unreprovetl  valour 
Slioiild  he  higli-minded  ;  couch  it  not  so  low. 
Dost  hear  me  1  take  occasion  to  slip  hence, 
But  secretly,  let  not  thy  mother  see  thee  : 
At  the  back-side  there  is  a  coney-green  ;* 
Stay  there  for  me,  and  Malt  nnd  I  will  come  to 
thee.  [A tide.] 
Fran.  Eiiough,  I  will  [Atide.]     Mother,  you  do 
me  wrong 
To  be  so  peremptory  in  your  command, 
And  see  that  rascal  to  abuse  me  so. 

CooMEa  Rascal !  Uke  that  and  take  all !     Do 
y«  hear,  eirl    I  do  not  mean  to  pocket  up  this 
wrong. 
Boy.  I  know  why  that  is. 
C00ME.S.  Wliy  J 

Boy.  Because  you  have  ne'er  a  pocket. 
Com.  a  whip,  sirrah,  a  whip  !  But,  sir,  proYide 
your  tools  against  to-morrow  morning ;  'tis  some- 
what dark  now,  indeed  :  you  know  Dawson's  close, 
between  the  hedge  and  the  pond  ;  tis  good  even 
ground;  I'll  meet  you  there;  and  I  do  not,  call 
me  cut ;'  and  you  be  a  man,  show  yourself  a  man  ; 
we'll  have  a  bout  or  two;  and  so  we'll  part  for 
that  present. 

Fran.  Weil,  sir,  well. 

NlCH.  Boy,  have  they  appointed  to  fight  1 


'  The  orijcia  of  -his  corrupted  oilIIi   is,  I  belie 
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Boy.  Ay,  Nicholas ;  wilt  not  tliou  go  aee  tlie 
fray! 

NiCH.  No,  indeed ;.  even  bs  they  brew,  so  let 
them  biike.     I  will  not  thrust  niy  hand  into  the  ' 
flnme,  and  [I]  neied  not ;  'tis  not  good  to  have  an 
oar  in  another  man's  boat :    little  said   is   eoon  / 
amended,  and  in  little  meddling  conieth  great  rest ;  : 
'tifi  good  sleeping  in  a  whole  skin  ;  so  a  man  might  I 
come  home  by  Weeping-Cross : '  no,  by  lady,  a  ' 
friend  is  not  so  soon  gotten  as  lost ;  blessed  are  ; 
the  peace-makers ;  they  that  strike  with  the  sword, 
aball  be  beaten  with  the  scabbard. 

Phil.  Well-said,  Proverbs :  ne'er  another  to 
that  purpose  1 

NiCH.  Yes,  I  could  have  aaid  to  you,  sir.  Take 
heed  is  a  good  reed.' 

Phil.  Why  to  me,  take  heed  1 

NiCH.  For  happy  is  he  whom  other  men's  harms 
do  make  to  teware. 

Phil.  0,  beware,  Frank !  Sli[i  away,  Mall, 
you  know  what  I  told  ye.  I'll  hold  our  mothers 
both  in  talk  meanwhile,  [Jaide,]  Mother  and 
Mistress  Barnes,  methinks  you  should  not  stand  in 
hatred  so  hard  one  with  another. 

Mr8  Bar.  Should  I  not,  sirl  should  I  not  hate 
a  harlot, 
That  robs  me  of  my  right,  viW  boy) 

Mrs  Gour.  That  title  I  return  unto  thy  teeth, 
[Kreunt  FRANCIS  and  Mall. 
And  spit  the  name  of  harlot  in  thy  face. 

Mrs  Bar.  Well,  'tis  not  time  of  night  to  hold 
out  chat 


'  A  not  uncommon  proierbUI  »pr(>aBion.  NarcB(''OloEa." 
in  p.)  menliODB  three  planes  vhich  bUII  retain  Ihc  name — 
one  between  Uxford  and  Banbury,  another  uloee  to  Suffhrd, 
the  third  near  Sbrenabuij. 

'  i*,  Counsel,  advice.  "  >'.<.,  Vile. 

VOL.  VIL  Y 
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With  sutli  a.  scold  us  thou  art ;  therefure  now 
Tiiiiik  thnl  I  hat«  tliee,  as  I  do  the  devil. 

Mrs  Ouuit.  Tlie  devil  take  thee,  if  thou  dost 
not,  wretch  ! 

Mks  Bab.  Out  upon  thee,  strumpet ! 

Mrs  Uour.  Out  upon  thee,  harlot ! 

Mks  Bar.  Well,  I  will  find  a  time  to  be  i 

Menatime  I'll  keep  my  daughter  from  thy  ton. — 
Where  are  ye,  miniou  1  how  now,  are  ye  gone  1 

Phil.  She  went  in,  mother. 

Mrs  Goub.  Francis,  wliere  are  ye  % 

Mrs  Bar,  He  is  not  here.    O,  then,  they  slipp'd 
away, 
And  both  together  ! 

Phiu  I'll  assure  ye,  no  : 
My  sister  she  wi-nt  in — into  the  house, 

Mrs  Bab,  But  then  she'll  out  agaiii  at  the  back 

And  meet  with  liim  ;  but  I  will  search  alxiut 

All  these  same  fitlds  and  paths  near  to  my  house ; 

They  are  not  far,  I  am  sure,  if  1  make  liaste. 

Mrs  Gour.  0  God,  how  went  he  hence,  1  did 
not  see  bim  } 
It  was  when  Barnes's  wife  did  scold  with  me  ; 
A  plague  on'  her  I — Dick,  why  didst  not  thou  look 
to  him? 
COOHBS.  What  should  I  look  for  him  I  no,  no, 
I  look  not  for  him  while*  to-morrow  morning, 
Mrs  Gour.  Come,  go  with  me  to  help  me  look 
him  out. 
Alas !  I  have  nor  light,  nor  link,  nor  torch  ! 
Though  it  be  dark,  I  will  take  any  pains 
To  cross  this  match,     1  prithee,  Dick,  away. 
CoouES.  Mistress,  because  I  brought  ye  out,  I'll 


>  So  leoond  edit,     Fin 


■~.  Till 
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He  had  some  meaning  in  't,  I  warrant  ye. 

Well,  here  I'll  set  me  down  under  this  tree, 

And  think  upon  the  matter  all  alone. 

Good  Lord,  what  pretty  things  these  tonieB  are  ! 

How  finely  they  do  feed  till  they  be  fat. 

And  then  what  a  sweet  meat  a  coney  is  ! 

And  what  smooth  skins  they  hnve,  hoth  black  am 

grayl 
They  say  they  run  more  in  the  night  than  day : 
What  is  the  reason  )  mark ;  why  in  the  light 
They  see  more  jMisseugers  than  in  the  night; 
For  harmful  men  many  a  hay  '  do  set, 
And  laugh  to  see  them  tumble  in  the  net ; 
And  they  put  ferret*  in  the  holes — tie,  fie  ! — 
And  they  go  up  aud  down  where  conies  lie  ; 
And  they  lie  still,  they  have  bo  little  wit : 
I  marvel  the  warrener  will  suffer  it ; 
Nay,  nay,  they  are  so  bad,  that  tbey  themselves 
Do  give  consent  to  catch  these  pretty  elves. 
How  if  the  warrener  should  spy  me  here ) 
He  would  take  me  for  a  coney,  I  dare  swear. 
But  when  that  Franuis  comes,  what  will  he  say  f 
"  Look,  boy,  there  lies  a  coney  in  my  way  I " 
But,  soft,  a  light !  who's  tltat  1  suid,  my  mother ! 
Nay,  then,  all-hid  : '  i'faith,  she  shall  not  see  me ; 
I'll  play  bo-peep  with  her  behind  this  tree. 


[£tUef  Mistress  Barnek.] 

Mrs  Bar.  I  marvel  where  this  wench  iloth ' 
hide  herself 
So  closely ;  I  have  search'd  in  many  a  busL 


'  i.e. ,  A  kind  of  net  for  catching  rHbtiito, — usiullj'  stretched 
bofore  Ibeir  boles. 
■  [The  name  of  a  iK);>ular  game.] 
*  So  aeiond  edit.     Kirit  edit. ,  Jo. 
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Mal,  Belike  my  mother  took  me  for  a  tbruBh. 

[Atide.] 

Mrs  Bar.  She's  hid  in  this  same  warren,  I'll 

lay  money. 
Mal.    Close  as  a  rabbit-sucker'  from  an  old 
coney.  Uii(i>:] 

Mrs  Bah.  0  God,  I  would  to  God  that  1  conld 
find  her  I 
I  would  keep  her  from  her  love's  toys  yet. 
Mal,  Ay,  so  you  might,  if  yom'  daughter  had  no 
wit.  [Aside.] 

Mrs  Bab.  What  a  vild  ^  girl  'tis,  that  would 

hav't  BO  young ! 

Mal.  a  murrain  take  that  dissembling  tongue  J 

Ere  your  calfs  teeth  were  out,  you  thought  it  long. 

[AMiie.] 

Mrs  Bar.  But,  minion,  yet  I'll  keep  you  from 

the  man. 
Mal.  To  save  &  lie,  mother,  sav,  if  you  ran. 

[Asid,^.] 
Mrs  Bar.  Well,  now  to  look  for  her. 
Mal.  Ay,  then^'s  the  spit«  : 
What  trick  shall  I  now  have  to  'scaije  her  light  1 
[Amdf.] 
Mrs  Bah.  Who's  there!    whnt,  minion,  ia  it 
you  I — 
Beshrew  her  heart,  what  a  fright  she  put  me  to ! 
But  I  am  glad  I  fouud  her,  though  I  was  afraid. 

[AHde.] 
Come  on  your  ways  ;  you  are  ^  n  handaome  maid  ! 
Why  [steal]  you  forth  adoors  so  late  at  night  1 
Why,  whither  go  ye  ?  come,  stand  still,  I  sny. 
Mal.  No,  indeed,  mother ;  this  is  my  best  way. 
Mrs  Bar.  'Tis  not  the  best  way  ;  stand  by  me, 
I  t«ll  ye. 


Mrs  Bar.  Will  ye  i 
Hal.  Yes,  faitb. 


Enter  [FRANK  and  Bov.] 

Fran.  MaU, sweet-heart,  Mall!  wLat,  uotawortll 

Boy.  a  little  farther,  master;  call  again. 

Fran.  Wliy,  Mall !  I  prythee,  speak ;  why,  Mall, 
I  Bay! 
I  know  ^ou  art  not  far,  if  thou  wilt  ^  apeak ; 
Why,  Mall  !— 

But  now  I  see  she's  in  her  merry  vein, 
To  make  me  call,  and  put  me  to  more  pain. 
Well,  I  must  bear  with  her ;  she'll  bear  with  me  : 
Biit  I  will  call,  lest  that  it  be  not  so. — 
What,  Mall !  what,  Mall,  I  say  !  Boy,  ore  we  right  1 
Have  we  not  miss'd  the  way  this  same  dark  night  t 

Boy.  Mass,  it  may  be  so  :  ns  I  am  true  '  man, 
I  have  not  seen  a  coney  since  I  came  ; 
Yet  at  the  coney-burrow  we  should  meet. 
But,  hark !  I  hear  the  trampling  of  some  feet 

Fran.  It  may  be  so,  then ;  therefore,  let's  lie 
close. 

[EiOer  MiSTBEHS  GoURSBY  and  CooUEa] 
Mrs  Gour.  Where  art  thou,  Dick  I 


CooMEs.  Where  am  I,  quuth-a !  marry,  I  may 
be  where  unyboJy  will  aay  I  am ;  either  ui  France 
or  at  Home,  or  at  Jerusalem,  they  may  say  I  am, 
for  I  am  not  able  to  disprove  them,  because  I  can- 
not tell  where  I  am. 
Mrs  tioim.  O,  what  a  blindfold  walk  have  we  ' 
had,  Dick, 
To  seek  my  son !  and  yet  I  cannot  find  him. 
CuOMES.  Why,  then,  iniBti-ese,  let's  go  home. 
Mrs  Gour,   \Vhy,  'tis  so  dark  we  shall  not  find 

the  way. 
Fran.  I  pray  God,  ye  may  not,  mother,  till  it  be 
day !  \_Ande. 

Cookies.  'Sblood,  take  heed,  mistress,  here's  a 

tree, 
Mrb  Gour.  Lead  thou  the  way,  and  let  me  hold 

by  thee. 
Boy.  Dick  Coomes,  what  difference  is  there  be- 
tween a  blind  man  and  he  tliat  cannot  see  ? 
Fran.  Peace,  a  pox  on  thee  ! 
Coomes.  Swonnds,  somebody  spake. 
Mbs  Gour.  Dick,  look  about ; 
It  may  be  here  we  may  find  them  out. 

Coomes.  I  see  the  glimpse '  of  somebody  here. — 
And  ye  be  a  sprite.  I'll  fray  the  bugbear. — 
There  a-goes,  mistress. 
Mrs  Gour.  0,  sir,  have  I  spied  you  t 
Fban.    a  plague  on  the  boy  I    'was  he  that 
descried' me.  [Exeunt. 

[KrUer  Philip.] 
Phil.  How  like  a  beautous  lady  mask'd  in  hlaclc 
Looks  that  same  large  circnni  fere  nee  of  heaven ! 
The  sky,  that  was  so  fair  three  hours  ago, 

'  Edila.  glimpa  (Ihe  two  Uat  Ictten  traneposed  b 
Uke.) 
*  i,e..  Gave  notiue  of,  ducovered. 


Is  in  three  hours  become  uu  Ethiop  ; 

And  beiug  angry  at  her  beauteous  change, 

She  will  not  have  one  of  those  pearled  stars 

To  blab  her  sable  metamorphos' 

'Tia  very  dark.     I  diii  appoint  my  3iat«r 

To  meet  me  at  the  coney- borough  below, 

And  Francis  too  ;  but  neither  can  I  see. 

Belike  my  mother  happ'ned  on  tliat  place. 

Anil  fray'd  them  from  it,  and  they  both  ai-e  now 

Wand'ring  about  the  ^^  fields:    how  shall   I  find 

It  is  so  dark,  I  scarce  can  see  my  hand  : 
Why,  then,  I'll  hollow  for  them— no,  not  so ; 
So  will  his  voice  betray  him  to  our  mothers, 
And  if  he  answer,  ami  bring  tliein  where  lie  is. 
What  shall  I  then  do  1  it  must  not  lie  so — 
'Sblood,'  it  must  be  so ;  how  else,  I  prayl 
Shall  I  stand  gaping  here  all  night  till  day. 
And  then  be  ne'er  tite  near  1  *     So  ho,  eo  ho  1 

[£„<„■  Will] 
Will.  So  ho !   I  come  :   where  are  ye  t  where 

art  thou  t  here  ! 
Phil.    How    now,   Frank,  where    hast   thou' 

been? 
Will.    Prank!    what   Frank  1    'sblood,   is  Sir 

Ralph  mad  I     [J«i</t'.]     Here's  the  bow. 
Phil.  I  have  not  been  much  ]>rivaU^  with  that 

Methinks  Frank  Goursey'a  talk  and  his  doth  tell 

me 
I  am  mistaken ;  especially  by  his  bow ; 

'  So  aecond  edit.     Pint  edit.  mttamorjJiiiit. 
'  So  second  adit.    First  edit,  tkcic, 
»  So  Beoond  edit.    Firal  edit.  'Sbloud. 
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Frank  had  no  bow.   Well,  I  vriW  leave  this  fellow, 
And  hollow  somewhat  farther  in  the  liehU. 

Utide.]— 
Dost  thou  hear,  fellow  ?     I  perceive  by  tneo 
That  we  are  both  raiatakeu :  I  took  thee 
For  one  thou  art  not ;  likewise  thou  took'st  me 
For  Sir  Ralph  Smith,  but  eure  I  am  not  he  : 
And  so,  farewell ;  I  miist  go  seek  ray  frieud. 
So  ho  !  [S^. 

WiLl.  So  ho,  80  ho  !  nay,  then,  Sir  Ralph,  so 

whore ! 
For  a  whore  she  was  sure,  if  you  had  her  here 
So  late.     Now,  you  are  Sir  Ralph  Smith  ! ' 
Well  do  ye  couutorfeit  and  ehange  your  voice. 
But  yet  1  know  ye.     But  what  should  be  that 

Francis  1 
Belike  that  Francis  coseii'd  him  of  his  wench. 
And  he  conceals  tiimself  to  find  her  out ; 
'Tis  so,  upon  my  life.     Well.  I  will  go, 
And  help  him  ring  his  peal  of  60  ho,  so  lio  !   [Exit. 

filler  Frank. 
Fran.  A  plague  on  Coomea  !  a  plague  upon  the 

boy! 
A  plague,  too — not  on  my  mother  for  an  hundreth 

pound ! 
'Twaa  time  to  nin  ;  and  yet  1  had  not  thought 
My  mother  could  have  followed  me  so  close. 
Her  legs  with  age  I  thought  had  foundered ; 
She  made  me  quite  run  through  a  quielcBet  hedge, 
Or  she  had  taken  me.     Well,  I  may  say, 
I  have  run  through  the  briars  for  a  wench  ; 
And  yet  I  have  her  not — the  worse  luck  mine. 
Methought  1  heard  one  h"Ilow  hereabout ; 
I  judge  it  Philip  ;  0,  the  slave  will  laugh, 

■  Of.  "3ir£iUpkSmil}i,Mioow." 
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[Enter  WiLU] 
Will.  So  ho ! 

Fran.  So  ho  !  where  art  thou,  Phihp  J 
WiLu  'Sblood,!  Pliilip  i 
But  now  he  call'd  me  Francis  :  this  is  fine  , 

Fran.  Why  sttidiest  thon  ?    I  prythee,  tell  me, 
Philip, 
Where  the  wench  -  is. 
Will.  Even  now  he  ask'ii  ni«  {Frimcis)  for  the 
wench, 
And  now  he  asks  ^  me  (Philip)  for  the  wench. 

[A>ide.] 
Well,  Sir  Ralph,  I  muat  needs  tell  ye  now, 
'Tia  *  not  for  your  '  credit  to  be  forth 
So  late  a-wenching  in  tliis  order." 
Fran.  What'a  tliis  1  so  late  a-wenching,  doth  he 
say  ?  [Atidt] — 

Indeed,  'tis  true  I  am  thus  late  a-wenching, 
But  I  am  forc'd  to  weuch  without  a  wench. 
Will,  Why,  then,  you  might  have  ta'n  your  bow 
at  first. 
And  gone  and  kill'd  a  buck,  and  not  have  been 
So  long  a-drabbing,  and  be  ne'er  the  near.'' 

Fran.  Swounds,  what  a  puzzle  am  I  in  this 
night ! 
But  yet  I'll  put  this  fellow  farther  [question. 

Andtj— 
Dost  thou  hear,  man  1     I  am  not  Sir  Ralph  Smith, 


'  EdiU,SWo«it 

'  So  bccoh'I  cdjt.    Firat  edit.,  ipkeneA. 

'Edits.,  uiff  and  otl-e. 

'  Read,  for  the  metre,  /( it. 

'  So  second  edit,    Kot  in  tirat  edit, 

*  <Jy.,  onUr  ktre  I 
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As  ibou  doat  think  I  am  ;  but  I  did  meet  him, 
Even  aa  thou  sayest,  in  pursuit  of  a  wenuh. 
1  met  the  wench  too,  and  site  ask'd  for  thee. 
Saying  'twas  thou  that  wert  her  love,  ber  dear. 
And  that  Sir  Ralph  was  not  an  Itoneat  knight 
To  train  her  thither,  and  to  use  her  so. 

Will.  'Sblood,  my  wench  !  swounds,  were  ho  ten 
Sir  Ralphs 

Fran.  Nay,  'tis  tnie,  look  to  it ;  and  so,  faT«- 
well.  [Et{i. 

Will.  Indeed,  I  do  love  Nan  our  dairymaid  : 
And  hath  he  traine[d]  her  forth  to  that  intent, 
Or  for  anotherl     I  carry  hia  crossbow, 
And  he  doth  cross  me,  shooting  in  my  bow. 
Wbatshall  Idol  [£xil.]^ 

EnUr  Philip. 
Phil.  So  ho ! 
Sin  Ralph.  So  ho ! 
Phil.  Francis,  art  thou  there  T 
Sir  Ralph.  No,  here's  no  Francis.     Art  thou 

Will,  my  man  ? 
Phil.  Will  Fool  your  man,  Will  goose  -  your 
man ! 
My  back,  sir,  scorns  to  wear  your  livery. 
Sir  Ralph.  Nay,  sir,  I  mov'd  but  such  n  ques- 
tion to  you. 
And  it  hath  not  disparag'd  you,  I  hope  ; 
'Twas  but  mistaking  ;  such  a  night  as  this 
Maj'  well  deceive  a  man,     God  be  w'ye,'  sir. 

[Exit.] 
Phil.  Gwl's  will,  'tis  Sir  Ralph  Smith,  a  virtuous 
knight ! 
How  gently  entertains  he  my  hard  answer! 


PerhipB  he  OD^ht  only  to  ret 
So  secoad  edit.  Fiist  edit.,  i 
[Old  oopiei,  boyt  ] 


i 


to  tumble  down  thus,  it  was  no  part  of  my  niean- 
ing :  then,  since  I  am  down,  Uerts  I'll  rest  me,  and 
no  man  shall  remove  me. 

E)iier  Hodge. 

Hod.  0, 1  have  sport  in  coney,  i'faith  !  I  have 
almost  burst  myself  with  laughing  at  Mistress 
Barnes.  She  was  following  of  her  tiaiightt'.r ;  and 
I,  hearing  her,  put  on  my  fellow  Dick's  sword- 
and-buckler  voice  and  his  twountU  and  nblooil 
words,  and  led  her  such  a  dance  in  the  dark  as  it 
passes,^  "Here  ehe  is,"  quoth  I.  "Where I" 
quoth  she.  "  Here,"  quoth  i.  0,  it  hath  been  a 
brave  here-and-there  night !  but,  0,  what  a  soft- 
natured  thing  the  dirt  is  !  how  it  would  endure 
my  hard  treading,  and  kiss  my  feet  for  acquaint- 
ance !  and  how  courteous  and  mannerly  were  the 
clods'  to  make  me  stumble  only  of  purpose  to 
entreat  me  lie  tlown  and  rest  me  !  But  now,  and 
I  could  find  my  fellow  Dick,  I  would  play  the 
knave  with  him  honestly,  I'faith.  Well,  I  will 
grope  in  the  dark  for  him,  or  I'll  poke  with  my 
staff,  like  a  blind  man,  to  prevent  a  ditch. 

[Ife  Uumblu  *  on  DlCK  COOUES. 

OOOMES.  Who's  tliat,  with  a  poxT 

Hod,  Who  art  thon,  with  a  pestilence  1 

C'OOMES.  Why,  I  am  Dick  Coomes. 

Hod.  What,  have  I  found  thee,  DickT  nay, 
then,  I  am  for  ye,  Dick.  [JmWc] — Where  are  ye, 
Dick  J 

Coomes.  ^Vhat  can  I  tell,  where  I  am! 

Hod.  Can  ye  not  telll  come,  come,  ye  wait 
on  your  mistress  well !  come  on  your  ways ;  I 
have  sought  you,  till  I  am  weary,  and  cali'd  ye, 

>  >.(.,  Excela. 

'  So  secoad  edit.     First  cdiL  ctimda. 

'  So  iwond  edit,     If  at  in  Gnt  edit. 


im  ho&rse :  gooil  Lonl,  what  a  jaiiiit  I  liavu 
had  tbis  night,  heiglio ! 

CoOMES.  Is't  you,  mistress,  that  came  ovor  nie  t 
'Sblood,  'twera  a  good  deed  to  come  over  you  for  . 
tbis  night's  work.  I  canoot  aSbnl  all  this  paina 
for  an  angel  r  I  tell  ye  true  ;  a  kiss  were  not  cast 
awKy  uiKiu  a  good  fellow,  that  hath  deserved  □ 
that  way  than  a  kiss,  if  your  kindness  would 
afford  it  him  :  what,  shall  I  hnve't,  mistress  1 

Hon.  Fie,  fie,  I  must  not  kiss  my  u 

Coouss.  Nay,  nay,  ne'er  stand;  shall  1,  shall 
1?  nobody  sees:  say  but  I  shall,  and  I'll  smack 
it '  soundly,  i'faith. 

Hod.  Away,  bawdy  man  !  in  truth,  I'll  tell 
your  master, 

CoOMES.  My  master  I  go  to,  ne'er  tell  me  of  my 
master :  he  may  jiray  for  them  that  may,  he  is 
past  it :  and  for  mine  own  jiart,  I  can  do  some- 
what that  way,  I  thank  God ;  1  am  not  now  to 
learn,  and  'tis  your  part  to  have  your  whole  desire. 

Hod.  Fie,  fie,  I  am  ashamed  of  you  :  would  you 
tempt  your  mistress  to  lewdness  1 

CoOMES.  To  lewdness !  no,  by  my  troth,  there's 
no  such  matter  in't,  it  is  for  kindness ;  and,  by  my 
tn)th,-if  you  likemygt-ntle  offer,  you  shall  have 
what  courteonsly  I  can  afford  ye. 

Hod.  Shall  I  indeed,  Dick  1  I'faith.  if  I  thought 
nobody  would  see — 

CooMEij.  Tush,  fear  not  that;  swoons,  they 
must  have  cats'  eyes,  then. 

Hod.  Then,  kiss  me,  Dick. 

CoOHKs.  A  kind  wench,  i'faith !  [A»i'Jr.]~~ 
Where  are  ye,  mistress  1 

Hod.  Here,  Dick.  O,  I  am  in  thi^  dark  !  Dick, 
go  about.' 

'  Sodond  edit.  yt. 

'  (jy.  la  this  a  stugc  ilirevtion  crept  into  tlic  t«xt  1 
VOL.  VII.  Z 
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CoOHES.  Nay,  I'll  throw  '  sure  :  where  are  ye  t 

Hod.  Here, 

CooMEs.  A  [ilague  on  this  jwst !  I  would  the 
carj>ent*r  had  Iwen  hang'd,  that  set  it  up,  for  me.* 
Where  are  ye  now  I 

Hod.  Here. 

CoOMES.  Here !  0,  I  come.  [Exit.]  A  plague 
on  it,  I  am  in  a  pond, mistress  ! 

Hod.  Hr,  ha !  I  have  led  him  into  a  pond.— 
Wliere  art  thou,  Dick  1 

CooHBS.  riri(/ii'ji.]  up  to  the  middle  in  a  pond ! 

Hod.  Make  a  boat  of  thy  buckler,  then,  and 
Bwim  out.  Are  ye  bo  hot,  with  a  jiox  1  would  you 
kiss  my  mistress?  cool  ye  there,  then,  good  Dick 
Coomes.  0,  when  he  comes  forth,  the  eViita  of 
his  blue  coat  will  drop  like  a  pent  '-house }  O, 
that  I  could  see,  and  not  be  seen  ;  how  he  would 
spaniel  it,  and  shake  himself,  when  he  comes  out 
of  the  pond  !  But  I'll  be  gone  ;  for  now  he'll 
fight  with  a  fly,  if  he  but  buzz  *  in  his  ear.     [Exit. 

Enter  CoOMES. 

Coomes.  Here's  so  ho-iug  n-ith  a  plague !  so  hang, 
and  ye  will ;  for  I  havu  been  almost  Hrown'd.  A 
pox  of  your  stones,*  and  ye  call  this  kissing  !  Ye 
talk  of  a  drowned  rat,  but  'twas  time  to  swim  like 
a  dog;  I  had  been  serv'd  like  a  drown'd  cat  else. 
I  would  ho  had  djgg'd  his  grave  that  digg'd  the 
pond  1  my  feet  were  foul  indeed,  but  a  leas  pail  than 
a  pond  would  have  served  my  turn  to  wash  them. 
A  man  shall  be  serv'd  thus  always,  when  he  follows 
any  of  these  females  :  but  'tis  my  kind  heart  that 
mfdieB  mil  thus  forward  in  kindness  unto  them : 

■  Seconil  edit,  grojit.  *  Sccand  edit  to. 

'  [Old  copiea,  }i>ii'n(.]      '  So  Beconil  edit     Kiret  edit.  bait. 

'  Second  edit.  fi/u. 
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well,  God  iituend  thuni,  and  niako  them  tliunkftU 
to  tliem  that  would  <lo  tlieui  ))leiuture,  1  ain  nut 
drunk,  1  would  ye  should  well  know  it ;  and  yet  I 
have  drunk  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  I 
might  have  liad  a  pump  set  up  with  as'  good 
March  beer  as  this  y/aa,  and  ne'er  set  uj)  un  tde- 
bufih  for  the  matter.  Well,  I  am  somewhat  jn 
wrath,  I  must  needs  say  ;  and  yet  I  am  not  more 
angry  than  wise,  nor  more  wi^e  than  angry ;  but 
111  fight  with  the  next  mun  I  meet,  and  it  >>e  but 
for  luck's  sake  ;  and  if  he  love  to  see  himeeir  hurt, 
let  him  bring  light  with  him  ;  I'll  do  it  by  darkling 
else,  by  God's  dines.  Well,  here  will  I  walk,  who- 
soever says  nay. 

StUa-  Nicholas. 

NiCiL  He  that  worse  may,  must  hold  the  candle ; 
but  my  master  is  not  bo  wise,  as  God  might  liave 
ma<le  him.  He  is  gone  to  seek  a  hare  in  a  hen's 
nest,  a  needle  in  a  bottle  of  hay,  which  is  as 
seldom  seen  as  a  black  swan :  he  is  gomt  to  seek 
ray  young  mistress  ;  and  1  think  she  is  better  lost 
than  found,  for  whosoever  hath  her,  hath  hut  a 
wet  eel  by  the  tail.  But  they  may  ilo,  as  tliey 
list ;  the  law  is  in  their  own  hands ;  bub,  and  they 
would  be  rul'd  by  me,  they  should  set  her  on  the 
lee-land,  and  bid  the  devil  split  lier  ;  l>eshrew  her 
fingers,  she  hath  made  me  wat<:h  past  mine  hour; 
but  I'll  wat*:h  her  a  good  turn  for  it. 

CooMES.  How,  who's  tliat '(  Nicholas !— So,  first 
come,  first  serv'd;  I  am  for  him  [-i*icM, — How 
now.  Proverb,  Proverb  1  'sblood,  bow  now.  Proverbs 

NicH.  My  name  is  Nicholas,  liichard  ;  and  1 
know  your  meaning,  and  I  ho]>c  ye  mean  no  harm. 
I  thank  ye  :  I  am  the  hettiir  for  your  asking. 


356 


Z  TWO   ANGItY   WOMEN 


CoiJMES.  Wlicre  have  ye  been  a-whoring  thua 
late,  hu? 

Hifii.  Master  Richard,  the  good  wife  would  not 
seek  her  daiigliter  in  the  oven,  unless  she  had  been 
there  herself :  but,  good  Lord,  you  are  knuckle- 
deep  ia  dirt  I — I  warrant,  when  he  was  in,  he 
swore  Walsinghatn,'  and  cliaf'd  terrible  for  the 
time  [Atide.] — Look,  the  water  drops  from  you  as 
fast  as  hope. 

CooMES.  What  need'st  thou  to  care,  wliip-her- 
jenny,*  tripe  cheeks ) "  out,  you  fat  ass ! 

Nicir.  Good  words  cost  nought :  ill  words  cor- 
rupt good  manners,  Richard ;  for  a  hasty  nuui 
never  wants  woe.  And  I  had  thought  you  liad 
been  my  friend ;  but  I  see  all  is  not  gold  that 
glitters  ;  there's  fjdsehood  in  fellowshij) ;  amicui 
eerlnt  in  re  crrln  eei-aitur;  time  aud  truth  tries  all ; 
and  'tis  an  old  i)roverb,  and  not  so  old  as  true, 
bought  wit  is  the  best ;  I  can  see  day  at  a  little 
hole  ;  1  know  your  mind  as  well  as  though  I  were 
within  you  ;  'tis  ill  halting  before  a  cripple  :  go  to, 
you  seek  to  quarrel ;  but  beware  of  had  I  wist ;  * 
BO  long  goes  the  i>ot  to  the  water,  at  length  it 
comes  home  broken  ;  I  know  yon  are  as  good  n 
man  as  ever  drew  sword,  or  as  was  e'er  girt  in  a 
giriUe,  or  as  e'er  wont  on  neat's  leather,  or  as  one 
shall  see  upon  a  sununer'.s  day,  or  aa  e'er  look'd 
man  in  the  face,  or  as  e'er  trod  on  Go<rs  earth,  or 
as  e'er  broke  bread  or  dnitik  drink ;  but  he  is 
proper  that  hath  proper  conditions ; '  but  be  not 

'  i.e..  (PerhapB)  «»orc  b;  our  Udj  of  Wal Bingham,  in 
Norfnlk. 

'  ['I'he  nume  of  ■  gnme,  though  here  uaeti  u  a  bye-word. 
Bee  ''  Popular  Antjquilic*  of  Or.  Britain,"  ii.  3<1.] 

'  So  second  edit.     First  edit.,  Tnpe-tinh. 

*  i.r.,  Hnd  I  known  the  coniequenceE :  a  GOmmon  pro- 
Tcrhial  expreiitian  of  rcpcnt^iiiee. 

'  See  nulc,  p.  26. 
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like  the  cow,  that  gives  a  gooil  sop  of  milk. 


and  cAsts  it  dowu  with  her '  heela  ;  1  speak  plainly, 
for  plain-deaiing  is  a  jewel,  ftitd  he  that  useth  it 
sball  die  a  beggar :  wi^U,  that  liappens  in  an  hour, 
that  happens  not  in  seven  years ;  a  man  is  not  bo 
soon  whole  as  hurt;  and  you  should  kill  a  man, 
you  would  kiss  his — well,  I  say  little,  but  I  think 
the  more.  Yet  I'll  give  him  good  words  ;  'tis  good 
to  hold  a  candle  before  the  devil ;  yet,  by  God's 
dine,*  I'll  take  no  wrong,  if  he  had  a  head  as  big  as 
Brass,^  or  look'd  as  high  as  Paul's  steeple.  [A*ifle.] 

COOMES.  Sirrah,  thou  grasshopper,  that  shitlt 
atdp  from  my  sword  as  from  a  scythe  ;  I'll  cut  thee 
out  in  collo|tB  and  eggs,  in  steaks,  in  slic'd  beef, 
and  fry  thee  with  the  fire  I  Bhall  strike  from  the 
pike  of  thy  buckler. 

NiCH.  Ay,  Brag's  a  good  dog  ;  threat'ned  folks 
live  long. 

CooMEs.   What  say  ye,  sir  ! 

NiCH,  Why,  I  say  not  so  much  as.  How  do  ye  1 

CooMES.  Do  ye  not  so,  sir  t 

NiCH.  No,  indeed,  wliatsoe'er  I  think  ;  and 
thought  is  free. 

CoOUES.  You  whoreson  wafer-cako,  by  God's 
dines,  I'll  crush  ye  for  this ! 

NiCH.  Give  an  inch,  and  you'll  take  an  ell ;  I 
will  not  put  my  finger  in  a  hole,  I  warrant  ye : 
what,  man  !  ne'er  crow  so  fast,  for  a  blind  man 
may  kill  a  hare  ;  1  have  known  when  a  plain  fellow 
hath  hurt  a  fencer,  so  I  have  :  what !  a  man  may 
be  as  slow  as  a  snail,  but  as  fierce  as  a  lion,  and  he 
be  moved  ;  indeed,  I  am  {mtient,  1  must  needs  say, 
for  patience  in  adversity  brings  a  man  to  the 
Three  Cranes  in  the  Vintry. 
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CooMKS.  Do  ye  lieiir?  set  down  your  toi-ch ; 
draw,  tight,  I  am  for  ye. 

NiCH.  And  I  ftin  for  ye  too,  thoUf!;li  it  bo  from 
this  midnight  to  the  next  morn 

CooMKS,  Wbere  be  your  tools  1 

Nim.  Within  a  mUe  nf  an  oak,  sir;  he's  a 
proud  horse  will  not  carry  his  own  proven<ier,  1 
warrant  ye. 

UOOMES.  Now  am  I  in  my  quarrelh'ng  humour, 
and  now  can  I  aay  nothing  hut,  zouikIh,  ilraw  1  Imt 
I'll  untrusa,  and  then  have  to  it  [A»idf.] 

Enter  [<fMra//y]  HoDGE  ami  BoY. 

Hoi>,  Who's  there  1  boy!  honest  boy,  well-met : 
whero  hast  thou  been  1 

Boy.  0  Hodge,  Dick  Coomes  hath  been  as  good 
as  a  cry  of  hounds,  to  make  a  breatli'il '  hare  of 
me  !  1ml  didst  thoii  see  ray  inaaterl 

Hob.  I  met  him  even  now,  and  li*)  ask'd  me  for 
thee,  and  he  \s  gone  up  and  down,  whooing  like  ^ 
an  owl  for  thee. 

Boy.  Owl,  ye  asH ! 

Hod.  Ass  !  no,  nor  glass,  for  then  it  had  been 
Owlglaas : '  bnt  who's  that,  boy  1 

Boy.  By  the  mass,  'tia  our  Ooomes  and  Nicholas  ; 
and  it  se^ma  they  are  providing  to  fight. 

Hod.  Then  wp  shall  have  fine  eport,  i'faith. 
Sirrah,  let's  stand  close,  and  when  they  have  funght 
a  bout  or  two,  we'll  run  away  with  tlie  torth,  and 
leave  them  to  fight  darkling,  shall  we  f 

Boy.  Content ;  I'll  get  the  torch  ;  stand  close. 

I  So  leoond  eiiiL     First  ediL.  brtatli. 

'  So  ■eciiiiil  eilit.     Nat  in  tint  edil, 

*  The  beroof  apopulnrQL-nnan  jeBt-boakC'Eiilenipiegel,") 
which  wuH  ImiislaUHl  into  English  >t  ■  »ery  tnrlji  period : 
nw  UiSbnt'a  notu  on  Jouboii'b  "  Works,"  U.  (iO,  and  Naree' 


Ctxmf&  Si>  now  my  back  liatli  roum  to  reiwh  : 
I  do  not  love  to  be  lac'il  in,  when  I  go  to  lace  a 
rascal.  I  pray  God,  Nicholas  prove  not  a  fly  ; ' 
it  would  do  me  good  to  deal  witli  a  good  man  now, 
that  we  might  have  Ualf-a-dozen  good  smart  strokes. 
Ha,  I  liave  seen  the  day  I  could  have  danc'd  in  my 
%ht,  one,  two,  three,  four,  and  five,  on  the  head 
of  him ;  nix,  seven,  eight,  nine,  and  ten  on  th<^ 
sides  of  him;  and.  if  I  went  so  lar  as  fifteen,  I 
warrant  I  shewed  -  him  a  triek  of  one-and-twenty  ; 
but  I  have  not  fought  this  four  days,  and  I  lack  a 
little  practice  of  my  ward  ;  but  1  shall  make  a  shift : 
IiB,  close  [Atiilr]. — Are  ye  disposed,  airl 

NiCH.  Yes,  mdeed,  I  fear  no  colours  :  change 
sides,  Richard. 

CoouES.  Change  the  gallowa  !  I'll  see  thee 
hang'd  first. 

NlCH.  Well.  I  flee  the  fool  will  not  leave  his 
bable'  for  the  Tower  of  London. 

CooKEa.  Fool,  ye  rogue !  nay,  then,  fall  to  it, 

NiCH.  Good  goose,  bite  not. 

CooMES.  'Sblood,  how  pm«y  I  am  1  Well,  I  see 
exercise  is  all :  I  must  practice  my  weapons  oft'ner ; 
I  must  have  a  goal  or  two  at  foot-ball,  before  I 
come  to  my  right  kind  [Asidt].  Give  me  thy  hand, 
Nicholas  :  thim  art  a  better  man  than  I  took  thee 
for,  and  yet  thou  art  not  so  good  a  man  as  I. 

NlCU.  You  dwell  by  ill- neigh  hours,  Ricliard ; 
that  makes  ye  praise  yourself. 

CooMEH.  \Vhy,  I  hope  thou  wilt  say  I  am  a  man  1 

NlcH.  Yes,  I'll  say  so,  if  I  should  see  ye  hang'd. 

CooMEs.  Hang'd,  ye  rogue !  nay,  then,  liavo  at 
ye.  [(TAiVtr  iliry  fight,  exmnC  Hodqe  and  Bov  with 
thf  tvrch.]    Zouii<^,  the  light  is  gone  1 


'[Firat*-.  n7/.v.l 

'  So  scooiiJ  cilit.      Pinl  edit.,  aAcH 

'i.t,  Bauttle. 
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NiCH.  O  Lord,  it  is  as  (lark  as  pitch  l 
UOOUES,  Well,  here  I'll  lie,  with  my  bucklt^r 
thus,  lest  striking  up  ami  down  at  randall  ^  tbu 
rogae  might  hurt  me,  for  I  cannot  see  to  save  it, 
and  I'll  hold  my  peace,  lest  my  voice  should  bring 
him  where  I  am.  [SioMt  <uii/f.] 

NiCH.  "Tis  good  to  have  a  cloak  for  the  rain ;  a 
bad  shirt  is  l>ett«r  than  none  at  all ;  I'll  sit  here, 
as  if  I  were  as  di;ad  as  a  door-nail.    [5tond  ande.]  * 

ii'Mitr  Mr  Barnes  anfl  Mr  Goursey. 

Mr  Gour.  Hark!  there's  one  hallooea. 
Mr  Barnes.  And  there's  another. 
Mr  Gour.  And  everywhere  we  cume,  I  hear 
some  halloo. 
And  yet  it  is  our  hapa  to  meet  with  none. 

Mr  Bar.  I  marvel  where  your  Hodge  is  and  my 

Mb  Gour.  Ay,  and  our  wives?  wc  cannot  meet 

with  them, 
Nor  with    the    bov,  nor   Mali,   nor    Frjuik,  nor 

Philip, 
Nor  yet  with   CoomcB,  and  yet  we  ne'or  Btoo<l 

still. 
Well,  I  am  very  angrj'  with  my  wife, 
And  she  shall  find  I  am  not  pleas'd  with  her. 
If  we  meet  ne'er  so  soon  :  but  'tis  my  hope  ' 
She  hath  hod  as  blind  a  journey  on't  as  we ; 
Pray  God,  she  have,  and  worse,  if  worse  may  be ! 
Mr  Bar.  This  is  but  short-liv'd  envy,*  Maater 

Goursey : 
But,  come,  what  say  ye  to  my  policy ! 


to  Iho  back  at 
.(.,  Ill-vrill. 


Phil.  la  thin  broad  waking  iu  a  winter's  niglil ) 
1  am  broad  walking  in  a  winter'a  niglil — 
Broad  indeed,  because  I  am  abrrmd — 
But  these  broad  Aelds,  methinks,  are  iiut  so  broad 
That  they  may  keep  me  forth  of  narrow  ditcbos. 
Here's  a  hard  world  ! 

I'or  I  can  hardly  keep  myself  upright  in  it ; . 
I  am  marvellous  dutiful — but,  so  ho ! 

Will.  So  ho ! 

Phiu  Who's  there  ? 

WUJ-  Here-a  Will, 

Phil.  What,  Will !  how  'stap'st  thou  1 

Will.  What,  sir  I 

Phil.  Nay,  not  liauging,  but  drowning :  wltI 
thou  ill  a  pond  or  a  ditch  t 

Will,  A  pestilence  oh  it !  ia't  you,  Philip  1  no, 
faith,  I  Wits  but  dij-ty  a  little :  but  here's  onu  or 
two  ask'd  for  ye. 

Phil  Who  be  they,  man  1 

Mr-Bar.  Philip,  'tis  I  and  Master  Gnursey. 

PeiL.  Father,  0  father,  I  have  heard  them  aay 
The  days  of  ignorance  are  pass'd  and  done  ; 
But  1  am  sure  the  nights  of  ignorance 
Am  not  yet  )>ass'd,  for  tliis  is  one  of  them. 
But  whei-e's  ray  sister  1 

Mn  Bak.  Why,  we  cannot  tell. 


1 
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G()d  seiiil  lier  wet  luul  weary,  ere  she  torn  ! 

I  litul  btieu  at  Oxenfonl,  aiid  bo-inorrow 

Have  been  releaa'd  from  all  my  maiden's  sorrovr. 

And  tasted  joy,  had  not  my  mother  been ; 

God,  I  beseech  thee,  make  it  her  worst  ain  1 

How  many  maids  this  night  lies  in  their  beds, 

Aikd  dream  that  they  have  lost  their  maideuhentds  ! 

Such  dreams,  such  slumbers  1  had  too  enjoy'd. 

If  waking  malice  bad  not  them  destroy'd. 

A  starved  man  wit)i  double  death  doth  die, 

To  have  the  meat  miglit  save  him  in  liia  eye, 

And  may  not  have  it :  sg  am  I  tormented, 

To  starve  for  joy  I  see,  yet  am  prevented, 

Well.Frank,  although  thou  wooedst  and  quickly  won. 

Yet  shall  my  love  to  thee  be  never  done  ; 

I'll  run  through  hedge  and  ditch,  through  brakes 

and  briare. 
To  come  to  thee,  sole  lord  of  my  desires  : 
Short  wooing  is  the  best,  an  hour,  not  years. 
For  long-debating  love  is  full  of  fears. 
But,  hark  !  I  hear  one  treml.  0,  were't  my  Itrotlier, 
Or  Frank,  or  any  man,  but  not  my  mother  I 

[fiiiUr  SiK  Ralph  Smith] 

Sir  Balph.  0,  when  will  this  same  year  of 
night  have  end ) 
LoDg-look'd  fur  day's  sun,  when  wilt  thon  ascend  1 
Let  not  tills  thieve '-friend,  misty  voU  of  night, 
Encroach  on  day,  and  shadow  thy  fair  light. 
Whilst  thou  com'st  tardy  from  thy  Thetis'  bed. 
Blushing  forth  golden  hair  and  glorious  red ; 
0,  Btay  not  long,  bright  lanthorn  of  the  day, 
To  light  my  miss'd-way  feet  to  my  riglit  way  I 

Mal,  It  is  a  man,  his  big  voice  tells  me  so. 
Much  am  I  not  acquainted  with  it,  tho' ; 

»  [Old  copj,  lAit/,] 


Anil  yet  mine  ear,  bouuiI'b  true  ilistinguiBhcr, 
Boys'  that  I  have  Iteen  more  familiar 
With  it  than  DOW  I  am  :  well,  1  do  judge, 
It  is  no  envious  fellow,  out*  of  grutlge  ; 
Therefore  I'll  plead  acquaintance,  hire  hia  gui<liiig, 
And  buy  of  him  some  place  of  tloae  aliiding, 
Till  that  my  mother's  malice  be  expir'd, 
And  we  may  joy  in  that  is  long  dosircd  f^iu/e.l — 
Who's  there ) 

StR  BaU'II.  Are  ye  a  maid  }    No  question,  this 
is  she 
My  man  doth  miRS :  faith,  since  she  lights  on  me, 
I  do  not  mean  till  day  to  let  her  go ; 
For  whe'er  *  she  is  my  man's  lovo,  I  will  know 

[Amde.] 
Hark  ye,  maid,  if  [a]  maid,  are  ye  so  light. 
That  you  can  see  to  wander  in  tlie  night  1 

Mal.  Hark  ye,  true  man,  if  true,  I  toll  ye,  no  ; 
1  cannot  see  at  all  which  way  I  go. 
Sir  Ralph.  Fair  maid,  ia't  so  i  say,  had  ye  ne'er 

a  fall  I 
Mal  Fair  man,  not  so ;  do,  I  had  none  at  all. 
Sir  Ralph.  Could  you  not  stumble  on  one  man, 

I  pray  1 

Mal.  No.  no  such  block  till  now  came  in  my  way. 
Sir  Ralph.  Am  I  that  block,  sweet  tripe ;  then, 

fall  and  try. 
Mal.    The   ground's    too   hard   a  feather-betl ; 

not  I. 
Sir  Ralph.  Why,  how,  and  yon  had  met  with 

such  a  stump '< 
Mal,  Why,  if  he  had  been  your  height,  I  meant 
.    to  jump. 

Sir  Ralph.  Are  ye  bo  nimble ) 
Mal.  Nimble  as  a  doe. 


«./r«M 


P 


Sir  Ralph.  Bak'd  in  a  pie. 

Mal.  Ofyc. 

SiK  Kalph.  Gooil  meat,  ye  know. 

Mal.  Ye  hunt  sometimes  J 

Sir  Ralph.  I  do. 

Mal.  What  take  je  ? 

Sir  Ralph.  Deer. 

Mal.  You'll  ne'er  strike  rascal  ? ' 

SiK  Ralph.  Yes,  when  ye  are  tiieie. 

Mau  Will  ye  strike  me  t 

Sir  Ralph.  Yes  :  will  ye  strike  again ) 

Mai.  No,  sir:  it  fits  not  maids  to  fight  irith 

Srii  Ralph.  I  wonder,  wench,  how  I  thy  name 

might  know. 
Mal.  Why,  you  may  find  it,  sir,  in  tli"  Chrisl- 

SlR  Ralph.  Be  my  schoolmistress,  teach  me  how 

to  spell  it. 
Mal.  No,  faitli,  I  care  not  greatly,  if  I  tell  it ; 
My  name  is  Mary  Barnes. 
Sir  Ralph.  How,  wonchl  Mall  Barnes  I 
Mai.  The  very  same. 
Sir  Ralph.  Why,  this  is  strange. 
Mal.  I  pray,  sir,  what's  your  name  ) 
Sir  Ralph.  Why,  Sir  Ralph  Smith  doth  wonder, 
wench,  at  this  ; 
Why,  what's  the  cause  thou  art  abroad  so  late  I 
Mal.  What,  Sir  Ralph  Smith !  nay,  then.  1  will 
disclose 
All  the  whole  cause  to  him,  in  him  repose 
My  hopes,  my  love  :  God  him,  I  hope,  did  send 
Our  loves  and  both  our  motliers'  hates  to  end." 

Utide.]— 
Gentle  Sir  Ralph,  if  you  my  blush  might  see, 


il  m.ikt' 


You  then  wonlil  siy  I  am  atihnineil  to  he 
Found,  like  a  waiid'ring  stray,  \>y  such  a  knight, 
So  far  from  home  at  such  a  time  of  njj^ht : 
But  my  excuse  is  good  ;  iove  first  by  tate 
Ib  eross'd,  controll'd,  and  sundered  by  fell  hate, 
Frank  Goureey  is  my  love,  and  he  loveB  me  ; 
But  both  our  mothers  hate  and  disagree ; 
Our  fathers  like  the  match  and  wish  it  done ; 
And  so  it  had,  had  not  our  mothers  come ; 
To  Oxford  we  conoliided  Iwth  to  go ; 
Going  to  meet,  they  came ;  we  )>aTted  so ; 
My  mother  followed  me,  but  I  ran  fast. 
Thinking  who  went  from   hate  had   i 

Take  me  she  cannot,  tliough  she  still  pui 
"  w,  sweet  knight,  I  do  repose  on  you  ; 

Be  you  my  orator  and  plead  my  right, 
And  get  me  one  good  day  for  tliis  bad  night. 
Sir  Ralph.  Alas,  good  heart,  I  pity  thy  bard 
hap! 
And  I'll  employ  all  that  I  may  for  thee. 
Frank  Goursey,  wench  !  I  do  commend  thy  choice  ; 
Now  I  remember  I  met  one  Francis, 
As  I  did  seek  my  man.^then,  that  was  he, — 
And  Philip  too, — belike  that  was  thy  biother : 
Why,  now  I  find  how  I  did  lose  myself. 
And  wander '  up  and  down,  mistaking  so. 
Give  me  thy  hand,  Mali :  I  will  never  leave, 
TiU  I  have  made  your  mothers  friends  again. 
And  purchas'd  to  ye  both  yonr  hearts'  delight, 
And  for  this  same  one  bad  many  a  good  night. 
'Twill  not  be  long,  ere  that  Aurora  will, 
Deck'd  in  the  glory  of  a  golden  sun. 
Open  the  crjstal  windows  of  the  east. 
To  make  the  earth  enamour'd  of  her  face, 


m 


370  THE  TWO  ANORY   WOMEN 

AVlieii  we  shall  hav^  clear  light  to  see  our  way  : 
Come ;  night  being  done,  expect  a  happy  Jay. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter  Mistress  Barnes. 

Mrs  Bar.  0,  what  a  raoe  this  peevish  girl  hath 
led  me ! 
How  fast  I  ran,  and  now  bow  weary  I  am ! 
I  am  so  out  of  breath  I  scarce  can  speak, — 
What  shall  I  do  t — and  cannot  overtake  her. 
'Tis  late  and  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home  : 
May  there  not  thieves  lie  watching  hereabout. 
Intending  mischief  unto  them  they  meet  1 
There  may ;  and  I  am  much  afraid  of  them. 
Being  alone  without  all  com])any. 
I  do  repent  me  of  my  coming  forth  ; 
And  yet  I  do  not, — they  had  else  been  married, 
And  that  I  would  not  for  ten  times  more  labour. 
But  what  a  winter  of  cold  fear  I  thole,' 
Freezing  my  heart,  lest  danger  should  betide  me  ! 
What  sliall  I  do  to  purchase  comj>auy  1 
I  hear  some  halloo  here  about  the  fields ; 
Then  here  I'll  set  my  torch  upon  this  bill. 
Whose  light  shall  beacon-like  conduct  them  to  it ; 
They  that  have  lost  their  way,  seeing  a  light, 
For  it  may  be  seen  far  off  in  the  night. 
Will  come  to  it     Well,  here  I'll  lie  unseen, 
And  look  who  comes,  and  choose  my  company. 
Perhaps  my  daughter  may  first  come  to  it. 

[Enter  Mistress  Goussey.] 

Mrs  Gour.  Where  am  I  now  1  nay,  whore  was 
I  even  now  1 
Nor  now,  nor  then,  nor  where  I  shall  be,  know  I. 
I  think  I  am  going  home :  I  may  as  well 

■  i.e.,  ■affer,  eadurc     Edits.  Uele. 


I  am  enforc'd  '  to  wander  up  and  down. 
Barnes's  wife's*  abroad  :  pray  God,  that  ahe 
May  have  as  good  a  dance,  nay,  ten  times  worse  ! 
0,  but  I  fear  she  hath  not ;  she  hath  light 
To  see  her  way.   O,  that  some  *  bridge  would  break, 
That  she  might  fall  into  some  deep  digg'd  ditch. 
And  either  break  her  bonea  or  drown  herself  I 
1  would  these  mischiefs  I  could  wish  to  her 
Might  light  on  her . — but,  soft ;  I  see  a  light : 
I  will  go  near  ;  it  is  comfortable, 
After  this  night's  sad  spirits-dulling  darkness. 
How  now*  what,  is  it  set  to  keep  itself) 

Mrs  Ear.  A  pli^e  on't,  is  she  there  1    [Asu/e.] 

Mrs  Gour.  0,  how  it  cheers  and  quickens  up 
my  thoughts ! 

Mrs  Bar.  0  that  it  were  the  basilisk's  fell  eye. 
To  poison  thee  !  [jinrff.j 

Mrs  Gour.  I  care  not,  if  I  take  it — 
Sure  none  is  here  to  hinder  me — 
And  light  me  home. 

Mrs  Bar.  I  had  rather  she  were  hang'd 
Than  I  should  Bet  it  there  to  do  her  good.  [Atide.] 

Mrs  Gour.  V  faith,  I  will. 

Mrs  Bar.  1'  faith,  you  shall  not,  mistress ; 
I'll  venture  a  burnt  finger  but  I'll  have  it.  f  J»trff.] 

Mrs  Gour.  Yet  Barnes's  wife  would  chafe,   if 
that  she  knew, 
That  I  had  this  good  luck  to  get  a  light. 


'  So  Meond  edit.    First  edit.  Btliig. 

*  Read,  for  the  melre,  ii  i>. 

'  Ro  second  edit.    First  edit,  ta/nre'il 


'onil  edit.     Firal  edit.  * 
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Mrs  Bar.  And  so  she  doth ;  but  praise  your' 

luck  at  partiDg.  lAsvle.'] 

Mrs  Gour.  0,   that  it  were  *  her  hght,  good 

faith,  that  Bhe 
Might  darkling  walk  about  as  well  as  1 1 
Mrs  Bar.  O,  how  tlus  mads  me,  that  she  hath 

her  wish  !  [Asidt,] 

Mrs  Gour,  How  I  would  laugli  to  see  her  trot 

about ! 
Mrs  Bar.     0,   I  could  cry  for  anger  and  for 

rage !  [Aside.'] 

Mrs  Gocr.  But  who  should  set  it  here,  I  marvl, 

a  God's  name. 
Mrs  Bar.     One  that  will  have 't  from  you  in 

the  devil's  name.  jAside.] 

Mrs  Godr.  I'll  lay  my  life  that  it  was  Barnes's 

eon. 
Mrs  Bar.  No,  forsooth,  it  was  Barnes's  wife. 
Mrs  Gour.  A  plague  upon  ht 

me  start ! 
Mistress,  let  go  the  torch. 
Mrs  Bar,  No,  but  1  will  not. 
Mrs  Gour.  I'll  thrust  it  in  thy  face,  then. 
Mas  Bar.  But  you  shall  not. 
Mrs  Godr.  Let  go,  I  say, 
Mrs  Bar.  Let  you  go,  for  'tis  mine. 
Mrs  Gour.  But  my  possession  says,  it  is 

of  thine. 
Mrs  Bar.  Nay,  I  have  hold  too. 
Mrs  Gour.  Well,  let  go  thy  hold. 
Or  I  will  spurn  thee. 
Mrs  Bar.  Do  ;  I  can  spurn  thee  too. 
Mrs  Goub.  Canst  thou  1 
Mrs  Bar.  Ay,  that  I  can. 

'  Second  edit.  you.  '  So  accond  edit.     FirBl  cdil 


[^sii/e.] 


Enter  MASTER  GoItRsEV  and  MASTER    BaKNES, 

[Paiur,  Frank,  A-t.] 

Mr  Gour.  ^Vhy,  how  now,  ^ 
to  women 
Are  ye  both  now  !  coim^  part,  tome,  part,  I  say. 

Mr  Bar.  Why,  what  immodesty  la  this  in  you  ! 
Come,  part,  I  say ;  fie,  fie. 

Mrs  Bar.  Fie,  fie  1  I  say  she  shall  not  have  my 

Give  me  thy  torch,  boy  : — I  will  run  a-tilt. 
And  burn  out  both  her  eyes  in  my  en  counter. 
Mrs  Gopb.  Give  room,  and  let  us  have  this 

hot  career.' 
Mr  Gour.  I  say  ye  shall  not :  wife,  go  to,  tame 
your  thoughts, 
That  are  so  mad  with  fury. 


ife, 

ience ;  do  not  be 

isgoverriment 

r,  when  such  a  strumpet 


Mr  Bar.  And,  sweet 

Temper  your  rage  with  pati 

Subject  so  much  to  such  ml 

Mrs  Bar.  Shall  1  not,  ' 

wrongs  me  1 
Mr  Gour.    How,  strumpet,  Mistress   Barnes  ! 
nay,  I  pray,  hark  ye  : 
I  oft  indeed  have  heard  ye  call  her  so, 
And  I  have  thought  upon  it,  why  ye  should 
Twit  her  with  name  of  strumpet ;  do  you  know 
Any  hurt  by  her,  that  you  term  her  so  J 
Mr  Bar.  No,  on  my  life  ;  rage  only  makes  her 

say  80. 
Mr  Gour.  But  I  woidd  know  whence  this  same 
rage  should  come ; 
Where's  smoke,  there's  fire ;  and  my  heart  mis- 
gives 
My  wife's  intemperance  hath  got  that  name  ; — 


'  [Old  edit! 


'■] 
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And,  Mistretui   Boroe-B,  I    doubt  auc)    elu'ewdly  ' 

doubt, 
And  some  great  cause  liegets  this  doubt  iti  me, 
Yonr  husbaud  and  my  wife  doth  wrong  ug  both. 

Mr  Bar.    How,   think    ye    so  1    uay,   Master 
Goursey,  then, 
You  run  in  debt  to  my  opinion, 
Because  you  pay  not  audi  advised  wisdom, 
As  I  thiok  due  unto  my  good  conceit 

Mr  Goub.  Then  still  I  fear  I  shall  your  debtor 

[Mr  Bar.]  Then  I  arrest  you  in  the  name  of 
love; 
Not  bail,  but  present  answer  to  my  plea  ; 
And  in  the  court  of  reason  wa  will  try, 
If  that  good  thoughts  should  believe  jealousy. 

Phil.  "Why,  look  ye,  mother,  this  is  'long  of 
you. — 
For  God's  sake,  father,  hark !  why,  these  effecta 
Come  still  from  women's  malice  :  part,  I  pray. — 
Goomes,  Will,  and  Hodge,  come  all,  and  help  us 

part  them ! — 
Father,  but  hear  me  speak  one  word — no  mors. 

Fran.  Father,  but  hear  him  '  speak,  then  use 
your  wilL 

Phtl.  Cry  peace  between  ye  for  a  little  while, 

Mrs  Gour.  Good  husband,  hear  him  speak. 

Mrs  Bar.  Good  husband,  hear  him. 

CoOMES.  Master,  hear  him  speak  ;  he's  a  good 
wise  young  striphng  for  his  years,  I  tell  ye,  and 
perhaps  may  speak  wiser  than  an  elder  body ; 
therefore  hear  him. 

Hod.  Master,  hear,  and  make  an  end  ;  you  may 
kill  one  another  in  jest,  and  l>e  hanged  in  earnest. 


'  So  Kcood  edit.    Firet  cdiL,  $hi-oiBdii/. 

'  Second    edii.,    hm— wrongly,    as    appears    from   wlut 


hurt  yourselves  ! — 
Good  Philip,  use  some  good  persuasions 
To  make  them  friends. 

Phil.  Yes,  I'll  do  what  I  can.— 
Father  and  Master  Goursey,  both  attend. 
It  is  presumption  in  ao  young  s  man 
To  teach  where  he  might  learn,  or  to  '  -direct. 
Where  he  hath  had  direction  ;  but  in  duty 
He  may  persuade  as  long  as  hia  perauase 
Is  back'd  with  reason  ami  a  rightful  suit. 
Physic's  first  rule  is  this,  as  I  have  learned  : 
Kill  the  effect  by  cutting  off  the  c 
The  same  effects  of  ruffian  outrages 
Comes  by  the  cause  of  malice  in  your  v 
Had  not  they  two  been  foes,  you  had  been  friends, 
And  we  had  been  at  homo,  ami  this  same  war 
In  peaceful  sleep  had  ne'er  been  dreamt  uiwn. 
Mother  andMiatressGoiirsey,to  make  them  friends, 
Is  to  be  friends  yourselves  :  you  are  the  cause. 
And  these  effects  proceed,  you  know,  from  you  ; 
Your  hates  gives  life  unto  these  killing  strifes. 
But  die,  and  if  that  envy  *  die  in  you. — 
Fathers,  yet  stay. — O,  speak  I — 0,  stay  a  while  !— 
Francis,  persuade  thy  mother. — Master  Goursey, 
If  that  my  mother  will  resolve  *  your  mind ' 
That  'tis  but  mere  suspect,  not  common  proof, 
And  if  my  father  swear  he's  innocent. 
As  I  durst  pawn  my  soul  with  him  he  is. 
And  if  your  wife  vow  truth  and  constancy, 
Will  you  be  then  persuaded  T 


371  THE  TVrO    ANRBY    WOMEN" 

Mk  Gouh,   Philip,  if  thy  father  will  remit' 
The   wounds    1   gave    him,    ajid    if    these   coudi- 

May  be  performed,  1  banish  all  my  wrath. 
Mr  Bar.  And  if  thy  mother  will  but  dear  me, 
Philip, 
Ab  I  am  ready  to  protest  I  am, 
Then  Master  Goursey  is  my  friend  again. 

Phil.  Hark,  mother  ;  now  you  hear  that  your 
desires 
May  be  accomplished  ;  they  will  both  be  friends, 
If  you'll  perform  these  easy  articles. 

Mr3   Bab.    Shall  I  be  friends  with  such  an 

enomy  i 
Phil.  What  say  you  '  unto  my  |)ereuase  1 
Mrs  Bar.  I  say  she's  *  my  deadly  enemy. 
Phil.  Ay,  but  she  will  be  your  friend,  if  you 

Mrs  Bar,  The  words  I  said  !  what,  shall  I  eat 

a  truth  1 
Phil.  Why,  harlc  ye,  mother. 
Fran.  Mother,  what  say  you  1 
Mrs  Gour.  Why,  this  1  say,  she  slandered  my 

good  name. 
Fran.  But  if  she  now  deny  it,  'tis  no  defame. 
Mr.s  Godr.  Wliat,  sliall  I  think  her  hate  will 

yield  so  much  ? 
Fran.  Why,  doubt  it  nut ;  her  spirit  may  be 

euch. 
Mb  Gour.  Why,  will  it  be  ? 
Phil,  Yet  stay,  I  have  sorae  hope. 
Mother,  why,  mother,  why,  hear  ye  ; ' 
Give  me  yoiir  hand  ;  it  is  no  more  but  thus  ; 
'Tis  easy  labour  to  shake  hands  with  her : 


'  Qy-1  yo".  molker  f 

'  Head,  fur  iMe  melrii,  ihi  ii, 

*  Somethiog  tuia  dropt  oat  here. 


Little '  breatli  is  spent  in  speaking  of  TaJr  woriia, 
When  wrath  hath  violent  delivery. 

Mr  Bar.   What,  shall  we  be  resolv'd) 

Mrs  Bak.  0  huabaiid,  stay  ! — 
Stay,  Master  Goursey :    though   your   wife   doth 

hate  me, 
And  bears  unto  nie  malice  infinite 
And  endless,  yet  I  will  respect  your  safeties  ; 
I  would  not  have  you  perish  by  our  nieaoB : 
I  must  confess  that  only  suspect. 
And  no  proof  else,  hath  fed  my  hate  to  her. 

Mrs  Goub.  And,  husband,  I  protest  by  heaven 
and  earth 
That  her  suspect  is  causeless  and  unjust, 
And  that  I  ne'er  had  such  a  vtld  ^  intent ; 
Harm  she  imagin'd,  where  a 

Phil.  Lo,  sir,  what  would  ye  r 

Mr  Bar.  Yes,  Philip,  this  ; 
That  I  confinn  him  in  my  innocence 
By  this  large  universe. 

Mr  Gour.  By  that  I  awear, 
Pll  credit  none  of  you,  until  I  hear 
Friendship  concluded  straight  between  them  two  : 
If  I  see  that  they  willingly  will  do. 
Then  111  imagine  all  suspicion  ends  : 
I  may  be  then  assured,  they  being  friends. 

Phil.  Mother,  make  full  my  wish,  and  be  it  so. 

Mrs  Bar.  MTiat,  shall  I  sue  for  friendship  to 
my  foel 

Phil.  No  :  if  she  yield,  will  you ) 

Mrs  Bar.  It  may  be,  ay. 

Phil.  Wliy,  this  is  well      The   other  I  will 
try.— 
Come,  Mistress  Goursey,  do  you  first  agree. 

Mrs  Gour.   What,  shall  I  yield  unto   mine 
enemy  I 


•  [Edita.,  A  liltie,] 


.,  Vile. 
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Phil.  Why,  if  she  will,  will  you? 
Mrs  Goub.  Perhaps  I  will 
Phil.  Nay,  then,  I  find  this  goes  well  forward 
Btill. 
Mother,  give  me  your  hand  [to  Mrs  G.],  give  me 

youTB  too — 
Be  not  so  loth  ;  some  good  thing  1  must  do  ; 
But  lay  your  torches  by,  I  like  not  them ; 
Come,  eome,  deliver  them  unto  your  men  : 
Give  ine  your  hands.     So,  now,  sir,  here  I  stand, 
Holding  two  angry  women  in  my  band ; 
And  I  must  please  them  both ;  I  could  please  tone,' 
But  it  is  hard  when  there  in  two  to  one, 
Especially  of  women ;  but  'tis  so, 
They  shall  be  pleas'd,  whether  they  will  or  no. — 
Which  will  come  first )  what,  both  give  back !  ha, 

neither  I 
Why,  then,  yond  help  that  both  may  come  to- 
gether.* 
So,  stand  still,  stand  [still]  but  a  little  while, 
And  see,  how  I  yonr  angers  will  beguile. 
Well,  yet  there  is  no  hurt ;  why,  then,  let  me 
Join  these  two  hands,  and  see  how  they'll  agree  : 
Peace,  peace!  they  cry;  look  how  they  friendly  kiss! 
Well,  all  this  while  there  is  no  harm  in  this : 
Are  not  these  two  twins)  twins  should  be  both 

alike, 
If  tone  speaks  fair,  the  tother  should  not  strike  : 
Jesus,  the  warriors  will  not  offer  blows  1 
Why,  then,  tis  strange  that  you  two  should  be  foes. 
0  yes,  you'll  say,  your  weapons  are  your  tongues ; 
Touch  lip  with  lip,  and  they  are  bound   from 

wrongs  : 
Go  to,  embrace,  and  say,  if  you  be  friends, 
"That  here  the  angry  women's  quarrels  ends. 


'  I  Uld  copies,  yond  may  htlp  that  tont  both  together  ] 


Phil.  What  say'et  thou,  Frauk )  doth  not  this 

fall  out  well  1 
Fran.  Yea,  if  my  Mall  were  here,  then  all  were 

well. 

Elder  Sm  RALPH  Smith  vnth  Mall.    [Mall  eia^n 

beliiad.  ] 

Sir  Ralph.  Yonder  they  be,  Mall :  stay,  atand 
close,  and  stir  not 
Until  I  calL     tiod  save  ye,  gentlemen  I 

Mr  Bar.  What,  Hii  Hiilpb  Smith  1  you  are  wel- 
come, man : 
We  wond'red  when  we  heard  you  were  abroad. 

Sir  Ralph.  Why,  sir,  how  heard  ye  that  I  was 
abroad  1 

Mr  Bar.  By  your  man. 

Sir  Ralph.  My  man !  where  is  he  1 

Will.  Here. 

Sm  Ralph.  0,  ye  are  a  trusty  aqui 

NiCH.  It  had  been  better,  and  he  had  said,  a 
sure  card. 

Phil.  Why,  sir! 

Nicu.  Because  it  is  the  proverb. 

Phil.  Away,  ye  ass  I 

NiCH.  An  ass  goes  a  four  legs;  I  go  of  two, 
Christ  cross. 

Phil  Hold  your  tongue. 

Nicu.  And  make  no  more  ado. 

Mr  Gour  (Jo  to,  no   more  ado.     Gentle  Sir 
Ralph, 
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your  niau  U  not  in  Emit  for  wiiiwing  joo. 
For  he  misUf>k  l>y  na,  aod  we  by  hum. 

Sue  Ralph.  AikI  I  by  yoa,  which  now  I  well 
perceire. 
Bat  tell  m«,  gentlemen,  whst  made  ye  all 
Be  from  your  beds  this  ni^t,  and  why  thus  Ute 
Arc  yonr  wires  walking  here  about  the  fields  :  * 
"Tis  strange  to  Me  each  women  of  accompt 
Here;  bat  1  guess  some  great  occasion  [prompt.^ 

Hb  Gock.  Faith,  diis  occasion,  sir :  women  will 
jar; 
And  jar  they  did  to-day,  and  m>  they  parted ; 
We,  knowing  women's  malice  let  alone 
Will,  canker-Uke,  eat  farther  in  their  hearts. 
Did  seek  a  andden  cure,  and  thus  it  was  : 
A  match  between  his  daughter  and  my  son  ; 
No  sooner  motioned  but  'twas  agreed. 
And  they  no  sooner  saw  but  wooed  and  lik'd  : 
They  have  it  sought  to  cross,  and  cros^f'it]  it  thus. 

Sir  Ralph.  Fie,  Mistress  Barnes  and  Mistress 
Goursey  both ; 
The  greatest  ain  wherein  yonr  souls  may  sin, 
I  think,  is  this,  in  crossing  of  true  love  : 
Let  me  persua^le  ye. 

Mrs  Bab.  Sir,  we  iire  jiersuaded, 
And  I  and  Mistress  Goursey  are  both  friends  ; 
And,  if  my  daughter  were  but  found  again, 
Who  now  is  missing,  she  had  my  consent 
To  !«  diapoa'd  of  to  her  own  content. 

Sir  Ralph.  I  do  rejoice  that  what  I  thought  to 
do. 
Ere  I  Iwgin,  I  find  already  done : 
Why,  this  will  please  your  friends  at  Abiugton. 
Frank,  if  thou  seek'st  that  way,  there  thou  shall 

find 
Iter,  whom  I  hold  the  comfort  uf  thy  mlniL 

'  SoHcoad  edit    Fint  ciU., jUeilt. 
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Mal.  He  shall  not  seek  me;  I  will  seek  liim 
out, 
Since  of  my  mother's  grant  I  need  not  doubt. 

Mr[sI  Bar.  Thy  mother  granta.'my  girl,  ami 
Bhe  doth  pray 
To  aend  unto  you  both  a  joyful  day  ! 

Hod.  Nay,  Mistress  Barnes,  I  wish  her  butter ; 
that  those  joyful  days  may  be  turn'd  to  joyful 
nights. 

CoOMES.  Faith,  'tis  a  pretty  wench,  and  'tis  pity 
but  she  should  have  him. 

NlcH,  And,  Mistress  Mary,  when  ye  go  to  bed, 
God  send  you  good  rest,  and  a  peck  of  fleas  iu 
your  nest,  every  one  as  big  ae  Franeis  ! 

PniL.  Well  said,  wisdom !  God  send  thee  wisp 
children  ! 

NiCH.  And  you  more  money. 

Phil.  Ay,  so  wish  I. 

NiCH.  'Twill  be  a  good  while,  ere  you  wisJi 
your  sldn  full  of  eyelet-holes. 

Phil.  Frank,  hark  ye  ;  brotJier,  now  ymxT  woo- 
ing's  done, 
The  next  thing  now  you  do  is  for  a  eon. 
I  prythee  ;  for,  i'faith,  I  should  be  glad 
To  have  myself  called  nunkle.^  and  thou  dail. 
Well,  sister,  if  that  Francis  play  the  man. 
My  mother  must  be  grandam  and  you  mam. 
To  it,  Francis — to  it,  sister  ! — God  send  ye  jny  ! 
'Tia  fine  to  sing,  dancey,  my  own  sweet  boy  ! 

Fran.  Well,  sir,  jest  on. 

Phil.  Nay,  sir,*  do  you  jest  on. 

Mr  Bar.  Well,  may  she  prove  a  happy  wife  ti> 

Mr  Gour.  And  may  he  prove  oa  happy  unto 


I 


SbBaus.  WdLe 


,  good  hMp  httitU 


Tn  be  >  wftaf  rf  itw  waU  eoattact, 
I  do  i^yoace ;  whewfaw,  ts  have  tUs  jaj 
LoBgwpnaat  wiA me^ I  doic^oMt 

Thkt  ill  of  ym  wfll  ha  a^  pnanb'd  gaeKta : 
Hiw  looK  B^gbt's  Unar  dotfa  denie  ■ome  rat, 
Bendhs  Uus  wished  end  ;  tfaorfore,  I  pn;'. 
Let  no  detain  7«  bat  a  duoMT  tine : 
T«n  mo,  I  pnj,  shall  I  obtain  m  uacb  t 

Kb  Bab.  Gatle  %  Ralpli,  roar  conrte^  is 


saU; 


W«  wib  be  tkankfbl  bold  at  jaar  reqnesL 

pBii.  I  pnr.  Sir  Ralph,  what  ebevr  shall  «« 

Sm  Ralph,  rfaith,  couatry  tan,  miittoD  ami 
T^al, 
Percluince  a  duck  or  goose  [upon  the  platter.] 

Mal.  O.  I  am  sick  I 

Au.  Hov  now,  Mall  t  what's  the  matter  1 

Hai.  Father  and  mother,  if  you  needs  would 
know, 
He  nam'd  a  gooee,  which  is  my  stomach's  foe. 

Phil.  Come,  cume,  she  is  with  child  of  some 
odd  jest. 
And  DOW  she's  sick,  till  that  she  bring'  it  forth. 

Mal,  a  jest,  quoth  you  !  well,  brother,  if  it  be, 
1  fear  'twill  prove  an  earnest  uuto  me. 
Goose,  said  ye,  liirl     O,  that  same  very  name 
Hath  in  it  much  variety  of  shanie  ! 
Of  all  the  birds  that  ever  yet  was  seen, 
1  would  not  have  them  gnxe  upon  this  green  ; 
I  hope  they  will  Dot,  for  this  crop  is  poor. 
And  they  may  pasture  upon  greater  store  : 

'  So  iKNiDd  etliL    Fint  ediL,  hralffi. 
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But  yet  'tis  pity  that  they  let  them  laas, 

And  like  a  common  bite  the  Muse's  gr&ss. 

Yet  this  I  fear  :  if  Frank  and  I  should  kiss, 

Some  creaking  gooae  would  chide  us  with  a.  hiss ; 

I  mean  not  that  goose  that 

Sings  it  knows  not  what ; 

"Tis  not  that  hiss,  when  one  says,  "hist,   come 

hither," 
Nor  that  same  hiss  that  setteth  dogs  together, 
Kor  that  same  hiss  that  by  a  lire  doth  stand, 
And  hisseth  T,  or  F.'  upon  the  hand ; 
But  'tis  a  hiss,  and  I'll  unlace  my  coat. 
For  I  should  sound'  sure,  if  I  heard  that  note, 
And  then  green  ginger  for  the  green  goose  cries, 
Serves  not  the  turn — I  tiim'd  the  white  of  eyes. 
The  rosasolu  yet  that  makes  me  live 
Ifl  favour'  that  these  gentlemen  may  give ; 
But  if  they  be  displeased,  then  pleos'd  am  I 
To  yield  myself  a  hissing  death  to  die. 
Yet  I  hope  here  is  *  none  consents  to  kill, 
But  kindly  take  the  favour  of  good-will. 
If  any  thing  be  in  the  pen  to  blame. 
Then  here  stand  I  to  blush  the  writer's  shame  r 
If  this  be  bad,  he  promises  a  better; 
Trust  him,  aud  he  will  prove  a  right  true  debtor. 


'  i.e.,  Traitor  or  filun. 

'  Second  ed.{l,,/auoaTi. 

*  So  read  for  Ibe  metre.    Old  cupiee,  hrre't. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONJE.i 

Henry  II.,  King  of  EnglamL 

Pbinck  Hknrt,  the  young  usurped  King. 

Princb  John. 

Prince  Richard. 

Earls  of  Gloucester,  Lancaster,  Chester,  Leices- 
ter, and  Morton. 

Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge. 

Robin  Hood,  Earl  of  Huntington. 

Skikk,  disguised  as  a  hermit. 

The  Queen. 

Ladt  Fauconbridge. 

Block. 

Warden  of  the  Fleet. 

Redcap,  a  messenger. 

Constable  and  Watch. 

A  Pursuivant. 

A  Drawer, 

Musi^. 

1  Not  in  the  old  copy. 


SCENE  THE  FIKST. 

£nter  ROBERT  HoOD,  a  young  A'obleman,  a  Servant 
vritli  him,  tcitk  riding  waniU  in  Oieir  handg,  ai 
if  they  had  been  HetB-lighted, 
Bob.  Go,  walk  the  horses,  wait  me  on  the  hill; 
This  is  the  hermit's  cell ;  go  out  of  dght. 
My  baainess  with  him  must  not  be  reveal'd 
To  any  mortal  creature  but  himself. 

Serv.  m  wait  your  honour  in  the  cross  high- 
way, i£jnl. 
EoB.  Do  so.     Hermit  devout  and  reverend. 
If  drowsy  age  keep  not  thy  stiffened  joints 
On  thy  unrestful  bed,  or  if  the  hours 
Of  holy  orisons  detain  thee  not, 
Come  forth. 

£nler  Skink,  liie  an  hrrmit. 

Bkine.  Good  morrow,  eon, 
Good  morrow  ;  and  God  bless  thee,  Huntington, 
A  brighter  gleam  of  true  nobility 
Shines  not  in  any  youth  more  than  in  thee. 
Thou  shalt  be  rich  in  honour,  full  of  speed  ; 
Thou  shalt  win  foi«  by  fear,  and  friends  by  meed. 

Rob,  Father,  1  como  not  now  to  know  my  fate ; 
Important  business  urgeth  princely  Richard 

[Ddim-  Uilni. 
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Ill  tlieae  terms  to  salute  thy  reverent  age. 
Read  and  be  brief;  I  know  some  cause  of  trust 
Made  him  employ  me  for  hie  musaenger. 

Seink.  a  cause  of  trust  indeed,  true- honoured 
youth. 
Princes  had  need,  in  matters  of  import, 
To  make  nice  choice.     Fair  earl,  if  I  not  err, 
Thou  art  the  prince's  ward ) 

Rob.  Father,  I  am 

His  ward,  his  chamberlain,  and  bed-fellow. 

Skink.  Fair  full  thee,  honourable  Robert  Hood ! 
Wend  to  Prince  Kichard :  say,  though  I  am  loth 
To  use  my  skill  in  conjuration. 
Yet  Skink,  that  poisoned  red-cheek'd  Rosamond, 
Shall  make  aitpearauce  at  the  parliament ; 
He  shall  be  tnere  by  noon,  assure  his  grace. 

Rob.  Good-morrow,  faUier,  see  you  fail  iiim  not, 
For  though  the  villain  did  a  horrible  deed. 
Yet  bath  the  young  king  Richard,  and  Earl  John, 
Sworn  to  defend  him  from  his  greatest  foes. 

Skink.  God's  benison  be  with  theu,  noble  Earl ! 

Rob.    Adieu,  good  father.      Holla,  there !    my 
horse !  [ExtL 

Skink.  Up,  spur  the  kicking  jade,  while  I  make 
speed 
To  conjure  Skink  out  of  his  hermit's  weed  ; 
Lie  there,  reli^on  :  keep  thy  master  erave, 
A  n.i  <in  the  fair  trust  of  these  princes  word 


And  o 


To  court  agiun,  Sldnk.     But,  before  I  go. 
Let  mischief  take  advice  of  villmy, 
Why  to  the  hermit  letters  should  be  sent, 
To  post  Skink  to  the  court  incontinent. 
Is  there  no  trick  in  this  1  ha  !  let  me  see  ! 
Or  do  they  know  already  I  am  he  ? 
If  they  do  30,  faith,  westward '  then  with  Sldok 
But  what  an  ass  am  I  to  be  thus  fond  ! 


.t.,  toTjburn.] 


UllJK    .UIOUT  VOU. 

Here  lies  the  heniiit,  whom  I  djiiig  louinl 

Some  twu  months  since,  wbeii  I  was  hourly  uhur^'il 

With  Hugh  the  crier  itnd  with  constables. 

I  saw  him  in  the  ready  way  to  heaven  ; 

I  help'd  him  forward  :  'twas  a.  holy  deed ; 

And  there  he  lies  some  six  foot  in  the  ground. 

Since  where,  and  sinca.  I  kept  me  in  his  weeds, 

0,  what  a  world  of  fools  have  fill'd  my  cells ! 

For  fortunes,  run-awaye,  stol'n  ^ods,  lost  cattle ! 

Among  the  number,  all  the  faction 

That  take  the  young  king's  part  against  the  old, 

Come  to  myself  to  hearken  for  myself. 

So  did  the  adverse  party  make  inquire, 

Bnt  either  fall  full  of  contrary  desire  : 

The  old  king's  jiart  would  kill  me  being  stain'tl ; 

The  young  king's  keep  me  from  their  violence. 

So  then  thou  need'st  not  fear ;  go  boldly  on, 

Brave  Hal,  Prince  Dick,  and  my  spruce  hot-spur 

Here  'a  their  safe  conduct     0,  but  for  Rosamond  ! 
A  fig  for  Kosamoud !  to  this  hope  I'll  lean, 
At  a  queen's  bidding  I  did  kill  a  queitn. 


SCENE  THE  SECOND. 

Sound  trumpfl*;  tntrr  tiritk  a  Ileraid,  im  the  uue 
niU,  HKNRy  THE  Second,  erouma/,  afltr  him 
Lancaster,  Ciiesteu,  Sir  Richard  Faucus- 
BRiDCB:  on  the  olhrr  part,  KiNG  Henkv  the 
Km,  crowned,  Ua-ald  after  Aim;  after  hitii 
PitiNCK  Richard,  John,  Lkicbster.  Being 
tet,  enters  fantaUieal  ROBERT  OP  GloSTER  in 
a  ffown  girt :  «ali»  np  and  down. 
Old  Kino.    Why  doth  not  Gloster  take   Im 

honoured  seat  1 
Glo,  Iu  faith,  ray  liege,  Gloster  is  in  ii  land, 
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Where  neither  surety  is  to  ait  or  stand. 
]  oiiiy  do  appear  aa  I  am  sumniotied, 
And  will  await  without  till  I  am  call'd. 
Young  K.  Why,  hear  you.  Cluster) 
Glo.  Henry,  I  do  hear  you. 
Young  K.  And  why  not  AVw/ 1 
Glo,  What's  he  that  sits  so  near  you  1 
Rich.  King  too. 
Glo.  Two  kings  J     Ha,  ha  ! 
Old  K.  Gloster,  sit,  we  thai^e  thee. 
Glo.  I  will  obey  your  charge  ;  I  will  sit  ilowii, 
But  in  this  house  on  uo  seat  hut  the  ground. 
John,  The  seat's  too  good. 
Glo.  I  know  it,  brother  John. 
John.  Thy  brother! 
Old  K.      Silence  there. 
YouNti  King.  Pass  to  the  billi.  Sir  Richard 

Fauconbridge. 

Fait,  My  lieges  both,  old  Fauconbridge  is  proud 

Of  your  right  hooour'd  chaise.    He  that  worst  may 

Will  strain  his  old  eyes  :  God  send  peace  this  day  ! 

A  bill  for   the  releasement   of  tiie  queen  pre- 

ferr'd, 
By  Henry  the  young  King,  Eiulianl  the  Prince, 

John,  £arl 
Of  Morton,  Bohmine,  Earl  of  Leicester,  and  the 
Commons. 
Old  K.  Did  you  prefer  this  bill ) 
All.  We  did. 

Ches,  and  Lan.  Ye  did  not  well. 
Glo.  Why,  thia  is  good  ;    now  shall  we    have 

the  hell. 
Three  Bro.  Chester  and  Lancaster,  you  wrong 

the  king. 
Ches.  and  Lan.  Oiu-  king  we  do  not. 
Young  K.  Do  not  you  sen  me  crown'dl 
Lan.  But  whilst  he  lives,  we  to  none  eke  are 
bound. 
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Lei.  1i>  it  not  a 


r,  tJiiiik  3 


1,  when  all  tiif 


;  wrong,  1 
world['B] 

Troubled  with  rumour  of  a  captive  queen, 
Imprisoned  by  her  husband  in  a  realm, 
Where  her  own  son  doth  wear  a  diadem  1 
la  like  au  head  of  iwople  mutinous, 
Still  munnuring  at  the  shame  done  her  and  ub  1 
Is  it  not  more  wrong,  when  her  mother  zeal, 
Sounded  through  Europe,  Afric,  Asia, 
Tells  in  the  hollow  of  newa-thirstiug  ears. 
Queen  Elinor  lives  in  a  dungeon. 
For  pity  and  affection  to  her  soul 
But   when   the   true    cause,    Clifford's   daughter's 

death. 
Shall  be  exposed  to  stranger  nations, 
What  volumes  will  be  writ,  what  liljels  spread, 
And  in  each  line  our  state  dishonoured  ! 

Fau.  My  lord  speaks  to  the  purpose  ;  marry, 
It  may  be  so  ;  pray  God  it  prove  not  bo. 

Lei.    Hear  mo  conclude,  and  therewithal  con- 
clude ; 
It  is  an  heinous  and  unheard-of  sin  : 
Queen  Elinor,  daughter  to  kingly  France, 
King  Heniy's  wife,  and  royal  Henry's  mother, 
Is  kept  close  prisoner  for  an  act  of  justice. 
Committed  on  an  odious  concubine. 

King.  Thou  wrong'st  her,  Leicester. 

Lbl  Lechers  ever  praise 
The  cause  of  their  confusion ;  she  was  vile. 

Fau.  She  was  ill-spoken  of,  it's  true,  [too]  true. 

Glo.  Yonder  sits  one  would  do  as  much   for 

you. 
Old  fool ;  young  Richard  hath  a  gift,  I  know  it, 
And  on  your  wife  my  sister  would  bestow  it. 
Here's  a  good  world  !  men  hat«  adulterous  sin. 
Count  it  a  gulf,  and  yet  they  needs  will  in. 

Lei.  WTiat  answer  for  the  ([ueen  ) 


:104  UiOK  ABOUT  vou. 

Lan.  The  king  rei>Hus, 
Vour  woniu  are  foul  slanilcrous  I'orgeries, 

JoUM.  His  higliDHss  eays  not  bo. 

Lan.  His  highiiesa  doth, 
Telle  you  it  is  a  shame  for  such  wild  youth 
To  smother  any  impiety. 
With  shew  to  chastise  loose  adultery. 
Say  Hoaamond  was  Henry's  c-onculiine. 
Ha<l  never  kiitg  a  toncnbine  but  he  1 
Did  Rosamond  begin  tb«  fires  in  France  1 
Made  aha  the  nortliern  borders  reek  with  flames  I 
Unpeopled  she  the  towns  of  Picardy  1 
Left  she  the  wives  of  England  huslmudless  1 
0,  no.     She  sinn'd,  I  grant ;  so  do  we  all ; 
She  fell  herself,  desiring  none  should  fall. 
But  Eliiior,  whom  you  go  much  commend. 
Hath  been  the  bellows  of  seditious  fire, 
Either  througli  jealous  rage  or  mad  desire. 
Is't  not  a  shame  to  think  that  she  hath  arm'd 
Four  sons'  right  hands  against  their  father's  heatl, 
And  not  the  children  of  a  low-priz'd  wretch, 
Bui  one,  whom  God  on  earth  hath  deified  t 
See,  where  he  sits  with  sorrow  in  his  eyes  I 
Three  of  liis  sons  and  here  tutor'd  by  her ; 
Smiles,  whilst  he  weeits,  and  with  a  proud  dis<lain 
Embrace  blithe  mirth,  while  his  sad  heart  com- 
plain. 

Fau.  Ha!  bughtheyl  nay,  by  the  rood,  tlial  is 
not  well ; 
Now  fie,  young  princes,  fie  ! 

Hen.  Peace,  doting  fool. 

John.  Be  silent,  ass. 

Fad.  With  all  my  heait,  my  lords  ;  my  humble 
leave,  my  lords. 
God's  mother,  ass  and  fool  for  s{>eaking  truth ! 
'Tis  terrible ;  but  fare  ye  well,  my  lords. 

Rich.  Nay,  stay,  good  Fauconbridge  ;  impute  it 
rage, 


That  thus  abusua  your  riffl 
My  brothers  are  too  hot 
Fau.  Too  hot  indeed  ! 
Fool,  ass,  for  speaking   truth  '     It's 

High.  Nay,  good  Sir  Kich&nl,  at  r 
treat, 
For  ail  the  love  I  bear  your  noble  house, 
Let  not  your  absence  kindle  further  wrath. 
Each  side's  at  council  now  ;  sit  down,  I  j)ray, 
I'll  quit  it  with  the  kindest  love  I  may. 

Glos.  Ay,  to  his  wife.  [AntU. 

Fau.  Prince  Richard,  I'll  ait  down  ; 
But  by  the  faith  I  owe  fatr  England's  crown, 
Had  you  not  been,  I  would  have  left  the  place ; 
My  service  merits  not  bo  much  disgrace. 

Rich.  Good  Fauconbridge,  I  thank  thee. 

[Go  to  tlitir  placet. 

Glo.  And  you'll  think  of  him, 
If  you  can  step  into  his  bower  at  Stepney. 

Fau.  Prince  Richard's  very  kind ;  I  know  his 
kindness. 
He  loves  me,  but  he  loves  my  lady  better. 
No  more.     I'll  watch  him  ;  I'll  prevent  his  game ; 
Young  lad,  it's  ill  to  halt  before  the  lame.    [Atidt. 
[T/k^  break  astinder,  paper*  this  urhile  btinff 
ojfered  and  tubiKrihtd  btttvetn  eithrr. 

Hen.  I'll  not  subecrihe  to  thia  indignity ; 
I'll  not  be  called  a  king,  but  be  a  king. 
Allow  me  half  tlie  realm ;  give  me  the  north, 
The  proviiicea  that  lie  beyond  the  seas  : 
Wales  and  the  Isles,  that  compass  in  the  main. 

Glo.  Nay,  give  him  all,  and  he  will  scant  be 
pleaseiL  [Aside. 

RlUH.  Brother,  you  ask  too  much. 

John.  Too  much  t  too  little  r 
He  shall  have  that  and  more  ;  I  awear  he  shall 
I  will  havi'  Nottingham  and  Salisbury, 
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■Stoffurd  aad  Darby,  and  some  utliur  earlduui, 
Or,  by  St  John  (wlioae  blesseil  name  I  bear), 
ni  nukke  these  places  like  a  wilderness. 
Is't  not  a  plague,  an  horrible  abnae, 
A  king,  a  King  of  England,  should  be  father 
To  four  such  projier  youths  as  Hal  and  Dick, 
My  brother  Geoffrey,  and  my  proper  self, 
And  yut  not  give  his  sons  such  maintenance. 
As  he  consumes  among  his  minions  1 

Rich.  Be  more  respective,  John. 

John.  Respective,  Kichardi 
Are  you  tum'd  pure  1  a  changing  weathercock  ! 

[Aiide. 
I  say  its  reason  Henry  should  be  king. 
Thou  prince,  I  duke,  as  Geoffrey  is  a  duke. 

Lan.  What,  shall  your  father  do  1 

John.  Live  at  his  prayers. 
Have  a  sufficient  pension  by  the  year. 
Repent  his  sins,  because  his  end  is  near. 

Glo.  a  gracious  son ,  a  very  gracious  son  1  [A  siife. 

Kino.  Will  this  content  you  1  I  that  have  sat  still, 
Amoz'd  to  see  my  sons  devoid  of  shame ; 
To  hear  my  subjects  with  rebellious  tongues 
Wound  the  kind  bosom  of  their  sovereign  ; 
Can  no  more  bear,  but  from  a  bleeding  heart 
Deliver  all  my  love  for  all  your  hate  : 
Will  this  content  ye  1 '    Cruel  Elinor, 
Your  savage  mother,  my  uncivil  queen ; 
The  tigress,  that  hath  drunk  the  purple  blood 
Of  three  times  twenty  thousand  valiant  men  ; 
Washing  her  red  chaps  in  the  weeping  tears 
Of  widows,  virgins,  nurses,  sucking  babes ; 
And  lastly,  aorteil  with  her  damn'd  consorts, 
Ent'red  a  labyrinth  to  murther  love. 
Will  this  content  you  1    She  shall  bo  releaa'd, 
That  she  may  next  seize  me  she  most  envies ! 

■  [OUi  copy,  (*«.] 
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Hen.  Our  mother's  liberty  is  Bonie  uoiiteiit. 

KiNU.  What  else  would  Henr^'  liave  1 

Hen.  The  Idngiloni. 

Kmo.  Peruse  this  bill ;  draw  near  j  let  ua  con- 
fer. 

John.  Hal,  be  not  answered  bat  with  sove- 
reignty, 
For  glorious  is  the  away  of  majeBty, 

Kino.  What  would  content  you,  John  I 

John.  Five  earldoms,  sir. 

King.  What  you,  son  Kichard  % 

Ricii.  Pardon,  gracious  father, 
And  th'  furtherance  for  my  vow  of  penance. 
For  I  have  sworn  to  God  and  all  his  saints, 
These  arms  erected  in  rebellious  brawls 
Against  my  father  and  my  sovereign, 
Slmll  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord  of  Hosts, 
In  wrong'd  Judcea  and  Palestina. 
That  shall  be  Richard's  penance  for  his  pride. 
His  blood  a  satisfaction  for  his  sin. 
His  patrimony,  men,  munition. 
Anil  means  to  waft  them  into  Syria, 

KiNU.  Thou  shalt  have  thy  desire,  heroic  son, 
As  soon  as  other  home-bred  brawls  are  done. 

Lan.  Why  weeps  old  Fauconbridge  ! 

FaU.  I  am  almost  blind, 
To  hear  sons  cruel  and  the  fathers  kind. 
Now,  well-a-year,^  that  e'er  I  liv'd  to  see 
Such  patience  and  so  much  impiety  ! 

Glo.    Brother,  content  thee;   this  is  but  the 
first: 
Worse  is  a-brewing,  and  yet  not  the  worst. 

Lei.  You  shall  not  stand  to  this. 

Hen.  And  why,  my  lord  1 


'  [Old  coiiy,  "icU   a  lucre.     We[l-a-year  ia 
phnao.we/ibeitigcorrupMd  from  leail.    "  w.ii_. 


mw    IB  an   unuauai 

'  Well-B-day  "  in  the 
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Lei.  T)it?  lands  of  Morton  dotli  bclnii^;  to  Julin. 
Hen.  Wiiat's  that  to  me  I   liy  Act  of  Parlia- 

If  they  be  mine  confirm'd,  he  must  be  pleas'd. 

John.  Be  pleaned,  King-puppet  1  have  I  stood 
for  thee, 
Even  in  the  mouth  of  death  1  opeiiM  my  arme 
To  circle  in  sedition's  ugly  shape  I 
Shook  hands  with  duty,  bad  adieu  to  virtue, 
Profan'd  aU  majesty  in  heaven  and  earth ; 
Writ  in  black  characters  on  my  white  brow 
The  name  of  rebrl  John  against  Ids  fatherl 
For  thee,  for  thee,  thou  'otomy '  of  honour. 
Thou  worm  of  majesty,  thou  frotli,  thou  bubble !  - 
And  must  I  now  be  ph^as'd  in  pence  to  etand, 
^Vliile  statutes  make  thee  owner  of  my  land  1 

Glo.  Good  pastime,  good,  now  will  tite  thieves 
fall  out !  [Xfit/*. 

John.  O,  if  I  do,  let  me  be  never  held 
Koyal  King  Henry's  son ;  pardon  me,  father  ; 
Pull  down  this  rebel,  that  hath  done  thee  wrong. 
Dick,  come  and  leave  his  side ;  assail  him,  lords ; 
Let's  have  no  parley  but  with  bills  and  swords. 

KiN'O.  Peace,  John,  lay  down  thy  arms ;  hear 
Henry  speak. 
He  minds  thee  no  such  wrong. 

John.  He  were  not  tiest. 

Hen.  Why,  hair-brain'd  brother,  can  ye  brook 
no  jest  1 
I  do  confirm  you  Earl  of  Nottioghuni- 

JoMN.  And  Morton  too  1 

Hkn.  Ay,  and  Morton  too. 

1  Old  copy,  atitaic.  I  conjcctura  oiomy  for  aaotomy,  a 
comvon  form  at  annUimy. 

'  HrUliwcll  meniioDB  Ihc  wonls  palihU  ind  rnibU  in  dif- 
ferent senses,  And  tLc  old  cop;  rcaita  jmblr  ;  but  here  the 
context  eeema  to  rcnnirt  tuiblt.  IIq  has  unmedi ate);  before 
lued  tlie  term  Jrolh. 
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Havu  ye  iierform'il  the  Itiisinitss  I  eiijoinMI 

Rob.  I  have,  &nd  Skink  is  come ;  here  is  liia 
bill. 

Hen.  No  matter  for  his  bill ;  let  him  come 
in. 

King.  Let  him  not  onter  ;  hie  infectious  breath 
Will  poison  the  assembly. 

Glo.  Never  doubt ; ' 
There's  more  infectious  breaths  about  your  throne, 
Leicester  is  there ;  your  envious  eons  are  there  ; 
If  them  you  can  enilure,  no  poison  fear. 

Kino.  Content  thee,  Gloster. 

Glo.  I  must  be  content 
When  you,  that  should  mend  all,  are  patient 


fnbr  Skink. 

Hen.  Welcome,  good  Skink,  thou  justly  dost 
complain, 
Thou  stand'st  in  dreail  of  death  for  Bosamond, 
Whom  thou  (Ijdst  poison  at  our  dread  command 
And  the  appointment  of  our  gracious  mother. 
See  here  my  father's  hand  unto  thy  pardon. 

Skink.  I  receive  it  graciously,  wishing  his  soul 
sweet  peace  in  heaven  for  so  meritorious  a  work, 
for  I  fear  me  I  have  not  his  heart,  though  his 
hand. 

Kino.  Be  sure  thou  hast  not,  murderous  blood- 
sucker. 
To  jealous  envy  executioner. 

Hen.  Besides,  thou  suest  to  have  some  main- 
tenance i 
We  have  bethought  us  how  we  will  reward  thee, 
Thou  shall  have  Kowden  lordship. 

Glo.  ShaUhesoI 

Will  you  reward  your  murtherers  with  my  lands  1 
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Hen,    Vol 


laiulsi}   it 


girt ;    .iiul    ho 


il  hnve  it. 

Glo.  I'll  give  him  seizure  first  with  this  and 
this.  [Sti-ike  Aim. 

John.  Lay  hoh!  on  tilo.ster. 
King.  Hold  that  murderous  Skiiik. 

Glo.  ViUaiiiB,  h»nds  off;  I  am  a  [iriniie,  a  peer, 
And  I  have  borne  disgrace,  while  I  can  bear, 
Fau.    Knaves,  leave  your  radeuess ;  how  now, 
brother 
Glosterl  nay,  be  appeas'd,  lie  patient,  brother. 
KlCH.  Shift  for  thyself,  gowl  Skink  ;  there's  gold. 

Here  will  be  parts.' 

Skink.  Swounde  !  Ill  make  one,  and  stay. 

John.  I  prythee,  begone,  since  thus  it  fallethout. 
Take  water ;  hence,  away  ;  thy  life  I  doubt. 

Skink.  \VelI,  farewell  [then] ;  get  I  once  out  of 

Shink  never  will  put  trust  in  warrants  more.  [Ejil. 

King.  Will  Gloster  not  be  bridled  1 

Glo.  Yes,  my  liege ; 

And  saddled  too,  and  rid,  and  spurred,  and  rein'd,  ' 
Such  misery  (in  your  reign)  'fal&  your  friends. 
Let  go  my  arms,  you  dunghills  ;  let  me  speak. 

King.  Where's  that  knave,   Skink  1     I  charge 
you  see  him  stay'd. 

Fau.  The  Bwift-heel'd  knave  is  fled ; 
Body-a-me,  here's  rule  ;  here's  work  indeed. 

King.  Follow  that  Skink ;  let  privy  search  be 

Let  not  one  pass,  except  he  be  well-known; 
Ijet  posts  be  every  way  sent  speedily 
For  ten  miles'  compass  round  about  the  city. 
Hen.  Take  Gloster  to  you.  Lieutenant  of  the 
Tower. 

'  Divi^ons,  eonfliota. 


M 
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Keep  him  aside,  till  we  confer  ftwliile. 
Fatlier,  you  must  subscribe  to  his  committing. 

Lan.  Why  must  he,  Henry  ? 

Le[.  Marry,  for  this  cause  : 

He  hath  broke  peace,  and  violated  laws. 

Glo.  So  haye  you  all  done,  rebels  as  yon  be. 

Fac.    Good  words,  goo<l  brother ;  hear   me, 
gracious  lonls. 

Hen.  I  prythee,  Fauconbridge,  be  patient. 
Gloater  must  of  ftirce  answer  this  contempt. 

KrNG.  I  wilt  not  yield ;  he  shall  imto  the  Tower, 
Warden  of  th'  Fleet,  take    yon  the  charge   of 
Gloster. 

Hen.  Why,   be    it    so;   yet    stay    with    him 
awhile, 
Till  we  take  order  for  the  t!om|>any. 
That  shall  attend  him,  and  resort  to  him. 

Glo.  Warden  of  the  Fleet,  I  see  I   am  your 
charge. 
Befriend  me  thus,  lest  by  their  command 
I  be  prevented  of  what  I  intend. 

Keep.  Command  me  any  6er\'ice  in  ray  power. 

Glo.  I  pray  you  eall  some  nimble-footed  fellow 
To  do  a  message  for  me  to  my  sister. 

Keef.  Call  in  Ileduap  ;  he  wait«th  with  a  tip- 
staff, [fiJxit  OIK  for  Aim. 
He  stammers  ;  but  he's  swift  and  trusty,  sir. 


SCENE  THE  FOURTH. 

Eater  REDCAP. 

Glo.  No  matter  for  the  stammering ;  is  this  he  T 
Red.  Ay,  I  am  Re-Redcap,  s-s-sir. 
Glo.  Rnn,  Redcap,  to  Stepney. 
Red.  I'll  be  at  Stepney  p-p-presently. 
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Glo.  Nay,  stay ;  go  to  tlie  Ij«iy  Faucoubridge, 
my  sister. 

Red.  The   La-La-Lady  FauFau-Fauconbteech t 
1  r-r-nin,  sir  I 

Gtx).  But  take  thy  errand  ;  tell  her  I  am  prisoner. 
Committed  to  the  Fleet 

Red.  I  am  g  g-g!ad  of  th-th-that,  my  fa-fa  father 

the  p-p-porter  aha-shall  ge-ge-get  a  f-f-fee  by  you. 

[St'ii  rwn*. 

Glo.  Stand  still  a  while — de«ire  her  to  make 
means 
Unto  Prince  Richard  for  iny  liberty  ; 
At  thy  return  (make  spee<l)  I  will  reward  thee. 

Rkd.  I  am  g-g  gone,  si-sir. 

Rich.  Commend  me  to  her,  gentle  Huntington ; 
Tell  her  in  these  affairs  I'll  stand  her  friend, 
Her  brother  shall  not  long  be  prisoner : 
Say  I  will  visit  her  immediately. 
Begone,  sweet  boy,  to  Marion  Fauconbridge, 
Thou  lookest  like  love  :  persuade  her  to  be  loving. 

Rob.  So  far  as  honour  will,  I  will  persuade  ; 
111  lay  love's  Itattery  to  her  modest  ears  ; 
Second  my  mild  assault,  you  may  chance  win. 
Fair  [larley  at  the  least  may  hap  pass  in.        [Ej^. 

Hen.    Here,  take  your  charge ;    let  no    man 
speak  with  him. 
Except  ourself,  our  brethren,  or  Earl  Leicester, 

Fau.  Not  l,my  lordt  may  not  I  s^ieak  with  himi 

Hen.  Yes,  Fauconbridge,  thou  shalt 

John.  And  why  t  he  is  his  wife's  brother. 

Fau.  Earl  John,  although  I  be, 
I  am  true  unto  the  state,  and  so  is  he. 

Glo.  M'hat,  shall  I  have  no  servant  of  my  own  t 

Hen.   No,  but  the  household  servants  of  the 
Fleet, 

Glo.  I  thank  you,  kinsman  King ;  your  fatlier 
knows, 
Gloster  may  boldly  give  a  base  slave  blows. 
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Fad.    0,  but  not  here  ;    it  was  not  well  done 

King.  Farewell,  good  Gloster,  you  shall  hear 

from  UR. 
Glo,  Even  what  your  sons  will  Eu&er  you  to 
send. 
la't  not  a  misery  to  see  you  stand, 
lliat  sometime  was  the  monarch  of  this  land, 
Intrcating  traitors  for  a  subject's  freedom  J 
Lei.  Let  him  not  speak ;  away  with  him  to 

prison. 
Glo.  Here's  like  to  be  a  well-stay'd  common- 
wealth, 
Wherein  proud  Leicester  and  licentious  John 
Arc  pillars  fur  the  king  to  loan  ujmn. 

John.  We'll  hear  your  railing  lecture  in  the 

Fleet. 
Glo.'   On  thy  displeasure  ^  well  ye  have  me 
here. 
0,  that  I  were  within  my  fort  of  Bungay, 
Whose  walls  are  wash'd  with  the  clear  streams  of 

Waveney,' 
Then  would  not  Gloster  pass  a  halfpenny, 
For  all  these  Fobels  and  their  piwr  king  too.^ 
Laughtst  thou.  King  Ilenry?     Thou  Imow'et  my 

words  are  true, 
God  help  thee,  good  old  man  I  adieu,  adieu  ! 
John.  That  castle  shall  he  mine,  wherein  stands* 

Fauconbridge. 
Fau.    Far  from  your  reach,  sure,  imder  Feck- 
hill- ridge, 
Five  hundred  men  (England  hath  few  such  wight) 
Keep  it  for  Glostcr's  use  both  day  and  night : 


'  Old  copy.  Heart/,  •  Old  copy,  Artnrj/. 

'  But  eoe  Hanlill's  '■  TroTrrUi,"  188B,  p.  33. 
*  Uld  copy,  vJim  lUuuli  in. 


But  you  may  easily  win  it     Wantons'  words 
Quickly    can     master     men,    tongues    out-brawl 
sword*  I 

John.  Ve  are  an  idiot. 

Rich.  I  prythee,  John,  forbear. 

John.  \Vhat,  ahall  old  winter  with  his  frosty 
jests 
Cross  flow'ry  plea 

Fau.  Ay,  and  nip  you  too  ! 
God  M.iry  mother,'  I  would  tickle  you. 
Were  there  no  more  in  place  but  1  and  you. 

Kino.  Cease  these  contentions  ;  forward  to  the 

Release  Queen  Elinor,  and  leave  me  there, 
Vour  prisoner  I  am,  sure,  if  ye  had  power  ; 
There's  nothing  let's  yo  i  but  the  Commons'  fear : 
Keep  your  state,  lords ;  we  will  by  water  go. 
Making  the  fresli  Thames  salt  with  tears  of  woe. 
Hen.    And   we'll  by  land   thorough  the  City 

Making  the  peojtle  tremble  at  our  pride, 

[Exeunt  with  trumjiels  luii)  imffs. 


SCENE  THE  FIFTH. 

JUnlfT  Skink  mIiu. 

Skink.  Bbtekbeatli,  quotb  he  I  And  1  were  king 
of  all  Kent,  I  would  give  it  for  a  commodity  of 
apron-strings,  to  be  in  my  cottage  again.  Princes' 
warrants  1  marry.  Slunk  finds  them  as  sure  as  an 
obligation  seal'd  with  batter.  At  King's-Bridge  I 
durst  Qot  enter  a  boat.   Through  London  the  stones 

'  t.«.,  Marf ,  Ood's  mother. 


I 


Ked.  I  m-must  tie-ueedg  go  back,  tikc  La-Lady 
Fftu-FaiiFau 

Skink.  God  epeed,  good  follow. 

Red.  Go-Go-God  sp-sp-speed  you,  air. 

Skink.  Why  rimn'st  thou  from  me  J 

Red.  Ma-Marry,  sir,  I  have  lo-lost  a  la-lady's 
uame,  aad  I  am  ninDing  ba>back  to  se-se-seek  it. 

SkinK-  What  lady  1     I  prythee,  stay. 

Bed.  Why,  the  La-Lady  Fau-Fau-Fau 

SsiNK.  Fauconbridge  1 

Red.  Ay,  the  s-e-same  :  farewell,     I  th-th-thank 
you  h- heartily. 

Skink.  If  thou  would'st  speak  with  her,  she  ia 
in  Keut. 
a  her ;  what's  thy  business  with  luy  lady ) 

Eed.  I  fih-sh-should  do  an  errand  to  her  J'-f-from 
my  Lord  of  Gloucester ;  but,  a-a-and  she  !«  in 
K-Kent,  I'll  send  it  by  you. 

Skink.  Where  ia  my  lord ) 

Reu.  Marry,  p-p-prisouer  in  tlie  Fl-ileet,  a-a- 
and  w- would  have  her  speak  to  P- Prince  R-Richard 
for  hia  re-re-release. 

Skink.  I  have  much  business ;  hold,  there's  thy 
fare  by  water,  my  Lady  lies  this  nigHt 

Rru.  Wh-wh-where,  I  pray  J 

Skink.  At  Graveseud  at  the  Angel. 

Red,  'Tis  devilish  cOKJo-cold  (roiug  by  water. 

Skink.  Why,  there's  my  cloaK  and  hat  to  kee|) 
thee  warm ; 
Thy  cap  and  jerkin  will  serve  me  to  ride  in 
By  the  way  ;  thou  hast  wind  and  tide  ;  take  oars  ; 
My  lady  will  reward  thee  royally. 

Red.  G-God-a-mercy,  f-fa-faith ;  and  ever  th-thoii 
c&*o-come  to  the  Fl-Fl-Fleet,  HI  give  the  tu-tu- 
tuniing  of  the  ke-kcy  f-for  n-no-notliing. 

Skink.  Hie  thee;  to-morrow  morning  at  Graves 
eud  I'll  wash  thy  stammering  throat  with  a  mug 
of  ale  merrily. 
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Red.  God  }k  w-witli  you  till  s-soo-soon.  What 
tall  you  the  ladyl  0,  now  I  re-remember:  the 
La-LJuiy  Fo-Fauconbridge.     At  what  s-aign ! 

Skine.  At  the  Angel. 

Red.  A-Augel,  the  La-La-Lady  Fa-Fa^Faucon- 
bridge,  Fa-Fan-Fanconbridge. 

Skink.  Farewell  and  be  haiig'd,  good  etammer- 
ing  ninny,  I  think  I  have  set  your  Redcap's  hoele 
n-ninning,  would  your  pianot- chattering  humour 
rould  as  sa-safely  se  set  me  fr-trom  tlie  aearchere' 
walks.  Yonder  comes  some  one.  'Hem  I  Skink, 
to  your  tricks  this  titty  titty.  Ah,  the  tongue,  I 
lielieve,  will  fail  me.^ 


SCENE  THE  SEVENTH. 
Kiiur  Constable  uttd  "W/lIvh. 

Con.  Come,  make  up  to  tliis  fellow,  let  th'other 
go,  he  seems  a  geutleman.  ^Hxit  ItEDCAP  dreued 
an  Skink.]     'WTiat  are  you,  sir? 

Skink.  Would  I  had  kept  my  own  suit,  if  the 
fotmtenaiice  carry  it  away. 

Con.  Stand,  sirrah,  what  are  you  J 

Skink.  The  po-po-porter's  sou  of  the  F-Fl-Fteet, 

Eting  to  Stepney  about  business  to  the  La-La- 
ftdy  Fa-Fa-Fauconbiidge. 
Con.    Well,  bring  him  thither,  some  two  or 
three  of  ye,  honest  neighbours,  and  so  back  to  the 
Fleet;  we'll  show  ourselves  diligent  above  other 
officers. 

Skink.  \Yh-wh-why,  lele-lot  me  run.  I  am 
Re-Redcap. 


'  Hen; 


IB  the  si 


vt  of  Itcdcap,  whicb  he  intends  U> 


UON.  Well,  8ure  you  shull  i 
ihan  1  lead  you,  hear  ye,  neigbbour  Simines,  1 
leave  my  staff  with  ye ;  be  vigibtnt,  I  pray  you, 
search  the  suspicious  bouses  at  the  towu'a  end  ; 
this  Skink's  a  trouncer.     Come,  will  you  l>e  gone, 

Skink.  Yes,  sir,  and  the  devil  go  with  you  and 
them. 
Well,  yet  have  ho|ie,  mad  ha-heart ;  < 

your  way.  [AVf 


SCENE  THE  EIGHTH. 
jS'n/er  RoBIN  Hool)  and  BlOCK, 

Blo.  Sweet  nobility  in  reversion,  Block,  by 
the  commission  of  his  head,  conjures  you  and 
withal  binds  you,  by  alt  the  tricks  that  pi^a  pass 
in  time  of  Parliament,  as  swearing  to  the  pant- 
able,'  crowning  with  custards,  paper-whiffs  to  the 
sleepers'  noses,  cutting  of  tags,  stealing  of  torches, 
cum  mtil/it  adit — tell,  Block,  what  block  you  have 
cast  in  the  way  of  my  lady's  conteut ! 

Rob.  Block,  by  the  antiquity  of  your  ancestry, 
I  have  given  your  lady  not  go  much  as  the  least 
cause  of  dislike ;  if  she  be  displeased  at  any  news 
I  bring,  it's  more  than  I  must  btab. 

Blo.  Zounds,  these  pages  be  so  proud,  they 
care  not  for  an  old  servingmau ;  you  are  a  ward 
and  so  an  earl,  and  no  more :  you  disquiet  our 
bouse — that's  the  most ;  and  I  may  be  even  with 
thee — that's  the  least 


'  CotDi«re  "Dunon  ind  KUi1u,"toI.  it.,  pp.  07-S 
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Lady  F.  Are  you  in  lovet 
Rob.  I  flearly  love  Prince  Kichanl. 
Ladv  F.  Then  do  you  love  the  loveliest  man 
alive, 
The  princeliest  person  of  King  Henry's  sons. 
Ron.  I  like  this  well.  [Asije. 

Lady  F.  He  is  virtuous  in  his  mind,  his  body 
fair  ; 
His  deeds  &re  just,  his  speeches  debonair. 
Rob.  Better  and  better  still.  [Ani/e. 

Lady  F.  Indeed  he  ia,  what  nobody  can  deny. 
All  lovely,  beauty  all,  all  majesty. 

Roe  I'll  tell  his  excellence  what  you  report  ; 
No  doubt  he  will  be  very  thankful  for  't. 
Lady  F.  Nay,  hear  you,  yoimg  lord  1  [for]  God's 

pity,  stay. 
Rob.   What,  have  you  more  in  Richard's  praise 

to  BB.y1 
Lady  F.  I  have  snid  ton  much,  if  you  miacon- 

Duty  bids  praise  him,  not  unchastity. 

Rob.  Unchastity  1  holy  heavens  forfend  it. 
That  he  or  I,  or  you  should  once  intend  itl 


SCENE  THE  NINTH. 

£iiUr  Block  and  Richard. 

Blo.  They  are    there,  sir,  close  at  it,  I  leave 
you,  sir  ;  the  more  room  the  less  company. 
Rich.  Drink  that ;  farewell.     [Givn  him  money. 
Blo.  If  that   Sir   Richard   comes ;   this  ties, 
this  binds ; 
O  gold,  thy  power  converteth  servants'  minds. 

[Exit. 


Skink.  a  plague  upon  jou  for  n  tlRmtied  rogue  ! 
The  porter  of  the  Fleet  will  surely  know  ine. 

[AsUe. 
Ladt  F.  Good  ueighboure,  brmg   this  hoDeat 
fellow  thither ; 
There's  for  his  pains  a  crown,  if  he  say  true, 
And  for  your  labour  there's  as  much  for  you. 
Skink.    Why,    ma-ma-madam,    I    am    Ke-Re- 

Bedcap,  the  porter's  son. 
Lady  F.  Thou  hast  no  wrong  in  this ;  farewell, 

good  fellow, 
Skink.  Best  speaking  to  Prince  Richard  1  no, 
ril  try 
And  face  out  Redcap,  if  the  slave  were  by. 
Lady  F.  Make  them  drink,  Block. 
Blo.    Come    to    the    buttery- bar,   stitty-stitty 
stammerer ;  come,  honest 
Constable,  hey  I    the  watch   of  our   town ;   we'll 
drink,  try-Ull,  i 'faith. 


SCENE  THE  TENTH. 

A$  theygo  out,  enterM  SlR  KiCllARD  Faucon BRIDGE, 

itf aim ff  forward,  Prince  and  Lady  ialkiuy.'^ 

Rob,  Lupui  iv  fabvh,  my  noble  Lord  ; 
See  the  old  fox.  Sir  Richard  Faucoubridge. 
Rich.  We'll  fit  him  well  enough;  second  us, 

Robin. 
Ladt  F.  I'll  fit  you  well  enough  for  all  your  hope. 
[Fauc.  heckont  to  Block. 
Fau.  Leave    quaffing,    sirrah,    listen    to    their 


L>  make  liiuiaelf  vUiUe, 
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Blo.  O,  wliile  you  live,  bewiire,  two  are 
sooner  seen  than  one ;  besides,  bear  a  bi-ain, 
moater,  if  Blo<:k  should  be  now  spied,  my  matlsni 
would  not  trust  this  sconce  neither  io  lime  nor 
tide. 

E\V.  Well,  leave  me,  now   it  buds;  see,  see, 
they  kiss. 

Blo.  Adieu,  good  old  sinner,  you  may  recover 
it  with  a  aaliet  of  parsley  and  the  herb  patience  ; 
if  not,  sir,  you  know  the  worst.  It's  but  eveu 
this. 

Rich.   Madam,  what  you  desiro,  1  not  deny, 
But  promise  (lloater  life  and  liberty. 
I  beg  but  love. 

Fau.  When  doth  she  give  her  alms  I        [Axidt. 

Lady  F.  Fair,  honourable  prince. 

Fau.  Nay,  then,  they  speed.  [A*ide. 

Lady  F.  My  soul  hath  your  deserts  in  good 
esteem. 

Fau.  Witness  these  goodly  tines,'  that   grace 
my  hea<l.  [Atiile, 

Lady  F.  But  were  you  the  sole  monarch  of  the 
earth. 
Your  power  were  insufhcient  to  inva<le 
My  never-yielding  heart  of  chastity. 

Fau.  Sayst  thou  80,  Mall  1  I  promise  thee  for  this, 
I'll  owe  thy  cherry  lips  an  old  man's  kiss ; 
Look,  how  my  cockercll  droops ;  'tis  no  matter, 
I  like  it  best,  when  women  will  not  flatter.  [Atult. 

Rich.  Nay,  but  sweet  lady — 

Bob.  Nay,  but  gracious  lord. 
Do  not  80  much  forget  your  princely  worth 
As  to  tempt*  virtue  t' unchaatity. 


'  Old  copy,  tinta.    See  HuJliwell,  ».  tint,  where  the  word 
Mid  to  mcBn  "  the  prong  of  a  fork  (ucond  explanftlion)," 
ence,  axia  the  text,  •  horn. 
•  [Old  eapy,  allmpt.} 


e  youth!  [^tidr. 

Roe  Let  not  tho  lady's    deatl    grief    for   her 

Give  life  to  shame  less  and  detested  sin. 
Fau,  Sweet  child.  [AsiJf. 

EoR  Consider  that  she  is  of  high  descent. 
Fau,  Most  virtuous  earl.  [yiitifle. 

Rob.  Wife    to  the    nohleet    knight    that    ever 

breath'd. 
Pau.  Now,  blessing  on  thee,  blessed  Huntdng- 
ton  I  [A  fide. 

Rob.  And   woidd   you   then   first  stain  your 
princely  stock, 
Wrong  beauty,  virtue,  honour,  chastity, 
And  blemish  Fauconbridge's  untainted  a 

Fau.  By  adding  horns  unto  our  falcon's  head  ! 
Well  thought  on,  noble  youth  :  'twas  well  put  in, 
[Aiide. 
Lady  F.  Besides,  my  gracious  lord, — 
Fau.  Tickle  him,  Mall, 
Plague  him  on  that  side  for  his  hot  desire. 

Lady  F.  however  secretly  great  princes 

sin. 
Fau.  0,  now  the  spring  I  she'll  do  it  secretly. 

[AMe, 
Lady  F,  The  King  of  all  hearts  will  have  all 

sins  known. 
Fau.  Ah,  then  she  yields  not !  [Atide. 

Rich.  Lady,  here's  my  hand. 
I  did  but  try  your  honourable  taith. 

Fau.    He    did    but    try  her !    would  she  have 
been  tried. 
It  had  gone  hard  on  this  and  on  this  side.  [Atuie. 
Rich.    And  since   I  see  your  virtue  ao  con- 
firm'd. 
As  vice  can  have  no  entrance  in  your  heart, 
I  vow,  in  sight  of  heaven,  never  again, 
To  move  like  question  but  for  love. 
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¥av.  My  lieart  U  eaaeJ  ;  hold,  Block,  take  up 
my  cloak. 

But.  Ajid  your  cap,  too,  sir  ?  ^ 

[SlH  ElCH.  Faoc.  eume»  foneard- 

Rich.  Sir  Richard ! 

Fau.  Wlint,  sweet  Prince,  welcome,  i'faith, 
I  se*  youth  quickly  gets  the  start  of  age  ; 
But  welcome,  welcome ;  and,  young  Huntington, 
Sweet  Robin  Houd,  honour's  best  flow'ring  bloom, 
Welcome  to  Fauconbridge  with  all  my  heart  1 
How  cheers  my  love,  how  fares  my  Marian,  ha  I 
Be  merry,  chuck,  and,  Prince  Richard,  welcome. 
Let  it  go,  Mall ;  I  know  thy  grievances. 
Away,  away  ;  tut,  let  it  pass,  sweet  girl. 
We  needs  must  have  his  help  about  the  earls. 

[Atidt. 

LabyF.  Let  it  not  be  dela/d,  dear  Fauconbridge. 

Rich.    Sir  Richard,  first  make  enit  unto  my 
father, 
I'll  follow  you  to  Court,  and  second  you. 

Fau.  Ffillow  to  court,  ha )  then  I  smell  a  rat. 
It's  probable  he'U  have  a  bout  again  ; 
Long  siege  makes  entrance  to  the  strongest  fort. 
It  must  not  be  ;  I  must  not  leave  him  here. 

[Atidf. 
Prince  Richard,  if  you  love  my  brother's  good, 
Let's  ride  back  to  the  court ;  I'll  wait  on  you. 

Rich.  He's  jealous ;    but  I  must  obsen'e  the 
time.  [A$i(le. 

We'll  ride  unto  the  court ;  I'll  leave  my  boy 
Till  we  return  ;  are  you  agreed  to  this? 

Fau.  0,  ay,  he  is  an  honourable  youth, 
Virtuous  and  modest,  Huntington's  right  heir, 
His  father  Gilbert  was  the  smoothest-fac'd  loiil 
That  e'er  bare  arms  in  England  or  in  France, 


Come,  Prince,  God  send  iis  to  prove  fortunate. 

Lady  F.  WTiy  do  you  atay,^  sir  1 

Rob,  Madam,    as  a  lieger  to  solicit  for    youi' 

t  love. 
LA.DY  F.  Walk  in  the  garden;  I  will  follow  you, 
I'faith,  i'faith,  you  are  a  nobte  wag, 

Rob.   An  honourable  wag  and  waggish  earl, 
Even  what  you  will,  sweet  lady,  I  must  bear. 
Hoping  of  patience  profit  will  ensue. 
That  you  will  bear  the  Prince  as  I  bear  you. 
Lady  F.  Well    said,  well  said,  I'll  have  these 
toys  amended, 
Go,  will  you  walk  into  the  garden,  sir  1 

Rob.  But  will   you   promise  me   to  bring  no 
maide, 
To  set  upon  my  little  mauship  there  ? 
You  thntat'ued  whipping,  and  I  am  in  fear. 

Ladt  F.  Upon   my  word,  I'll  bring  none  but 

myself. 
Rob.    You  see  I  am  weapon'd,  do  not,  I  be- 
seech thee.' 
I'll  stab  them,  come  there  twenty,  ere  they  breucli 
me,  [Sxil. 

Lady  F.    This  youth  and  Richard   think  me 

But  Marian  rather  will  embrace 
The  bony  carcase  of  dismaying  death, 
Than  prove  unchaste  to  noble  Fauconbridge. 
Richard,*  King  Henry's  son,  is  light. 
Wanton,  and  loves  not  humble  modesty, 


'  Old  cop;,  $olicit 
'  Old  copy,  you. 
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SkinE.  Tliere's  such  a  que-questinu  for  you 
8-aame  r-rogue ;  Skink,  p-plagiie  keep  [me]  far 
enough  from  him,  that  a-au-honest  f-fellow  ca-can- 
not  w-w-walk  the  streets. 

Fob.  Well,  sir,  dispatch  your  business  with  t!ie 
earl; 
He's  angry  at  your  stay,  I  tell  ye  that.  [Sxii. 

SitlNK.  'Sblood,  what  a  frown  this  Gloater  cast* 
at  roe; 
I  hope  he  means  to  leml  n 

Such  as  he  paid  me  at  the  Parliament.  [AstJe. 

Glij.  What  mutter  you  1  what  tidings  from  my 

sister  1 
Skink.  Go-commendations,  and  s-she  hath  s-sent 

ye  this  r-ring. 
GliO.  Hold,  there's  two  aiigela ;  ehut  the  cham- 
ber-door, 
Vou  must  about  some  business  for  me  straight  j 
Come  nearer,  man. 

Skink.  I  fear  I  am  too  near.  [Aaitle. 

Glo.  Hast  thou  no  tidings  for  my  liberty  J 
Skink.  No,  b-but  ye  sh-shall  he-hear  I'-from  hev 

p-p-presently, 
Glo.  And  p-presently,  sir,  off  with  your  coat. 
Nay,  quick,  uncase,  I  am  bold  to  borrow  it, 
111  leave  my  gown  ;  change  is  no  robbery. 
Stutterer,  it's  so,  ne'er  flinch,  ye  cannot  pass  : 
Cry,  and  by  heaven  I'll  cut  thy  coward's  throat. 
Quickly  cashier  yourself :  you  see  me  stay. 

Skink.  N-n-nay,  h-b-but  wh-wh-what  m-mean 

yel 
Glo.  To  'sci^m,  I  hope,  sir,  with  your  privilege^ 
[/ft  takfi  hii  coat  of. 
How  now,  who's  this !  my  fine  familiar  Skink, 
Queen  Beldam's  minion  1 

Skink.  Zounds,  ye  see  'tis  I. 
Glo.  Time  sorts  not  now  to  know  these  mysteries. 
How  thou  cam'st  by  this  ring,  or  stol'st  this  coat, 


Deal  againBt  princes  of  the  royal  blood. 

You'll   snarl   and  rail,  but   now  your  tongue    ia 

bedrid. 
Come,  cai>erhay,'  set  all  at  six  and  seven ; 
What,  muaest  thou  witli  thought  of  hell  or  heaven  t 
Skink.  Of  neither,  John;   I  mUBB  at  my  dis- 

That  I  am  thus  kept  prisoDer  in  this  place. 

John,  0,  sir,  a  number  are  here  prisoners  ; 
My  cousin  Morton,  whom  I  came  to  visit. 
But  he  (good  man)  is  at  his  morrow  mass  ; 
But  I,  that  neither  care  to  say  nor  sing, 
Come  to  seek  that  preaching  hate  and  prayer. 
And  while  they  mumble  up  their  orisons, 
We'll  play  a  game  at  bowia.     What  say'st  thou, 
Gloater  ? 

Skink.  I  care  not,  if  I  do, 

John.   Yoa  do  not  care. 
Let  old  men  cai'e  for  graves,  we  for  our  sporta  ; 
Off  with   your    gown,    there    lies    my  hat    and 

cloak. 
The  bowls  there  quickly,  hoi 

Skink.  No,  my  gown  stirs  not ;  it  keeps  sorrow 

And  she  and  I  am  not  to  be  divorced. 


Snler  PoRTER  loith  bowls. 

John.  Yes,  there's  an  axe  must  part  your  head 
and  you, 
And  with  your  head  sorrow  will  leave  your  heart 
But  come,  shall  I  begin  t  a  pound  a  game  1 

Skink.  More  pounds,  and  we  thus  heavy  I  well, 


John,  Rub,  rub,  rub,  rub. 


'  Perb>p«  the  daoae  m  callsd  is  niMnt. 
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Skink.  Ameii,  Gotl  tiend  it  short  enough,  an<t  me 
A  isafti  running  with  these '  clothes  from  thee. 
John.  Play,  Kobin  ;  run,  nm,  mis. 
Skink.  Far  enough  and  weU  :  fly  one  foot  more ; 
Would  1  were  half  bo  far  without  the  door, 
John.  Now,  Porter,  what's  the  news  I 
PoR.  Your  cousin  Morton  humbly  craves. 
Leaving  your  game,  you  would  come  vigit  him. 

John,  Bowl,  Glost^r ;  I'll  come  presently. 
So  near,  mad  Robbi  ?  theu  have  after  you. 

[Ex.  Port. 
Seink.  Would  I  were  gone,  make  irfter  as  you 

may. 
John.  Well,  sir,  'tis  yours,  one  all ;  throw  but 
the  jack. 
While  I  go  talk  with  Morton.     I'll  not  stay, 
Keep  coat  and  hat  iii  pawn,  I'll  hold  out  play. 

[Ex.  John. 
Skink.  I  would  be  sorrj',  Johii,  but  you  should 
stay. 
Until  my  bias  ruu  another  way. 
Now  pass  and  hey-pass,  Skink,  unto  your  tricks : 
'Tis  but  a  chance  at  hazard.     There  lies  Gloster, 
And  here  stands  Skink ;  now,  John,  play  thou  tliy 

And  if  I  'scape  I'll  love  thee  with  my  heart, 

[Pnta  on  pRiNCE  John's  doai,  sword,  and  luU. 
So,  porter !  let  me  forth. 

Entfr  Porter. 
Fob.  God  bless  your  grace,  spoke  ye*  with  the 

Lord  Morton  ? 
Skink.  I  have,  and  must  about  hie  business  to 
the  Court. 
It  grieves  me  to  break  my  sport  with  Gloster : 
The  melancholy  carl  is  comfortless. 


'  [Old  oopT,  t 


■  [Old  copj,  #«  tpokt.] 


John.  Now,  madcap,  thou  winn'st  all;  where 
art  thou,  Robin  ? 
Uncaseil?  nay,  then,  he  means  to  play  in  eanieet. 
But  where'fl  my  cloak,  my  rapier,  and  my  hat  I 
I  hold  my  birthright  to  a  beggar's  scrip. 
The  bastard  is  eacaped  in  my  clothes. 
'Tia  well  he  left  me  his  to  walk  the  atreets  ; 
I'll  fire  the  city,  but  I'll  find  him  out. 
Perchance  he  hides  himself  to  try  my  spleen, 
I'll  to  his  chamber.     Oloster !  hallo  I  Gloster ! 

[Exii. 

Enter  KeDCAP. 

PoR.    I  wonder  how  thou  c 
chang'd ! 
'Tia  not  an  hour  ainco  thou  went'st  from  hence. 

Red.  By  my  Ch-Ch-Chriatendom,  1  ha-have  not 
b-be«nh-here  this  three  nights;  a  p-p-plague  of  him, 
that  made  mo  auch  a  ch-chanting,  and  s-seut  me 
8ucbaja-ja-jaunt !  blood,  I  was  at  atayed  for  Skink, 
that  ill-fa-fa-fae'd  rogue. 

PoR.  I  pray  God  there  be  no  practice  in  this 
change. 
Now  I  remember  these  are  Skink's  clotlies, 
That  he  wore  last  day  at  the  Farl'ament 


John.  Porter  1  you  Porter  ? 

PoB.  Do  you  not  hear  them  knock  t  you  must 

stay,  sir. 
John.  Blood,  I  couhl  eat  these  rogues. 
Red,  Wh-wh-what,  raw  I 
'Tis  a  very  hareh  mo-morsel, 
Ne-next  your  he-heart. 

John.  A  plague  upon  your  jaunts  !  what,  porter. 

slave  1 
Red,  I  have  been  at  G-Oravesend,  sir. 
John.  What's  that  to  nie  1 
Bed.  And  at  Ca-Ca-Canterbiiry. 
JoHV.  And  at  the  gallows  !  zounds,  this  frets 

my  soul. 
Red,  But  I  ccould  not  f-tind  your  s-s-siater  the 

La-Lady  Fau-Fauconbridge. 
John.     You   Btammering    slave,   lienee !    chat 

among  your  daws. 
Come  ye  to  mad  me  1  while  the  rogue  your  father — 

EhUt  Porter. 

Red.  My  f-fa-fatherl 

John.  Porter,  you  damned  slave. 

PoB,  Is't  midaununer :  do  you  begin  to  rave) 

John.  Hark,  how  the  traitor  flouts  me  to  my 
teeth! 
1  would  entreat  your  knaveship,  let  me  forth, 
For  fear  I  dash  your  brains  out  with  the  keys. 
What  is  become  of  Gloster  and  my  garments  1 

POR.  Alas,  in  your  apparel  Gloster's  gone, 
1  let  him  out  even  now  ;  I  am  undone. 

John,   It  was  your  practice,  and  to  keep  me 
back. 
You  sent  Jack  Daw  your  son  with  ka-ka-ka, 


To  tell  B.  sleeveless  tale  !  lay  hold  on  him, 
To  Newgate  with  him  and  yonr  tut-a-tut ! 
Run,  Redcap,  and  trudge  about, 
Or  bid  your  father's  porterahip  farewell. 

[Exeunt  teith  PORTER. 
Red.  Eh !  here's  ago-good  je-je-j  eat,  by  the  L-Lord, 
to  mo-mock  an  ape  withal ! .  my  fa-fo-father  has 
brought  bis  ho-ho-hoga  to  a  fa-fa-fair  m-m-market. 
Po-po-porter,  quoth  you  1  p-po-porter  that  will  for 
me  ;  and  I  po-po-porter  it,  let  them  po-po-post  me 
to  heaven  in  this  qua-quart«r.  But  I  must  s-s-aeek 
this  Gl-Gl-Gloater  and  Sk-Sk-Sldnk  that  co-coney- 
catchjng  ra-ra-rascal,  a  pa-pa-plagiie  co-co-confound 
him.  Ke-Re-Kedcap  must  ru-run,  he  cannot  tell 
whi-whither.  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  FOURTEENTH. 

Sovnd  ti-umpele,  enter  HENRY  (A«  yt/tmger,  on  one 
hand  of  him  QuEEN  ElINOB,  on.  the  other 
Leicester. 

Hen.    Mother   and    Leicest«r,    add    not  oil  to 
fire; 
Wrath's  kindled  with  a  word,  and  cannot  hear 
The  numberless  persuasions  you  insort 

QuKEN.  0,  but,  my  son,  thy  father  favours  him. 
Richard,  that  vile  abortive  changeling  brat, 
And  Fauconbridge,  are  fallen  at  Henry's  feet. 
They  woo  for  him,  but  entreat  my  son 
Gloster  may  die  for  this,  that  he  hath  done. 

Lei,  If  Gloster  live,  thou  wilt  be  overthrown. 

QtrEKN.  If  Gloster  live,  thy  mother  dies  in  moan. 

Lel  If  Gloster  hve,  Leicester  will  fly  the  realm. 

Queen.    If  Gloater  live,  thy   kingdom's  but  a 
dream. 

Hen.  Have  I  not  sworn  by  that  eternal  arm. 
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That  puts  just  vengeauc«'  sword   in  muuaruhs* 

hands, 
GloBter  shall  die  for  his  presumption  i 
What  needs  more  conjuration,  gracious  mother  1 
Aiid,  honourable  Leicester,  mark  my  words. 
I  have  a  bead-roll  of  some  threescore  lords 
Of  Gloster's  fsetion. 

QuEBN.  Nay,  of  Henry's  faction, 
Of  thy  false  father's  faction  ;  speak  the  truth, 
He  is  the  head  of  Actions  ;  were  he  down, 
Peace,  plenty,  glory,  will  imiiale  thy  crown. 

Lel  Ay,  there's  the  But,  whose  heart-whit«  if 
we  hit, 
The  game  is  ours.     Well,  we  may  rage  and  rave' 
At  Oloster,  Lancaster,  Chester,  Faucoubridge  ; 
But  his  the  upshot. 

Queen.  Yet  begin  with  Gloster. 

Hen.  The  destinies  run  to  the  Book  of  Fates, 
And  read  in  never-changing  characters 
Robert  of  Gloster's  end  ;  he  dies  to-day  : 
So  fate,  so  heaven,  so  doth  King  Henry  say. 

Queen.  Imperially  resolv'd.      [Trumpett  far  off. 

Lsi.  The  old  King  comes. 

QCKEN.  Then  comes  luxurious  lust; 
The  King  of  concubines  ;  the  King  that  scorns 
The  undefiled,  chaste,  and  nuptial  bed  ; 
The  King  that  hath  liia  queen  imprisoned  : 
For  my  sake,  scorn  him  ;  son,  call  him  not  father ; 
Give  him  the  style  of  a  competitor. 

Hen.  Pride,  seize  upon  my  heart :   wrath,  fill 
mine  eyes  ! 
Sit,  lawful  majesty,  upon  my  front. 
Duty,  fly  from  mc  ;  pity,  be  exil'd  : 
Senses,  forget  that  I  am  Henry's  child. 

Queen.  I  kiss  thee,  and  I  bless  thoe  for  this 
thought. 

>  Old  copf ,  rot*. 


SCENE  THE  FIFTEENTH. 
A'niCT-    KiNii,    Lancaster,    Richard,    Faucon- 

BRII>GB. 

King.  0    LancMtor,    bid    Henry   yield    Bomp 

reason, 
Why  he  desires  so  much  the  death  of  GloBter. 

Hex.  I  hear  thee,  Henry,  and  1  thus  reply  : 
I  do  desire  tbe  death  of  bastard  Glogt«r, 
For  that  he  spends  the  Treasure  of  the  Crown  ; 
I  do  desire  the  death  of  bastard  Gloster, 
For  that  he  doth  desire  to  pull  me  down. 
Or  were  this  false  (I  purpose  to  be  plain. 
He  loves  thee,  and  for  that  I  liim  disdain. 

Hex,  Therein    thou    shewest    a  hat«)-forruptetI 

To  him  the  more  anjust,  to  me  unkind, 

Queen.  He    loves  you,  as  his  father  lov'd  his 
mother. 

King.  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  hateful  Elinor  ; 
I  thought  thou  hadst  been  long  since  searlet-Jyed. 

Hen,  She  is,  and  therefore  cannot  change  her 
colour. 

BlCU.  You  are  too  strict ;  Earl  Gloster's  fault 
Merits  not  death. 

Fau.  By  the  rood,  the  Prince  says  true  ; 
Here  is  a  statute  from  the  Confessor.' 

Hen.  The  Confessor  was  but  a  simple  fool. 
Away  with  books  ;  my  word  shall  be  a  law, 
Gloster  shall  die. 

Lei.  Let  Gloster  die  the  death. 

Lan.  Leicester,  he  shall  not ; 
He  shall  have  law,  despite  of  him  and  thee. 

■  i.t..  From  tb«  time  of  the  ConfeiKiT. 
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Hkn.     Wliat  law  I  will  you  be  traitors )  what's 
the  law  t 

Rich.  His  right  hand's  low ;  and  that  is  such  a 
loss, 
As  England  may  lament,  all  Christians  weep. 
That  hand  hath  been  advani;'d  against  the  Moors, 
Driven  out  the  Saracens  from  Gad's '  and  Sicily, 
Fought  fifteen  battles  under  Christ's  red  cross  ; 
And  is  it  not,  think  you,  a.  grievous  loss. 
That  for  a  slave  (and  for  do  other  harm) 
It  should  be  sundred  from  his  princely  arm  I 

Fau.  More  for  esumple,  noble  LBiicast«r  ; 
But  'tis  greAt  pity  too — too  great  a  pity. 

Hex.  I'll  have  his  hand  and  head. 

Rich.  Thou  shalt  have  mine,  then. 

Queen.  Well  aaid,  stubborn  Dick,  Jack  would 

Serve  me  so,  were  the  l>oy  here. 

Rich.  Both  John  and  I  have  serv'd  your  will 
too  long ; 
Mother,  repent  your  cruelty  and  wrong  t 
Gloster,  you  know,  is  fidl  of  mirth  and  glee, 
And  never  else  did  your  grace  injury. 

Queen.  Otoeter  shall  die. 

Hen.  Fetch  him  here,  I'll  see  him  dead. 

Rich.  He  that  stirs  for  him  shall  lay  down  his 
head. 

Fau.  0  quiet,  good  my  lords ;  patience,  I  prayi 
1  think  he  comes  unsent  for,  by  my  fay. 

Enter  JoHN  in  Gloster's  gmim. 

Rich.  Wliat  meWst  thou,  Glostcrl 
Hen.  Who  brought  Gloster  liither  t 
John.  Let  Gloster  hang  and  them  that  , 


n  mischief  on 
[_T/irowe  o/GlobTER's  gnwn. 

QtTEEN.  My  dear  soa  Jack  ! 

John.  Your  dear  son  Jacli-au-apeB  ; 
Your  monkey,  your  baboon,  your  asa,  your  gull ! 

Lbi.  ■\Vliat  ails  Earl  John  I 

John.  Hence,  further  from  my  sight ! 
My  fiery  thoughts  and  wrath  have  work  in  hand ; 
I'll  curse  ye  blacker  than  th'  Avemian  *  Lake, 
If  you  stand  wond'ring  at  my  sorrow  thus. 
I  am  with  child,  big,  hugely  swoll'n  with  rage. 
Who'll  play  the  midwife,  and  ray  throba  assuage  1 

King.  I  will,  my  son. 

Hen.  I  will,  high-hearted  brother. 

John,  You  will  1  and  you )  tut,  tut,  all  you  are 
nothing ! 

Twill  out,  'twill  out,  myself  myself  can  ease  : 
You  chafe,  you  swell :  ye  are  commanding  King. 
My  father  is  your  footstool,  when  ye  please. 
Your  word's  a  law  ;  these  lords  dare  never  speak. 
Gloster  must  die  ;  your  enemies  must  fall ! 

Hen.     What  means  our  brother  ? 

John.  He  means  that  thou  art  mad  : 
She  frantic  :  Leicester  foolish  :  I  the  babe — 
Thou  grind  us,  bite  us,  vex  us,  charge  and  dis- 
charge. 
Gloster,  O  Glost«r ! 

QCKEN.  Where  is  Gloster,  soni 

Hen.  Where  is  Gloster,  brother  ? 

King.  I  hope  he  be  escaped. 

John.    0,   I  could  tear  my  hair,  and,  falling 
thus 
Upon  the  solid  earth, 
Dig  into  Gloster's  grave. 
So  he  were  dead,  and  gone  into  the  depth 
Of  under-world — 

'  HU  goim.  *  Old  copy,  Lttanian. 
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Or  get  sedition'a  hundreth  thousand  hand, 
Aud,  liku  Briareus,  battle  with  the  stars, 
Topull  hira  down  from  heaven,  if  he  were  thore ! 
Fau.  Look  to  Earl  John;  the  gentleman  is  mad. 
John.  0,  who  would  not  he  mad  at  this  dis- 
graced 
Gloster  the  fox  is  fled  ;  there  lies  his  case. 

[I'ointi  to  iJie  gount. 
He  cozen'd  me  of  mine  ;  the  poller  helped  him. 
Ren.  The  porter  shall  he  hang'd;  let's  part  and 
seek  him : 
Gloster  shall  die ;  all  Europe  shall  not  save  him, 
John.  He  is  wise,  too  wise  for  us ;  yet  I'll  go 
with  you 
To  get  more  fools  into  my  uompany. 

Queen.  This  is  your  fathers  plot ;  revenge  it, 

Hen.   Father,   by  heaven,   if   this  were  your 

advice. 
Your  head  or  heart  sliall  pay  the  bitter  price. 
Come,  mother,  brother,  Leicester ;  let's  away. 
John.    Ay,  I'll  be  one,   in  hope  to  meet   the 

bastard, 
And  then  no  more  ;  myself  will  be  his  headsman. 

1£xeunl. 
ow   the 
search; 
You  may  prevent  mischance  by  meeting  Oloater. 
If  ye  find  iSkink,  see  that  you  apprehend  him. 
I  hear  there  is  a  wizard  at  Blacktieath  ; 
Let  some  inquire  of  him,  where  Skink  remains. 
Although  1  trust  not  to  those  fallacies, 
Yet  now  and  then  such  men  ])rove  soothsayers. 
Will  you  be  gone  J 

Fau.  With  all  my  heart,  with  all  my  heart,  my 
lord. 
Come,  princely  Richard,  we  ai*  ever  yok'd. 
Fray  Ood,  Uiere  be  no  mystery  in  tliia. 


King.  Tliere  is  a  porter  likely  to  be  hang'd 
For  letting  Gloater  'aeape  ;  birrah,  attend. 
You  sball  Lave  a  reprieve  to  bring  him  ua. 
These  boys  are  too-too  stubborn,  Lancaster; 
But  'tis  their  mother's  Fault.   II'  thus  she  move  me, 
I'll  have  her  head,  though  all  the  world  reprove 
me.  [Extunl. 


Enter  Robin  Hood  and  Lady  Fauconbridok. 


Lady  F.  Do  not  deny  me,  gentle  Huntington. 

Rob.  My  lord  will  miss  me. 

Lady  F.  Tut,  let  me  excuse  thee. 

Rob.  Turn,  woman  1     0,  it  is  intolerable  ! 
Except  you  promise  me  to  play  the  pnge. 
Do  that,  try  one  night,  and  you'U  laugn  for  ever 
To  hear  the  orisous  that  lot 
Their  ceremonies,  sighs,  their  idle  oaths  ! 
To  hear  how  you  are  praia'd  and  pray'd  unto. 
For  you  are  Richard's  saint.     They  talk  of  Mary 
The  blessed  Virgin  ;  but  upon  his  beads 
He  only  prays  to  Marian  Fauconbridge. 

Lady  F.  The  more  his  error ;  but  will  you  agree 
To  be  the  Lady  Fauconbridge  one  day  1 

Rob.  When  is't  1 

Lady  F,  On  Monday. 
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Rob.  But  if  she  steal,  and  jealous  eyes  espy, 
She  will  be  sure  condemn'd  of  burglary. 

Glo.  Ha  !  crake  !  can  your  low  stumps  venture 
so  deep 
Into  affection's  stream  ?  go  to,  you  wanton  ! 
What  want  we  now  1  my  nightcap  !  O,  'tis  here. 
So  now  no  Gloster,  but  old  Fauconbridge. 
Hark,  the  search  knocks ;  I'll  let  them  in  myself : 
Welcome,  good  fellows  ;  ha  !  what  is't  you  lack  1 

Enter  REDCAP,  with  two  others} 

Red.  Ma-master  Co-Constable,  se-se-search  you 
th-that  way;  a-and,  you  ho-honest  man,  th-that 
way.     ril  ru-run  th-this  way  m-ray  own  se^self. 

[lliey  disperse  themselves. 
Glo.  What  search  you  fori   what  is  it   you 
would  have  ? 

Enter  Block. 

Blo.  Madam,  what  shall  I  do  to  these  brown- 
bill  fellows  1  some  run  into  the  wine  cellar ;  some 
here,  some  there. 

Glo.    Let  them  alone;   let  them  search  their 

fills. 
Blo.  ril  look  to  their  fingers  for  all  that. 
Glo.   Do  so,  good  Block;   be   careful,  honest 

Block. 
Blo.  Sir  stammerer  and  your  wa-watch,  y'are 
pa-past,  i'faith.  [Exit, 

Glo.  Will  you  not  speak,  knaves  1  tell  me  who 

you  seek. 
Red.  Ma- marry,  sir,  we  s-seek  a  va-va-vacabond, 
a  fu-fugative,  my  la-lady's  own  b-brother;  but, 


1  Old  coyy,  anoiktr  ;  but  Redcap  is  evidently  accompanied 
by  two  aasistanta. 
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and  he  were  the  po-po-pope'a  own  b  brother,  I 
would  B-seorch  f-f-(or  him ;   for  I  have  a.  p-poor 
father  r-rcady  to  be  iia-b.vhang'd  f-f-for  him. 
Glo.  0,  'tis  for  Gloster  1  marry,  search,  a'  God's 

Seek,  peace  ;  *-  will  ho  break  prison  too  1 
It's  a  pity  he  should  live ;  uay,  I  defy  liim. 
Come,  look  about,  search  every  little  comer. 
Myself  will  lead  the  way  ;  pray  you.  come. 
Seek,  seek,  and  spare  not,  though  it  be  labour  lost : 
He  comes  not  under  my  roof;  hear  ye,  wife  1 
He  comes  not  hither,  take  it  for  a  warning. 

Rkd.  You  sp-sp-speak  like  an  houet^  ge-ge-gen- 
Ueman,  re-re-reat  you  me-me-merry  I  co-cfrcome, 
my  ff-friends,  I  be-believe  h-h-he  r-ran  by  the 
g-g-garden  w-wall  toward  the  wa-water  side. 

[AVeunt  running. 

Glo.  This  fellow  is  of    the  humour    I   would 
choose  my  wife : 
Few  words  and  many  paces ;  a  word  and  away  ; 

and  so 
Must  I,     Sister,  adieu;  pray  you  for  mo;  111  do 

the  like  for  you. 
Kobin,  farewell ;  commend  me  to  the  Prince. 

Laby  F.  Can  ye  not  stay  here  safe  1 

Glo.  No,  Til  not  trust  the  changing  humours  of 
old  Fauconbridge. 
Adieu,  young  earl ;  sister,  let's  kiss  and  part. 
Tush,  never  mourn,  I  have  a  merry  heart.      [Ej:it. 

Lady  F.  Farewell  all  comfort, 

Rob.  What,  weeping,  lady  I 
Then  I  perceive  you  have  forgot  Blaekheath  ! 

Lady  F.  No,  there  I'll  learn  both  of  hia  life  and 
death. 

Rob.  Till  Monday,  madam,  I  must takemy  leave. 

<  ThiB  nppeare  In  gtaiid  for  offlcvrs  of  Ibe  peioe,  tg  liie 
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Lady  F.  You  will  not  miss  then  1 

EoB.  Nay,  if  Robin  fail  ye, 
Let  him  have  never  favour  of  fair  lady  ! 

Lady  F.    Meanwhile,  I'll   spend  my  time  in 
prayers  and  tears, 
That  Gloster  may  escape  these  threatened  fears. 


SCENE    THE    SEVENTEENTH. 

Enter  Skink,  like  Prince  *  John. 

Skink.  Thus  jets  my  noble   Skink  along  the 
streets, 

To  whom  each  bonnet  vails,  and  all  knees  bend ; 

And  yet  my  noble  humour  is  too  light 

By  the  six  shillings.     Here  are  two  crack'd  groats 

To  helter-skelter  at  some  vaulting-house.^ 

But  who  comes  yonder  1  ha  !  old  Fauconbridge  ? 

Hath  a  brave  chain;    were  John   and  he  good 
friends, 

That  chain  were  mine,  and  should  unto  Black- 
heath. 

I'll  venture ;  it's  but  trial :  luck  may  fall. 

Good  morrow,  good  Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge. 
Fau.  Good  morrow,  my  sweet  Prince,  hearty 
good  morrow ; 

This  greeting  well  becomes  us,  marry  does  it, 

Better,  i'wis,  than  strife  and  jangling. 

Now  can  I  love  ye ;  will  ye  to  the  sherifiTs  1 

Your  brother  Richard  hath  been  there  this  hour. 
Skink.  Yes,  I  am  plodding  forward,  as  you  do ; 

What    cost    your    chain]    it's    passing    strongly 
wrought, 

I  would  my  goldsmith  had  a  pattern  of  it. 


'  Old  copy,  King.  *  A  brothel. 


Fau.  'Tie  at  your  grace's 

Skink.  Then  dare  ye  trust  me? 

Fau.  Who  J  the  princely  John  ! 

My  sovereign's  son  :  why,  wliat  a  question's  that. 
I'll  leave  you ;  ye  may  know  I  dare  trust  you. 

Skins.  I'll  bring  it  ye  lo  the  sheriff's,  excuse 
my  absence. 

Fau.  1  will,  my  noble  lord ;  adieu,  sweet  prince. 
[£xit. 

Skink.  Why  so ;  tliis  breakfast  was  weD  I 
upon. 
When  Skink's  devices  on  BUckheath  do  fail, 
This  and  such  cheats  would  set  me  under  sail, 
I'll  to  the  water-side,  would  it  were  later  [on]  ; 
For  still  I  am  afraid  to  meet  Prince  John. 


SCENE  THE  EIGHTEENTH. 

Enter   GLOSTer  like   FADCONBRniGE. 

But  what  a  mischief  meant  Fauconbridge 
To  come  again  so  soon  t  that  way  he  went, 
And  now  comes  peaking.     Upon  my  life, 
The  buzzard  hath  me  in  suspicion. 
But  whatsoever  chance,  Pll  filch  a  share. 

Glo.  Yonder's  Prince  John ;  I  hope  he  cannot 

know  me, 
There's    nought    but   Gloster,  Gloster    in    their 

moutits ; 
I  am  half-strangled  with  the  garlic-breath 
Of  rascals  that  eKclaim,  as  I  pass  by, 
Gloster  is  fled  ;  once  taken,  he  must  die. 
But  I'll  to  John — how  does  my  gracious  lord  1 
What   babbles    rumour   now?      What    news    of 

Gloster ) 
Skink.  What  news  could  I  hear,  since  you  left 

me  last  f 


438  LOOK   ABOUT   YOV. 

Were  yoii    uot  here  even   now  I   lent  mc   your 

tbain? 
1  think  yon  dote. 

Glo.  Sweet  prince,  age  aye'  forgets. 
My  brother's  chuin  1  a  pretty  accident ! 
Bnt  I'll  liave't,  and  be  in  the  spite  of  Johu.  [A»id(. 
Skink,  There's  more  and  more  ;  I'll  geld  it,  ere 
it  go.  [//e  breai*  tlte  chain. 

This  same  shall  keep  me  in  some  tavern  merry. 
Till   night's  black    hand    curtain    this    too   clear 
sky. 
Glo.*  My  sweet  prince,  1  have  some  cause  to 
use  my  chain ; 
Another  time  (whene'er  your  lordship  please) 
'Tis  at  your  service,  O  marry  God,  it  is. 
Skink,  Here,  palsy,  take  your  chain ;  stoop  and 
be  hang'd,  [Vasls  it  dorcn. 

Vet  the  fish  nibbled,  when  she  might  not  swallow  : 
Go'ut  I'  I  have  curtail'd,  what  I  could  not  borrow. 
[ExU. 
Glo.  He's  gone  away  in  frets  j  would  he  might 

My  brother  Fauconbridge  in  this  mad  mood. 
There  would  be  rare  ado.     Why,  this  fits  me ; 
My  brain  Sows  with  fresh  wit  and  policy. 
But,  Gloster,  look  about,  who  have  we  yonder  1 
Another  John,  Prince  Ricliard,  anil  the  eheiiff ) 
Upon  my  life,  the  slave,  that  had  the  chain, 
Was  Skuik,  eacap'd  the  Fleet  by  eome  mad  sleight. 
Well,  farewell  he,  better  and  better  still. 
These  seek  for  me  ;  yet  I  will  have  my  will. 


'  [Old  copj.  oae.] 

•  [Old  copy,  Fait,  for  F'iuconhTidijt,\ 

'  [Tliia  miglit  nppcnr  Ic  lie  a  comipUon  of  go  out,  or  ot 
Ood't  gut  {Oud't  ipiti  is  an  ^Mulation  found  elsewhere) ;  but 
(ram  ■  4iiWqueDt  pasUf^e  we  can  but  conclude  Ibal  tlie 
disvue  BD  aiilei  i*  inlcadcd.] 
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SCENE  THE  NINETEENTH. 

Enter  Prince  John,  Prince  Richard,  and  U^e 

Sheriff. 

John.  Sheriff,  in  any  case  be  diligent 
Who's  yonder  l     Fauconbridge  ? 

Glo.  How  now,  sweet  chuck ;  how  fares  my 


lovely  prince  1 
)HN.  Whal 


John.  What  carest  thou  1  or  well  or  ill,  we  crave 
No  help  of  thee. 

Glo.  God's  mother,  do  ye  scorn  me  1 

John.  Go'ut !  what  then  ? 

Rich.  Fie,  leave  these  idle  brawls,  I  prythee, 
John ; 
Let's  follow  that  we  are  enjoined  unto. 

Glo.  Ay,  marry,  prince,  if  now  you  slip  the 
time, 
Gloster  will  slip  away ;  but,  though  he  hate  me, 
I  have  done  service ;  I  have  found  him  out. 

Rich.  A  shame  confound  thee  for  thy  treachery, 
Inconstant  dotard,  timorous  old  ass, 
That  shakes  with  cowardice,  not  with  years. 

Glo.  Go,  I  have  found  liim,  I  have  winded  him. 

John.  O,  let  me  hug  thee,  gentle  Fauconbridge ; 
Forgive  my  oft  ill-using  of  thine  age. 
I'll  call  thee  father ;  I'll  be  penitent ; 
Bring  me  where  Gloster  is  ;  I'll  be  thy  slave. 
All  that  is  mine  thou  in  reward  shalt  have. 

Glo.  Soft ;  not  too  hasty ;  I  would  not  be  seen 
in't ; 
Marry  a'  God,  my  wife  would  chide  me  dead. 
If  Gloster  by  my  means  should  lose  his  head 
Princely  Richard,  at  this  comer  make  your  stand  : 
And  for  I  know  you  love  my  sister  well. 
Know  I  am  Gloster,  and  not  Fauconbridge. 
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Rich.  Hettven  prosper  thee,  Bweet  prince,  in  thy 

escape! 
Glo.  Sheriff,  make  this  jour  quarter,  make  good 
guard; 
John,  stay  you  here ;  this  way  he  means  to  turn, 
By  Thomas,  I  lack  a  sword,  body  a'  me ! 

John.  What  wouldst  thou  with  a  sword,  old 

Fauconbridge  9 
Glo.  0  sir,  to  make  show  in  his  defence, 
For  I  have  left  him  yonder  at  a  house, 
A  friend's  of  mine,  an  honest  citizen. 
John.  We'll  fetch  him  thence, 
Glo,  Nay,  then,  you  injure  me.     Stay,  till  he 
come  ;  he's  in  a  russet  cloak, 
And  must  attend  me  like  a  serving-man. 
John.  Hold,  there's  my  sword,  and  with  ray 
sword  my  heart 
Bring  him,  for  God's  sake,  and  for  thy  desert 
My  brother  king  and  mother  queen  shall  love  thee. 
Glo.  Mark  me,  good  prince ;  yonder  away  we 
come, 
I  go  afore,  and  Gloster  follows  me ; 
Let  not  the  sheriff  nor  Richard  me<ldle  with  us. 
Begin  you  first ;  seize  Gloster,  and  arrest  him. 
I'll  draw  and  lay  about  me  here  and  here  ; 
Be  heedful  that  your  watchmen  hurt  me  not. 
John.  I'll  hang  him  that  doth  hurt  thee ;  pry- 
theo,  away, 
I  love  thee ;  but  thou  kill'st  me  with  delay. 

GLa  Well,   keep  close  watch ;   I'll  bring  him 

presently. 
John.  Away  then  quickly. 
Glo.     Gloster,    close,    miiater    sheriff,    Prince 

Richard. 
Rich.  Gloster,  atliou. 
GlA  I  trust  you. 
Rich.  By  my  knighthood,  I'll  prove  true. 

[Sxil  Glosteb. 
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Blo.  Then  the  drawer's  a  knave;  he  told  me 
Prince  John  was  at  the  Salutation. 

John.  Where's  Gloster,  Fauconbridge  t 

Fau.  Sweet  prince,  I  know  not. 

John.  Come,  jest  not  with  me :  tell  me  where 

he  is? 
Fau.  I  never  saw  him  since  the  Parl'ament. 
John.  Impudent  liar,  didst  thou  not  even  now 
Say  thou  wouldst  fetch  him  ?     Hadst  thou  not  my 
sword  1 
Fau.  Wert  thou  a  king,  I  will  not  bear  the  lie. 
Thy  sword]    no,  boy;    thou  seest  this  sword  is 
mine. 
Blo.  My  master  a  liar  1     Zounds,  wert  thou  a 

potentate  ! 
Fau.  I  scorn  to  wear  thy  arms,  untutor'd  child, 
I  fetch  thee,  Gloster,  shameless  did  I  see  thee. 
Since  as  I  went  this  morning  to  the  Sheriffs, 
Thou  borrow'dst  my  gold  chain  ! 
John.  Thy  chain  ? 
Fau.  I  hope  thou  wilt  not  cheat  me,  princocks 

John ! 
John.  I'll  cheat  thee  of  thy  life,  if  thou  charge 
me 
With  any  chain. 

Fau.  Come,  let  him  come,  I  pray, 
I'll  whip  ye,  boy,  I'll  teach  you  to  out-face. 

Blo.  Come,  come,  come !  but  one  at  once ;  ye 

dastards,  come. 
Rich.  Keep  the  king's  peace,  I  see  you  are  both 
deceiv'd. 
He  that  was  last  here  was  not  Fauconbridge. » 
Fau.  They  slander  me ;   who  says  that  I  was 

here] 
Rich.  We  do  believe  ye,  sir  ;  nor  do  you  think 
My  brother  John  deceiv'd  you  of  a  chain. 

Fau.  He  did  ;  I  did  deliver  it  with  this  hand. 
John.  Ill  die  upon  the  slanderer. 
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Fau.  Let  the  boy  come. 

Blo.  Aye,  let  him  come,  let  faim  C' 

BiCH.  Fellow,  thou   Bpeatst  evei 
Prince  John 
Htid  be«n  at  some  old  tavern  u 

Blo.  Aye,  sir,  I  came  up 
Saliitatiou, 
And  a  drawer,  that  doth  not  use  to  lie,  told  me 
Prince  John  hath  been  there  all  this  afternoon. 

John.  The  devil  in  my  likeueas  then  is  there. 

Fau.  The  devil  in  thy  likeness  or  thyself 
Had  my  gold  chain. 

John.  Tliou  art  the  devil ;  for  thou 
HwUt  my  good  Bword,  all  these  can  witness  it. 

Fau.  God's  mother,  thou  beliest  me. 

John.  Give  me  the  lie  f 

Rich.  Nay,  calm  this  fury ;  let's  down  to  the 
tavern  ; 
Or  one  or  both  :  these  counterfeits  are  there. 

Fau.   I  know  lum  well  enough,  that  had  my 
chain, 
And  there  be  two  Johns,  if  1  find  one  there. 
By'r  Lady,  I  will  lay  him  fast. 

KicH.  It  is  tiiis  Skink  that  mocks  us,  I  believe. 

John.  Alas,  poor  Skink ;  it  is  the  devil  Gloster, 
Who  if  I  be  so  happy  once  to  find, 
I'll  give  contentment  to  hia  troubled  mind. 

ItiCH.  I  hope  he's  far  enough,  and  free  enough, 
Yet  these  conceits,  I  know,  delist  his  soul.    [An,/e. 

Fau.  Follow  me.  Blocker,  follow  me,  honest 
Blocker. 

Blo.  Much  follow  you  !  I  ha^'e  another  piece  of 
work  in  hand ;  I  hear  say  Redcap's  father  shall  be 
hanged  this  aft«moon,  I'll  see  him  slip  a  string, 
though  I  give  my  service  the  slip ;  besides,  my 
lady  bad  me  hear  his  examination  at  bis  death. 
I'H  get  a  good  place,  and  pen  it  word  for  word, 
and  as  I  like  it,  let  out  a  mourniul  ditty  to  the 
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tune  of  "  Labandalashot/'  or  "  Row  Well,  ye  Ma- 
riners/' or  somewhat  as  my  muse  shall  me  invoke. 

[Exit. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-FIRST. 

Enter  Gloster  like  Fauconbridge,  witJi  a  PUR- 
SUIVANT; Gloster  having  a  paper  in  his 
handy  the  PURSUIVANT  hare, 

Glo.  a  charitable  deed,  God  bless  the  king ; 
He  shall  be  then  reprieved. 

Pur.  Ay,  sir,  some  day  or  two. 
Till  the  young  king  and  Prince  John  change  it — 
Especially  if  tne  good  earl  be  not  found. 
Which  God  forbid ! 

Glo.  What  house  is  this, 
That  we  are  stepped  into,  to  read  this  warrant  in  1 

Pur.  a  tavern,  sir,  the  Salutation. 

Glo.  a  tavern  1 

Then  I  will  turn  prodigal ;  call  for  a  pint 
Of  sack,  good  fellow. 

Pur.  Drawer ! 

Dra.  [JTi^/mi.]  Anon,  sir. 

Enter  DRAWER. 

Glo.    a  pint   of   thy  best    sack,  my  pretty 

youth. 
Dra.  God  bless  your  worship,  sir  \ 
Ye  shall  have  the  best  in  London,  sir. 
Glo.  What,  know'st  thou  me  1  know'st  thou  old 
Fauconbridge  1 
I  am  no  tavem-h[a]unter,  I  can  tell  thee. 
Dra.  But  my  master  hath  taken  many  a  fair 
pound 
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Pursuivant,  your  warrant  and  your  box — 
These  must  with  me ;  tlie  shape  of  Fauconbridge 
Will  hold  no  longer  water  hereabout. 
Gloster  will  be  a  Proteus  every  hour, 
That  Elinor  and  Leicester,  Henry,  John, 
And  all  that  rabble  of  hate-loving  curs. 
May  minister  me  more  mirth  to  play  upon. 

Reenter  DRAWER,  with  an  ASSISTANT. 

Dra.  Here's  a  key,  sir,  and  one  of  our  folk  to 
help. 

Glo.  No  matter  for  a  key  ;  help  him  but  in. 
And  lay  him  by  the  fire  a  little  while, 
He'll  wake  immediately ;  but  be  [not]  heart-sick. 
There's  money  for  a  candle  and  thy  wine, 
111  go  but  up  unto  3'our  alderman's. 
And  come  down  presently  to  comfort  him.  [^Exeunt. 

Skink.  [IFi/AtwJ  Drawer  !  what  Drawer!  with 
a  vengeance.  Drawer ! 

Dra.  [Within.]  Speak  in  the  Crown  ^  there. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-SECOND. 

Enter  SkINK,  like  PRINCE  JOHN. 

Skink.  They  be  come ;  the  devil  crown  ye  one 
by  one. 
Skink,  thou'rt  betray'd,  that  Master  Fauconbridge, 
Missing  some  of  his  ^hain  has  got  thee  dogg'd. 
Drawer !  what  Drawer  1 
Dra.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

Skink.  Was  not  Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge  be- 
low 1 
Dra.  Yes,  and  please  ye. 


^  A  room  in  the  Salutation  so  called. 
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Skinbl  It  does  not  please  me  well.     Knows  he 
that  I  am  here  ? 

Dra.  No,  I  protest 

Skink.    Come  hither,   sirrah.      I    have  little 
money ; 
But  there's  some  few  links  of  a  chain  of  gold. 
Upon  your  honesty,  knows  not  Sir  Richard 
That  I  am  here  ? 

Dra.  No,  by  my  holy-dam. 

Skink.  Who's  that  was  with  him  ? 

Dra.  Why,  a  pursuivant. 

Skink.  Where  is  Sir  Kichard  ? 

Dra.  At  the  alderman's. 

Skink.  A  pursuivant,  and  at  the  alderman's  ? 
What  pig,  or  goose,  or  capon,  have  you  kill'd 
Within  your  kitchen  new  ? 

Dra.  a  pig  new-stick'd. 

Skink.  Fetch  roe  a  saucer  of  the  blood  ;  quick, 
run ;  [Exit  DRAWER, 

ril  fit  the  pursuivant,  and  alderman. 
And  Fauconbridge,  if  Skink  have  any  wit 
Well,  Gloster,  I  did  never  love  thee  yet ; 
But  thou'st  the  maddest  lord  that  e'er  I  met. 
If  I  'scape  this,  and  meet  thee  once  again. 
Curse  Skink,  if  he  die  penny  in  thy  debt. 

Ke-fnter  DRAWER. 

Dra.  O  my  lord,  the  house  is  full  of  halberts, 
and  a  great  many  gentlemen   ask  for  the  room 
where  rrince  John  is. 
Skink.  Lend  me  thy  apron ;  run  and  fetch  a 
pot  from  the  next  room. 
Betray'd,  swounds,  betray'd  by  gout,  by  palsy,  by 
dropsy — 

Re-enter  Drawer  toith  a  pot 
O  brave  boy,  excellent  blood  !  up,  take  my  cloak 
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And  my  hat  to  thy  share  ;  when  I  come  from  Kent, 

rn  pay 
Thee  like  a  king. 
Dra.  I  thank  you,  my  lord.        [Exit  Drawer. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-THIED. 

Enter  JOHN,  RiCHARD,  FaUCONBRIDGB,  SHERIFFS, 

and  Officers. 

Skink.  Now,  fortune,  help  or  never.  They 
come — ami  ye  were  a  princey  as  ye  say  ye  are^  ye 
would  be  ashamed  to  abuse  a  poor  servant  thus ;  hut 
and  if  ye  were  not  of  t!ie  blood  royal,  Vd  break  tfie 
neck  of  ye  down  the  stairs,  so  would  /,  Pd  teach  you 
to  htirt  ^prentices. 

Rich.  Who  hurt  thee,  fellow  1 

Skink.  Prince  devil  or  his  dam ;  Prince  John 
they  call  him. 

John.  Gloster,  I  hope. 

Rich.  I  doubt  not  but  'tis  Skink. 

John.  Where  is  he  1 

Skink.  Up  them  stairs ;  take  heed  of  him. 
He's  in  the  Crown. 

Fau.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  he  hath  crown'd  thee 
shrewdly. 

John.  In  recompence,  if  it  be  him  I  seek, 
m  give  thee  his  whole  head  to  tread  upon. 
Follow  me,  brother ;  come,  old  Fauconbridge  ; 
Keep  the  stairs,  sheriff.     You  see,  it  waxeth  dark ; 
Take  heed  he  slip  not  by  you.  [Exeunt 

Skink.    Hang  yourselves,  this  darkness  shall 
convey  me  out  of  doors, 
I'll  swim  the  Thames,  but  I'll  attain  Blackheath. 
London,  farewell;  curse,  John,  rave,  Fauconbridge  ! 
Skink  'scapes  you  all  by  twilight's  privilege.  [Exit. 
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Within.  Wliere  is  he)    lights,  bring  liglita ; 
drag  out  that  boy. 

Enter  all  iHlk  llus  Bov. 

Joun.  This  U  my  cloak,  my  hat,  my  rapier  ; 
And  either  it  was  Skiuk  or  Gloster. 

Dka.  I  know  not  who  'twos,  sir  ;  he  said  he  was 
Prinue  John  ;  he  took  away  my  apron  and  a.  puttle- 
pot  with  him,  and  all-to  hlooded  his  head  and  face. 

FaU.  We  met  him,  by  St  Anthony,  we  met  him  ! 

John.  Tlie  fire  of  St  Anthony  confound 
This  changing  counterfeit,  whatsoever  he  be. 

Rich.  It  makes  mo  laufih  at  envious  greediness, 
Who  feeds  upon  her  own  heart's  bitterness. 

John.  Sirnili,  you  that  were  bora  to  cry  anon. 
What  other  copes-mates  have  you  in  the  house  1 

Dra.  Sir,  my  master's  giies's^  be  none  of  my 
copesmates. 

John.  Well,  your  gues's  !  can  you  guess  who 
they  be  1 

DuA.  Many,  here's  a  pursuivant,  that  this  gentle- 
man, sir,  Richard  Fauconbridge,  left  sick  even  now. 

Fait.  Marry  of  God,  did  I,  thou  lying  knave  t 

Dra.  1  am  a  poor  boy,  sir ;  your  worship  may 
say  your  pleasure  ;  our  maids  have  had  a  foiu  hand 
with  him.  You  said  ho  would  be  sick  ;  bo  be  is, 
with  a  witness. 

John.  Look  about,  Fauconbridge,  here's  work 
for  yon ! 
You  have  some  evil  angel  in  yonr  shape. 
Go,  sirrah,  bring  us  forth  that  Pursiuvant. 

£nUr  Iteo,  Uading  tlte  PuitSUlVANT,  licl, 
SlOH.  Oloster,  thou  wilt  be  too-too  venturous ; 
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Thou  dost  delight  in  those  odd  humours  so, 
That  much  I  fear  they'll  be  thy  overthrow.  [Aside. 
Pur,  0,  0,  0,  not  too  fast ;  0,  I  am  sick,  O, 

very  sick. 
John.  What  picture  of  the  pestilence  is  this  I 
Pur.  a  poor  man,  sir,  a  poor  man,  sir :  down, 
I  pray  ye ;  I  pray,  let  me  sit  down.  Ah,  Sir 
Richard,  Sir  Richard  !  Ah,  good  Sir  Richard  ! 
what,  have  I  deserved  to  be  thus  dealt  withal  at 
your  worship's  hands  ?    Ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! 

Fau.  At  my  hands,  knave  ]  at  my  hands,  paltry 

knave? 
Dra.  And  I  should  be  brought  to  my  book-oath, 

sir. 
Within.  What,  Jeffrey  1 
Dra.  Anon,  anon. 
John.  A  plague  upon  your  Jeflring ;  is  your 

name  Jeffrey  ? 
Dra.  Ay,  and*t  please  you,  sir. 
Rich.  Why,  gentle  Jeffrey,  then  stay  you  awhile. 
What  can  you  say,  if  you  come  to  your  book  1 
Dr^v.  If  I  be  pos*d  upon  a  book,  sir,  though  I  be 
a  poor  'prentice, 
I  must  speak  the  tnith,  and  nothing  but  the  truth, 
sir. 
John.  And  what's  your  truth,  sir  ? 
Pur.  0,  0  my  heart. 

Dra.  Slurry,  sir,  this  knight,  this  man  of  wor- 
ship  

Fau.  Well,  what  of  me  ?  what  did  my  worship  do? 
Dra.  Marry,  ye  came  into  the  Bell — our  room 
next  the  bar — with  this  honest  roan,  as  I  take  it 
Fau.  As  thou  tak'st  it  ] 
Pur.  0,  sir,  'tis  too  true,  too  true,  too  true.     O 

Lord. 
Dra.  And  there  he  call'd  for  a  pint  of  sack,  as 
good  sack  (TU  be  pos'd  ujwn  all  the  ])ooks  that 
ever  opened  and  shut),  as  any  in  all  Christendom. 
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Fau.  Body  of  mc,  I  conw  and  tjjl  lor  sack  I 

Pur.  0,  ye  did,  ye  did,  ye  did,     0,  0. 

John.  Well,  forward,  sirmh. 

Rica.  GloBter  hath  done  tins  jest,  [AsiJe. 

Dra.  And  yon  cali'd  tlien  for  sugar,  sir,  as  good 
sugar  and  aa  wliolesome,  as  ever  came  in  any  cup 
uf  sack  :  you  drank  to  this  man,  and  you  do  well, 
God  bo  thanked — hut  lie  no  sooner  drank 

Pur.  But  I,  but  I,  but  I— 0  my  hend  I  O  my 

Rich.  I  cannot  choose  but  amile  at  these  conceits. 

John.  I  am  mad  ;  and  yet  I    must  laugh  at 
Fftuconbridge : 
Brother,  look  how  Sir  Richard  acts  his  rago ! 

Fau.  1  came  1     I  call )  the  man  is  like  to  die, 
Practice,  by  the  mass  ;  practice,  by  the  marry  God  ! 
1  shall  be  i:harg'd  here  lor  a  poison'd  knave. 
Practice,  by  th'  Lord,  practice ! — 1  see  it  clear. 

Pur.  And  more,  Sir  Richard.     0  Lord,  0  Sir 
Richard  i 

Fau.  What  more  t  what  hast  thou  more )  what 

PUE.  O  my  box,  my  box,  with  the  king's  arms  ! 
0  my  box, 
0  my  box  !  it  cost  nie,  0  Lord,  every  penny ;  O 
my  box  ! 

Rich.  And  what  of  your  box,  sir  1 

Dra.  Marry,  sir,  it's  lost ;  and  'tis  well  known 
my  master  keeps  no  thieves  in  bis  house ;  0,  them 
iTOs  none  but  you  aud  he. 

Fau.  O,  then  beUke  thou  tlunkest  I  had  his  box, 

Pur.  0  Sir  Richard,  I  will  not ;  0  Loni,  I  will 
not  charge  you  for  all  the  world;  but — but — but 
for  the  warrant  the  old  King  sigii'd  to  reprieve 
the  porter  of  the  Fleet !     0  God,  0  God  I 

John.  The  porter  of  the  Fleet  1  the  old  King 
sign'd  1 — 

Pur.  Ay,  my  goml  lortl,  ay,  ay. 
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John.  U  he  reprieved  tben  I 

P0R.  No,  my  lord ;  0,  Sir  Richard  took  it  from 
me  with  lus  own  hand,  0 1 

Fau.  Here's  a  device  to  bring  me  in  contempt 
With  the  old  King,  that  I  ever  lov'd. 
Princes  and  Sheriff,  you  can  witness  with  me, 
That  I  have  heen  with  you  this  afternoon — 
Only  with  you,  with  nobody  but  you — 
And  now  a  fellow,  whom  the  Kint'  would  save 
By  a  reprieve,  this  fellow  says,  is  hang'<l. 

John.  If  thou  hadst  done  it,  I'd  have  justified  it ; 
But,  Richard,  I  conceit  this  jeet  already  : 
This  mad-mate  Skink,  this  honest  merry  knave. 
Meeting  this  Pursuivant,  and  hearing  tell 
He  had  a  warrant  to  reprieve  a  slavo 
Whom  we  would  hang,  stole  it  away  from  him. 
This  is  sure  the  jest ;  upon  my  life,  it  is  ! 

Pub.  O,  but  my  warrant,  how  shall  I  do  1  0 ! 

KlCH.  But  look  about  you,  hot-brain'd  brother 
John, 
And  I  believe  you'll  find  it  otherwise  ; 
Gloster  hath  got  the  warrant  in  disguise, 
And  sav'd  the  fellow  you  so  fain  would  hang. 

John,  No,  no  ;  how  say  you,  master  Sheriff,  ia 
he  not  hang'd  1 

Sher.  My  lord,  the  gibbet  was  set  up  by  noon 
In  the  Old  Bailey,  and  I  chaig'd  my  men. 
If  I  return  not,  ^ougb  it  were  by  torchlight, 
To  see  him  executed,  ere  they  come. 

John.  I  am  greedy  to  hear  news. 

Fau.  Robb'd  of  my  chain,  out-faced  I  bad  a 
sword. 
Accused  of  poisoning,  cozenage,  seeking  blood  ! 
Not  to  be  borne  !  it  is  intolerable  ! 

Rich,  Sir  Kichard,  I  prythee,  have  some  pati- 
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John'.  It  ia  intolerable,  not  to  he  borne ; 
A  warrant,  brother ;  Faucon bridge,  a  warrant ! 

Fau.  I  saw  no  warrant ;  I  dely  you  alt. 

John.  A  slave,  a  pursuivant,  one  Winterboni. 

Fao.  I  care  not  for  thee  that,  Winterborn. 

Pur,  O,  it  is  I,  sir  ;  that's  ray  warrant. 

John.  U't  you  1  you  rogue,  you  tlruukanl ;  yo 
are  cheated. 
And  we  are  cheated  of  the  prisoner. 
Out,  dog.  dog. 

Ptm.  O,  O,  0,  0  my  lord.    [Srit  wkk  Drawer. 

Sher.  Have  patience,  and  we  will  have  a  privy 
search. 

John.  Go  hang,  ye  blockheada,  get  ye  from  my 

O,  would  I  were  a  basilisk,  to  kill 
These  glear-ey'd  villains. 

SiiEK.  Come  away ;  let 's  leave  him. 
We  have  a  warrant ;  let  him  do  his  worst. 

[Exeunt  Sheriff  and  officers. 
Fau.  I'll  to  Blackheath,  I'll  to  the  iioly  hermit; 
There  shall  I  know  not  only  these  deceivers. 
But  how   my    wife   plays  fast    and    loose    with 

Richard. 
Ha  !  I  shall  fit  them,  I  shall  tickle  them  ; 
I'll  do  it,  I'll  hence,  I'll  to  the  heath  amain. 

[Exit. 
John.  There  shall  I  know  where  this  damned 
Glost«r  is, 
I'll  have  the  devils  rous'd  to  find  that  devil, 
0[r]  else  I'll  conjure  the  old  conjuror. 
I'D  to  Blackheath,  and  there  with  Mends  conspire, 
But  I'll  have  Gloster's  head,  my  heart's  desire. 
Rich.  Would  mad  Earl  Robin  saw  these  hum- 
ouriste: 
'Twould  fe«d  him  fit  with  laughter !  O,  'twould  fit 

him. 
Whwrevcr  he  is,  I  know  the  Iiare  conceit 
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Is  bettor  to  him  than  liis  daintiest  focnl. 
Well,  and  it  fits  me  well,  now  I  have  time, 
To  court  my  Lady  Fauconbridge  at  leisure. 
Love,  I  implore  thy  aid  ;  fair  Cipria, 
Thou  sea-bom  mother  at  affection's  ring. 
Shine  brightly  in  thy  sphere,  that  art  ^  my  star, 
My  planet,  thou  of  all  lights  most  beauteous. 
Be  thou  to  my  desires  auspicious.  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-FOURTH. 

Enter  RoBIN  HoOD  in  the  Lady  FaucoNBRIDOE's 
gotvUf  night  attire  on  his  head, 

Rob.  0,  for  this  lady !  Was  never  poor  gentle- 
man troubled  with  gentlewoman  as  I  am  with  my- 
self! My  Lady  Fauconbridge  hath  fitted  me  a  turn. 
Here  I  am,  visite<l  with  sleeveless  errands  and 
with  asking  for  This  thing,  Madam,  and  Tfiat  thing, 
Madam,  that  they  make  me  almost  mad  in  earnest. 
Whoop,  here's  another  client. 

Ente^'  a  Serving-MAN. 

Ser.  Here's  my  Latly  Rawford's  page  attends  to 

speak  with  your  ladyship. 
Rob.  1  pray  ye  bid  her  lordship's  page  come 
into  my 
Ladyship.   *  [Exit.    Ser\ingman.]      Well,  Robin 

Hood,  part  with  these  petticoats. 
And  cast  these  loose  devices  from  thy  back, 
I'll  ne'er  go  more  untruss'd,  never  be  kerchiefd, 
Never  have  this  ado  with  wliat  do  you  lack  f 
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Evter  Page. 

Page.    Madam,  my  lady  greets  your  honour 
kindly, 
And  sends  you  the  first  grapes  of  her  young  vine. 

Rob.  I  am  much  indebted  to  her  honour,  there's 
an  angel  for  you  to  drink ;  set  them  up  till  after 
supper.  Humphrey,  pray  look  about  for  Block. 
Humphrey !  trust  me,  I  think  the  fool  be  lost. 

Page.  No,  forsooth,  madam,  he's  upon  the 
green,  jesting  with  a  stammerer,  one  Kedcap. 

Rob.  It  is  a  lewd  fellow ;  pray,  bid  him  come 
in,  youth  ;  I'll  give  him  his  welcome  at  the  door. 
Commend  me  to  your  lady,  I  pray  ye,  heartily. 

[Exit  Page. 
Humphrey,  I  marvel  where  Sir  Richam  is  so  late  ! 
Truly,  truly,  he  does  not  as  beseems  a  gentleman 
of  his  calling ;  pray,  let  some  go  forth  to  meet 
him  on  the  green,  and  send  in  that  blockhead 
Block.  [Exit  Humphrey. 

Enter  REDCAP,  aiid  BLOCK  afUr  him. 

Blo.  Will  ye  tell  tales,  ye  ass,  will  ye  % 

Red.  I'll  te-te-tell  your  la-lalady,  or  I  would  to 
G-Go<l  we  were  ha-hang'd  else,  as  my  fa-father 
should  have  l>een. 

RoR  Now,  what's  the  matter  there,  I  pray  you  1 
What  company  have  you  there,  a-Grod's  name) 
where  spend  you  the  day,  I  pray  1 

Blo.  Why,  where  you  gave  me  leave;  at  the 
gallows  I  was — no  farther. 

Red.  A-a-and  you  be  his  la-lady,  you  are  the 
La-Lady  Fau-Fauconbridge,  the  Eail  of  Glo- 
Gloster's  sister. 

Rob.  I  am  so,  fellow. 

Red.  Y-y-your  man  B-B-Blocke  here  does  no-- 
nothing  but  f-f-flout  m-me,  a-and  cr-cries  r-run  He- 
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Jiedcap  and  ss-Mfe  you  /-/-father  ha-ha-kan^d,  I 
sh-shall  g-go-near  to  m-make  m-mmder,  and  he 
u-ase  it 

EoR  Well,  sirrah,  leave  your  mockiiig,  you 
were  best,  Til  bob  your  beetle  head,  and  iT  you 
mock  him. 

Blo.  He's  run  Redcap. 

Sed.  La-la-law,  ma-madam. 

Rob.  Away,  ye  saucy  fool ;  go,  wait  within. 

Blo.  Run,  Redcap;  run.  Redcap.  [ExiL 

Rob.  Art  thou  the  porter^s  son,  that  was  con- 
demned about  my  brother  Gloster  t 

Red.  Ay,  G-G-God  be  with  you,  I  am  the  p-p- 
porter's  son,  I  m-must  r-run  to  s-s-seek  your  b-lH*- 
brother. 

Rob.  Well,  drink  that,  fellow ;  if  thou  find  my 
brother,  be  not  too  violent,  and  111  reward  thee. 

Red.  I  th-th-thank  ye  h-heartily;  and  I  had 
not  been  cozened  with  Sk-Skink,  I  had  no  nee*  need 
of  these  ja-jaunts,  for  Gl-Gloster  was  s-safe  enough. 

Enter  BLOCK  and  the  PoRTER  unth  his  cloak  muffled. 

Blo.  Ah,  farewell.  Redcap. 

Red.  Fa-fare  we- well,  and  be  ha-hang'd.    \£xit. 

Rob.  You'll  never  leave  your  knavery.     Who's 

there  more. 
Blo.  One,  madam,  that  hath  commendations  to 

you  from  your  brother. 
Rob.  Comest  thou  from  Gloster  1  thou  art  wel- 
come, friend. 
Blo.  O,  it's  one  of  the  kindest  ladies  (though 
she  will  now  and  then  have  a  bout  with  Block) 
that  ever  hreath'd,  and  she  had  been  in  her  mood 
now,  Redcap  would  have  made  her  such  sp-sp-sport 
as  't  a'  pa-pa-pass*d. 

Rob.  Will  you  make  sport,  and  see  who  knocks 
again? 
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Blo.  Our  gates  are  like  an  anvil ;  from  four  to 
I  ten,  nothing  but  knick*a-kuock  upon't. 

KOB,    Will  you   be   gone,  sirl    [Exit  Block..] 
Honest  friend,  I  am  glad 
My  brother  GJoster  got  thy  liberty, 
Whose  flight  was  cause  of  thy  captivity  : 
Nor  shall  there  be  in  ub  such  negligence. 
Though  thou  have  lost  thy  office  and  thy  house, 
But  we  will  see  thee  better  far  provided 
Than  when  thou  wert  [the]  Porter  in  the  Fleet. 

lie-nUer  BLOCK. 
Blo.  Mfidam,  your  old  friend,  Prince  Kicbard. 
All  alone, 
Making  moan, 
Fetchingmany  a  grievous  groan. 

KoB.  Prince  Richard  come  bo  tatel  lights  to  his 
chamber ; 
Sirmh,  in  any  case,  say  I  am  eick. 
Blo.  Very  sick,  sick,  and  like  to  die !  I'll  sing 

it,  and  you  will. 
Rob.  Away,  ye  knave  ;  tell  him,  in  the  morning 
111  humbly  wait  upon  his  excellence. 

Blo.  That's  alt  his  desire  to  have  ye  lowly  and 
humble,  and  'tis  a  courteous  thing  in  a  lady. 

Rob.  Hence,  or  else  Til  set  you  hence.     Uo  in, 
good  friend. 
Come,  Lady  Fauconbridge  ;  it's  time  to  come ; 
Eobin  can  hold  out  no  longer,  I  see  : 
Hot  wooers  will  be  tempters  presently.  {Exit. 

SCENE  THE  TWENTY-FIFTH. 
Elder  Skd>K  like  a  Hermit. 
Skink.  Now,  lioly  Skink,  in  thy  religious  weed, 
Look  out  for  purchiue  or  thy  wont«d  clients. 
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Warrants,  quoth  you  ?     I  was  fairly  warranted  ; 
Young  Robin  Hood,  the  Earl  of  Huntington, 
Shall  never  fetch  me  more  unto  his  prince. 

Ejiter  Lady  Fauconbridge,  in  Merchants 

Wife's  attire. 

But,  patica  verba,  Skink  !  a  prize,  a  prize ; 
By  th'  mass,  a  pretty  girl ;  close,  hermit,  close. 
Overhear,  if  thou  canst,  what  she  desires. 
For  so  my  cunning  and  my  credit  spreads. 

Lady  F.  See,    how    affection    arms  my  feeble 
strength, 
To  this  so  desperate  journeying  all  alone, 
While  Robin  Hood,  young  Earl  of  Huntington, 
Plays  Lady  Fauconbridge  for  me  at  home. 

Skink.  What  mystery  is  this  ?     The  Lady  Fau- 
conbridge ! 
It*8  she  ?     Sweet  fortune,  thou  hast  sent  her  well ; 
I  will  entice  this  morsel  to  my  cell. 
Her  husband^s  jealous  :  I  will  give  him  cause. 
As  he  believes,  I  hope  it  shall  succeed. 
Nay,  swounds,  it  shall ;  she's  mine  in  scorn  of  speed. 

Lady  F.  By  this  broad  beaten  i>ath,  it  should 
appear. 
The  holy  hermit's  cave  cannot  be  far. 
And  if  I  err  not,  this  is  he  himself. 

Skink.  What  honour'd  tongue  enquireth  for  the 
hermit  ] 

Lady  F.  What  honour'd  tongue  1 

Skink.  Ay,  Lady  Fauconbridge, 
I  know  ye,  and  I  know  for  what  ye  come. 
For  Gloster  and  your  husband's  jealousy. 

Lady  F.  0  thou,  whose  eye  of  contemplation 
Looks  through  the  windows  of  the  highest  heavens, 
Resolve  thy  handmaid,  where  Earl  Gloster  lives : 
And  whether  he  shall  live,  and  'scape  the  hate 
Of  proud  young  Henry  and  his  brother  John  1 
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Skink.  I'll  have  you  first  in  ;  Fll  tell  you  more 
anon. 
Madam,  they  say  bushes  have  ears  and  eyes ; 
And  these  are  matters  of  great  secrecy ; 
And  you'll  vouchsafe  enter  my  holy  cell, 
There  wliat  you  long  to  know  I'll  quickly  tell. 

Ent^  John  and  Fauconbridge. 

Lady  F.  Stay,  here  are  strangers. 

Skink.  A  plague  upon  them,  come  they  in  the 
nick. 
To  hinder  Reynard  ^  of  his  fox's  trick  ] 

FLady  Fauconbridge  retires  a  linle, 

John.  Good  day,  old  hermit. 

Fau.  So  to  you,  fair  dame. 

John.  By  Elinor's  grey  eye,  she's  fair  indeed. 
Sweet  heart,  come  ye  tor  holy  benisons  ? 
Hennit,  hast  thou  good  custom  with  such  clients  ? 
I  cannot  blame  your  feats,  your  juggling  tricks. 
Plague  juggle  you ! 

Lady  F/AVny  curse  ye  sacred  worth  ? 

Fau.  Ill  done,  in  sooth,  my  Lord,  very  ill  done, 
Wrong  holiness  !  a  very  pretty  woman  !  [aside,'] 
Mock  gravity  !  by  the  mass  a  cherry  lip  1  [aside,] 
Ah,  it's  not  well  done  [to]  deride  a  holy  hermit ! 

John.  I  have  it  in  my  purse  shall  make  amends. 

Skink.  His  purse  and  yours   shall  make  me 
some  amends 
For  hindering  me  this  morning  from  the  lady  ; 
For  scaring  me  at  tavern  yesternight : 
For  having  back  your  chain,  I'll  fit  you  both. 

[A9ide, 

John.  Hermit,  a  word. 

Fau.  a  word  with  you,  fair  mistress. 


^  Old  copy,  Baynald. 
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John.  Where  lie  your  devils,  that  tell  all  your 
news  t 
Would  you  would  trouble  them  for  half  an  hour, 
To  know  what  is  become  of  traitor  Gloster, 
That  in  my  clothes  broke  prison  in  the  Fleet  ? 

Skink.  No,  it  was  Skink. 

John.  Come,  old  fool,  ye  dote. 

Skink.  But  hear  me. 

Fau.  Hear  him,  Prince. 

John.  'Swounds,  who  hears  you  ? 
I'll  make  your  lady  graft  ye  for  this  work. — 

[iincfe.] — 
But  to  your  tale,  sir. 

Skink.  Know,  thrice-honoured  Prince, 
That  Skink  did  cosen  Redcap  of  his  clothes, 
Gloster  did  cosen  Skink,  and  so  escap'd. 

John.  Well  done,  Fauconbridge  ! 

Fau.  My  lord,  he  tells  you  true. 

John.  You  find  it  on  her  lips :  but,  forward,  sir. 

Skink.  'Twas  Skink  in  Gloster's  gown,  whom 
you  did  visit, 
That  play*d  at  bowls,  and  after  stole  your  clothes, 
While  you  went  into  the  Lord  Morton's  chamber. 

John.  This  savours  of  some  truth. 

Fau.  Tis  very  like. 

John.  Well,  Fauconbridge,  by  heaven,  Til  tell 
your  wife. 

Fau.  Shell  much  believe  you !  youwilll  Come, 
Tell  me  not  of  my  wife  :  ^  this  evening  fail  me  not. 
My  wife,  quoth  you  :  I'll  send  my  wife  from  home. 
Do  tell  my  wife.  Prince  John,  by  my  dear  mother, 
I  love  her  too-too  well  to  like  another. 

Lady  F.  It  seems  so,  fox ;  O,  what  a  world  is  this ! 
There  most  sin  reigns,  where  least  suspicion  is. 

Fau.  Youll  come  1 

Lady  F.  I  will  not  fail,  I  warrant  you. 

^  [Old  copy,  me  o/.] 
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John.  Hennit,  is  all  this  true  ? 
Skink.  Himself, 

[If  he]  deliver  not  so  much,  before  ye  sleep, 
Root  me  from  out  the  borders  of  this  realm. 

[John  ami  Fauc.  retire  a  little. 
John.  Well,  by  your  leave,  Sir  Richard  Fau- 
conbridge. 
Hence,  free  from  fear ;   you'll  melt,  youTl  melt, 
old  man. 
Fau.  Nay,  take  her  to  you ;  she's  a  shrew,  I 
warrant. 
I'll  to  the  holy  hermit,  and  inquire 
About  my  chain,  your  sword,  the  pursuivant, 
And  other  matters,  that  I  have  to  ask. 

[He  returns;  JOHN  addresses  the  Lady. 
Skink.  You're  welcome,  good  Sir  Richard. 
John.  Nay,  do  not  stand  on  terms;  I  am  fire, 
all  life, 
Nor  never  tell  me,  that  I  have  a  wife. 
I  do  not  mean  to  marry ;  ye  think  so  I 
But  to  be  merry  you  the  manner  know. 
And  you  will  have  me,  have  me — 'ppoint  a  meet- 
ing; 
I'll  be  your  true  love,  you  shall  be  my  sweeting. 

If  you  deny  to  promiee,  this  is  plain 

ril  have  my  will,  ere  you  get  home  again. 

Lady  F.  Most  gracious  lord. 

John.  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  grace  : 
I  like  no  goodness  but  a  beauteous  face. 
Be  therefore  brief;    give    me    your    hand    and 

swear. 
Or  I'll  away  with  you  into  the  heath  : 
Neither  shall  Fauconbridge  nor  hermit  help, 
And  what  I  do  I'll  answer  well  enough. 

Lady  F.  Why,  then,  my  lord. 

John.  Nay,  do  not  stand  on  them :  * 


^  t.e.,  Tenns,  as  mentioned  before.    Old  copy,  then. 
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But  tell  me,  when  my  lord  shall  liave  you,  Laily  ; 
It's  presently  I  venture  for  a  baby. 

Lady  F.  This  night  at  Stepney,  by  my  summer- 
house, 
There  is  a  tavern  which  I  sometimes  use, 
When  we  from  London  come  a-gossiping ; 
It  is  the  Hind. 

John.  Give  me  thy  pretty  hand : 
Thoult  meet  me  at  the  Hind  1  1*11  be  thy  roe. 

Lady  F.  One  word's  enough. 

John.  Suffice ;  then  be  it  so. 

Lady  F.  I'll  fit  my  old  adulterer  and  your  grace, 
111  send  the  Princess  thither  in  my  place.     [Aside. 

Fau.  Prince    John,   Prince  John,  the    hermit 
tells  me  wonders ; 
He    says  it  was    Skmk    that  'scap'd  us  at  the 

tavern  : 
Skink  had  my  chain — nay,  sure,  that  Skink  did 
all 

Skink.  I  say,  go  but  to  yonder  corner, 
And  ere  the  sun  be  half  an  hour  higher, 
There  will  the  thief  attempt  a  robbery. 

John.  Who?  Skink  1 

Fau.  WiU  Skink  1 

Skink.  Ay,  Skink,  upon  my  word. 

Fau.  ShaU  we  go  seize  upon  him,  good  Prince 
Johni 

John.  Nay,  we  will  have  him,  that's  no  question. 
And  yet  not  hurt  the  honest  rogue. 
He'll  help  us  well  in  quest  of  changing  Glostcr. 
Hermit,  farewell ;  Lady,  keep  your  hour. 

Fau.  Adieu,  old  hermit:  soon  in  the  evening, lass. 

Lady  F.  I'll  meet  you  both,  and  meet  with* 
both  of  you. 
Father,  what  answer  do  you  give  to  me  ? 

^  To  med  with  is  a  very  common  phrase  for  to  $ervc  out, 
re'^aiie. 
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Skink.  Lady,  start  down;    I    must  into    my 
cell, 
Where  I  am  curing  of  a  man  late  hurt ; 
He  dress'd,  I  must  unto  my  orisons ; 
In  half  an  hour  all  will  be  despatched, 
And  then  I  will  attend  your  ladyship. 

[Exit, 

Lady  F.  At  your  best  leisure,  father.    0,  the 
hfe, 
That  this  thrice-reverend  hermit  leadeth  here. 
How  far  remote  from  mortal  vanities, 
Baits  to  the  soul,  enticements  to  the  eye  I 
How  far  is  he  unlike  my  lustful  lord  ? 
Wlio  being  given  himself  to  be  unchaste, 
Thinks  all  men  like  himself  in  their  effects, 
And  injures  me,  that  never  had  a  thought 
To  wrong  the  sacred  rights  of  spotless  faith. 

Enter  Seink  taith  a  patch  on  his  face,  and  a 
falconers  lure  in  his  liand,^ 

Skink.  Hermit,  farewell,  I'll  pay  ye  or  speak 
with  ye  next  time  I  see  ye.  Sweet  mouse,  the 
hermit  bids  you  stay  here ;  he'll  visit  you  anon. 
Now,  John  and  Fauconbridge,  I'll  match  ye, 
and  I  do  not  say  Skink's  a  wretch,  a  wren,  a 
worm.  When  1  have  trick'd  them,  madam,  I 
will  trim  you.  Commodity  is  to  be  preferr'd 
before  pleasure.  About  profit,  Skink  ;  for  crowns, 
for  crowns,  that  make  the  kingly  thoughts  I 

[Exit, 

Lady  F.   (to  the  hermit  supposed  vnthin.)  1  am 
assur'd  that  man's  some  murderer. 
Good  Father  Hermit,  speak  and  comfort  vme ; 

1  Skink  isaues  from  the  hermit's  bouse  in  the  disguise  of 
the  man  whom  he  is  supposed  to  have  cured,  and  aa  he 
leaves,  addresaes  parting  words  to  the  hermit  within. 
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Are  ye  at  prayers,  good  old  mau  ?     I  pray  ye, 
speak.  [Enters. 

What  s  here  ?  a  beard  ?  a  counterfeited  hair  ? 
The  hermit's  portesse,^  garments,  and  his  beads  ? 
Jesus  defend  me  !  I  will  fly  this  den ; 
It's  some  thief  s  cave,  no  haunt  for  holy  men. 
What,  if  the  murderer  (as  I  guess  him  one) 
Set  on  my  husband !  Tush,  Prince  John  and  he 
Are  able  to  defend  their  ^  noble  selves. 
Howe'er,  I  will  not  tarry,  I'll  away, 
Lest  unto  theft  and  rape  I  prove  a  prey.        [Exit, 


SCENE  THE  TWENTY-SIXTH. 

Enter  Seink  solus. 

Skink.  Yonder  they  are ;  I'll  fit  them ;  here's 
my  ground. 
Wa-ha-how,  wa-ha-how,  wa-ha-how ! 

Enter  Fauconbridge  [and  John.] 

Fau.  I  warrant  ye,  my  lord,  some  man's  dis- 
tress'd. 

John.  Why,  man,  tis  a  falconer. 

Fau,  Marry  of  me,  good  fellow,  I  did  think 
thou  had'st  been  robb'd. 

Skink.  Eobb'd,  sir  ?  No,  he  that  comes  to  rob 
me  shall  have  a  hard  match  on't,  yet  two  good 
fellows  had  like  to  have  been  robb'd  by  one  tall 
thief,  had  not  I  stepped  in.  A  bots  on  him  !  I 
lost  a  hawk  by  him,  and  yet  I  car'd  not  to  send 
another  after  him,  so  I  could  find  the  thief;  and 
hereabout  he  is ;  I  know  he  is  squatted. 

*  BreTiaiy.  "  Old  copy,  them. 
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Fau.  Say'st  thou  mc  so)  we'll   find  hiiu,  by  St 
Mary, 
An  lioiiest  fellow,  a  good  commonwealth's  man. 

John.  There  are  caves  liereabout,  good  fellow, 
are  there  noti 

Skink.  Yea,  sir  ;  tread  the  ground,  sir,  and  you 
shall  hear  their  hoUoWDesa ;  this  way,  sir, 
this  way. 

John.  Help,  Fauconbridge, 

Fau.  0,  help  me,  good  Prince  John. 

Skink.  I'll  help  you  both  ;  deliver,  sir,  deliver  I 
Swounds,  linger  not.  Prince  John,  put  up  your 
purse,  or  I'll  throw  poniards  down  upon  your  pate. 
Quickly  I  when !  I  am  Sldnk,  that  'scap'd  ye  yes-, 
ternight,  and  fled  the  Fleet  in  yonr  cloak,  carryiug 
me  clean  out  of  wind  and  rain.  I  broke  the  bonds 
and  links  that  fettered  your  chain  amity ;  this 
cheat  is  mine. 
Farewell,  I  cannot  stay, 

Sweet  Prince,  old  Knight,  I   thank  ye  for  this 
prey.  [Exit. 

FiO.  God's  marry  mother,  here's  a  jest  indeed. 
We  came  to  take  ;  a  thief  takes  us ! 
Where  are  ye,  good  my  lord  i 

John.  No  matter  wnere  ; 
I  think  I  was  fore-spoken  at  the  teat. 
This  damn'd  rogue  servd  me  thus  !    Gloster  and  he. 
Upon  my  life,  conclude  in  villany. 
He  was  not  wont  to  plot  these  stratagems. 
Lend  me  your  hand  a  little  ;  come  away, 
Let's  to  the  cell  again  ;  perchance  the  hermit 
Is  Skink  and  thief,  and  hermit,  all  in  one. 

Fau.  Marry  a  God,  then  ten  to  one  it's  so  ; 
Well  thought  on,  Princely  John  ; 
He  had  my  chain,  no  doubt  he  had  your  sword. 

John.  If  there  be  now  no  hermit  at  the  cell, 
I'll  swear  by  all  the  saints  it's  none  but  he. 

[EjcetiHl. 

viiL.  vir.  2  G 
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SCENE  THE  TWENTY-SEVENTH. 

Enter  Gloster  in  the  Ho'viit^s  gavm,  putting  ofi  the 

beards 

Glo.  This    accident     hath    hit    thy    humour, 
Gloster ; 
From  pursuivant  1*11  turn  a  hennit  now. 
Sure,  he  that  keeps  this  celFs  a  counterfeit, 
Else  what  does  he  here  with  false  hair  and  beard  t 
Well,  howsoe'er  it  be,  111  seem  to  be 
The  holy  hermit ;  for  such  fame  there  is, 
Of  one  accounted  reverend  on  this  heath. 

Enter  Skink. 

I'll  fain  unto  my  cell,  to  my  fair  lady  ; 

But  John  and  Fauconbridge  are  at  my  heels ; 

[Sees  John. 
And  some  odd  mate  is  got  into  my  gown. 
And  walks  devoutly  like  my  counterfeit. 
I  cannot  stay  to  question  with  you  now, 
I  have  another  gown  and  all  things  fit. 
These  guests  once  rid,  new  mate,  I'll  bum,*  Til 

mark  you.  [^Exit. 

GLoa  What's  he,  a  God's  name  ?  he  is  quickly 

gone. 
I  am  for  him,  were  he  Robin  Goodfellow. 
Who's  yonder,  the  Prince  John  and  Fauconbridge? 
I  think  they  haunt  me  like  my  getiii, 
One  good,  the  other  ill ;  by  the  mass,  they  pry, 
And  look  upon  me  but  suspiciously. 

John.  This  is  not   Skink  ;  the  hermit  is  not 

Skink. 
He  is  a  learned,  reverend,  holy  man ; 

^  Brand. 


LtWK    ABOUT  TUU.  467 

Fao.  He  is,  he  is  a  very  godly  man  ; 
I  warrant  ye,  he's  at  his  book  at'a  prayers. 
We  should  have  took  you,  by  my  halidom, 
Even  for  a  very  thief. 

Glo.  Now  God  forfend 
Such  uublemen  as  you  should  guesK  me  so  I 
I  never  gave  such  cause,  for  ought  1  know. 

John.  Yet  thou  ditl'st  t#ll  ua  Skink  should  do 
a  robbery. 
Appointed  us  the  place,  and  there  we  found  Uim, 

Fau.  And  he  felt  ua.  for  he  hath  robb'd  ns  both. 

Glo.  He's  a  lewd  fellow  ;  but  he  shall  be  taken. 

John.  I  hml  rather  hear  of  Gloster  than  of  him. 

Glo.  Gloster  did  cheat  him  of  the  same  gold 

That  deceiv'd  Sir  Richard  Fauconbridge. 

He  got  your  sword.  Prince  John :  'twas  he  that 

Sftv'd 
The  porter,  and  begull'd  the  pursuivant. 

John.  A  vengeance  on  him ! 

Glo.  Do  not  curse,  good  prince  ; 
He's  bad  enough,  'twere  better  pray  for  him. 

John.  I'll  lull  thee,  and  thou  bid  ua  pray  for 
him, 
I'll  fell  [the]  woods,  and  ring  thee  round  with  fire. 
Make  thee  an  offering  unto  fierce  revenge. 
If  thou  have  but  a  thought  to  pray  for  him. 

Glo.  I  am  bound  to  pray  fur  >  aU  men,  chiefly 
Cluistians. 

John.  Ha,  ha,  for  Christians  t  thiuk'st  thou  he 
is  one) 
For  ment  hast  thou  opinion  he  is  a  manf 
He  that  changes  himself  to  sundry  shapes, 
Is  he  a  Christian  1  can  he  be  a  man  1 
O  irreligious  thoughts  I 

Glo.  Why,  worthy  prince, 

'  Old  copy,  1^. 
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I  saw  him  christened,  dipp'd  into  the  font. 
John.  Then  nine  times,  like  the  northern  Lap- 
/  landers, 

He  backward  circled  the  sacred  font, 
And  nine  times  backward  said  his  orisons : 
As  often  curs*d  the  glorious  host  of  heaven, 
As  many  times  invoked  the  fiends  of  hell. 
And  so  tum'd  witch ;  for  Gloster  is  a  witch. 
Glo.  Have  patience,  gentle  prince ;  he  shall 
appear 
Before  your  kingly  father  speedily. 
John.  Shall  he  indeed  1  sweet  comfort,  kiss  thy 
cheek  ; 
Peace  circle  in  thy  aged  honoured  head. 
When  he  is  taken,  hermit,  I  protest 
ir       ril  build  thee  up  a  chapel  and  a  shrine  : 
111  have  thee  worshipped  as  a  man  divine. 
Assure  [ye]  he  shall  come,  and  Skink  shall  come. 
Fau.^  Aye,  that  same  Skink ;  I  prythee,  send 

that  Skink. 
John.  Send  both ;  and  both,  as  prisoners  crimi- 
nate. 
Shall  forfeit  their  lost*  lives  to  England's  state, 
Which  way  will  Fauconbridge  t 

Fau.  Over  the  water,  and 
So  with  all  speed  I  may  to  Stepney. 

John.  I  must  to  Stepney  too^  and  revel,  and  be 
blithe, 
Old  [Knight],  wink  at  my  mirth;  *t  may  make 

amends. 
So  thou  and  I,  and  our  friends,  may  be  friends. 
Fau.  With  all  my  heart,  with  all  my  heart, 
Prince  [John], 
Old  Fauconbridge  will  wait  upon  your  grace. 
Be  good  to  Gloster,  for  my  Marian's  sake, 
And  me  and  mine  you  shall  your  servants  make. 

1  Old  copy,  Glo,  « [Old  copy,  latL] 
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Glo.  Of  that  anon  :  my  pleasure  being  BorVd, 
Gloster  sliall  have  what  Gloater  hath  deseiVd. 
Fau.  Wh}',  that's  well  said  ;  adieu,  good  Iionest 
hermit.  [fJxit. 

John.  Hermit,  farewell,  if  I  had  my  desire, 
I'll  make  the  world  thy  wondroaa  deeds  admire. 
[Exit. 
Gu>.  Still  good,  Htill  passing  good ;  Gloster  is 

EtiU 

Henry's  true  hate,  foe  to  John's  frownrd  will, 
No  more  of  that :  for  them  in  hetter  time. 
If  this  same  hermit  he  an  honest  man. 
He  will  protect  me  by  liis '  simple  life ; 
If  not,  I  care  not ;  I'll  be  ever  Gloster, 
Make  Mm  my  footstool,  if  he  be  a  slave, 
For  baseness  over  worth  can  have  no  power. 
Bobin,  bethink  thee,  thou  art  come  from  kings. 
Then  scorn  to  be  [a]  slave  to  underlings. 
Look  well  about  thee,  lad,  and  thou  shalt  see 
Them  burst  in  envy,  that  would  injure  thee. 
Hermit,  I'll  meet  you  in  your  hermit's  gown, 
Honest,  I'll  love  you :  worse.  111  knock  you  down. 
[BxiU 

SCENE  THE  TWENTY-EIGHTH. 

£>ittr  Prince  Richahu,  wUh  mutie. 

P.  Rich.  Kind  friends,  we  have  troubled  Lady 
Fauconbridge, 
And  either  she's  not  willing  to  be  seen. 
Or  else  not  well,  or  with  our  boldness  griev'd. 
To  ease  these,  I  have  brought  you  to  tms  window, 
Knowing  you  are  in  music  excellent. 
I  have  penu'd  a  ditty  here,  and  I  desire 
You  would  sing  it  for  her  love  and  my  content. 

Mus.  With  all  my  heart,  my  lord. 
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Unto-  GoBiN  Hood,  /ike  tlie  Lady  [Faucon- 

BRIIXiE]. 

iiaB.  Your    excellence    forgets    your   princely  1 

If  I  may  humbly  crave  it  at  your  hauda, 
Let  me  dtisire  this  music  be  dismiss' d. 

Rich.  Forbear,  I  pray,  and  withdraw  youTGelves;  I 
Be  not  otTeuded,  gracious  Marian.     [KxaitU  musi 
Under  the  upper  heaven  nine  goodly  spheres 
Turn  with  a  motion  ever  musical ; 
In  palaces  of  kings  melodious  sounds 
Offer  pleasures  to  their  sovereigns  ears. 
In  temples,  milk-white- clothed  quiristera 
Sing  sacred  anthems,  bowing  to  the  shrine ; 
And  iu  the  fields  whole  quires  of  winged  clerks 
Salute  the '  morning  bright  and  crystalline. 
Then  blame  nut  me ;  you  are  my  heaven,  my  queea^tl 
My  saint,  my  comfort,  brighter  than  the  mom. 
To  you  ail  music  and  all  praise  is  due ; 
For  your  delight,  for  you,*  delight  was  bom. 
The  world  would  have  no  mirth,  no  joy,  no  day. 
If  from  tlie  world  your  l)eauty  were  away. 

EoR  Fie  on  love's  blasphemy  and  forgery. 
To  call  that  joy  ^  that's  only  misery  1 
I,  that  am  wedded  to  suspicious  age, 
Solicited  by  your  lasdvioua  youth; 
I,  that  have  [only]  one  poor  comfort  living — 
Gloster  my  brother,  my  liigh-hearted  brother — 
He  flies  for  fear,  lest  he  should  faint,  and  fall 
Into  the  hands  of  hate  tyrannical. 

KicH.  What  would  you  I  should  do  1 

Bob.  I  would  full  fain 
My  brother  Gloster  had  his  jwace  again. 

Rich.  Sliall  love  be  my  reward,  if  I  do  bring 
A  certain  token  of  his  good  estate, 


'  Old  copy,  tatutti  it. 

'  Old  co[>y,  I 


*  Old  eoi'S,  youfir. 
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And  after  pacify  my  broUier'a  wrath  1 
Say  you  will  love,  he  '  will  be  fortunate  ! 

KCIB.    1  will. 

Rich.  No  more  ;  1  vow  to  die  unblest 
If  I  {lerfonn  not  tliia  impased  quesL 
But  one  word,  madam ;  pcaj,  eon  you  tell 
Where  Uuutington  my  ward  isl 

Bob.  I  was  bold 
To  send  young  Robin  Hood,  your  noble  ward. 
Upon  some  business  of  import  for  me. 

Kicn.  I  am  glad  be  is  employ'd  in  your  affairs  ; 
Farewell,  kind  fair  ;  let  [not]  one  doudy  frown 
Shadow  the  bright  sun  of  thy  beauty's  light : 
Be  confident  in  this — I'll  find  thy  brother. 
Raise  power  but  he'U'  have  peace :  only  perform 
Your  gracious  promise  at  my  back-return. 

Rob.  Well,  here's  my  bond.    Prince    Richard ; 
that  same  night, 
Which  secondeth  the  day  of  your  return, 
I'll  be  your  bed-fellow,  aod  from  that  hour 
Forswear  the  loathed  bed  of  Fauconbridge : 
Be  speedy,  therefore,  as  you  hope  to  speed. 

Rich.  O  that  I  were  as  large-wiuged  as  the  wind, 
Then  should  you  see  my  expeditious  will 
My  most  desire,  adieu !  guess  by  my  haste 
Of  your  sweet  promise  the  delicious  taste.     [Exit. 

Roa  Why  so  :  I  am  rid  of  him  by  this  device. 
He  would  else  have  tiretl  me  with  his  songs  and 


£7Uer  BlouK. 
But  now  I  shall  have  ease ;  here  comes  the  saint, 
To  whom  such  suil  was  made. 

Blo.  My  lady  gentlewoman  is   evep    here    in 
her  privity-walk     Madam,  here's  the  merchant's 
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wife  was  here  yesterday  would  speak  with  ye.     O, 
I  was  somewhat  bold  to  bring  her  in. 

Enttr  Labt  FauconbridgE;  d%9guised  <u  a 

mercJiani^s  wife, 

Rob.  Well,  leave  us,  sir ;  y'are  welcome,  gentle- 
woman. 

Blo.  These  women  have  no  liberality  in  the 
world  in  them ;  I  never  let  in  man  to  my  lady,  but 
I  am  rewarded. 

Rob.  Please  ye  to  walk,  sir  !  wherefore  mumble 
ye  1  [Exit  Block. 

Lady  F.  Robin,  what  news  1  how  hast   thou 
done  this  night  ? 

Rob.  My  ladyship  hath  done  my  part,  my  task. 
Lain  all  alone  for  lack  of  company, 
I  might  have  had  Prince  Richard. 

Lady  F.  Was  he  here  ! 

Rob.  He  went  away  but  now ; 
I  have  been  lov*d  and  woo'd  too  simply, 
God  rid  me  of  the  woman  once  again  ; 
I'll  not  be  tempted  so  for  all  the  world. 
Come,  will  you  to  your  chamber,  and  uncase  ? 

Lady  F.  Nay,  keep  my  habit  yet  a  little  while, 
Old  Fauconbridge  is  almost  at  the  gate, 
I  met  him  at  Blackheath  just  at  the  hermit's, 
And,  taking  me  to  be  a  merchant's  wife. 
Fell  mightily  in  love,  gave  me  his  ring, 
Made  me  protest  that  I  would  meet  him  here. 
I  told  him  of  his  lady — 0,  tut,  quoth  he, 
ril  shake  her  up,  I'll  pack  her  out  of  sight. 
He  comes ;  kind  Robin  Hood,  hold  up  tne  jest 

Enter  SiR  RiCHARD  FauCONBRIDGE  and  BLOCK, 

talking  toget/ur. 

Fau.  God's  marry,  knave,  how  long  hath  she 
been  here  1 


• »" 


Blo.  Sir,  slie  c 
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FaU.  a  cunning  quean,  a  very  cuoniug  quean. 
Go  to  your  business,  Block ;  I'll  meet  with  her. 
Blo.  Ah,  old  ntuttonnionger,    I    believe   liere's 
work  towardB.  [Exit. 

Fau.  [Meinff  the  merehanl't  v>ife\  Do  not  b«lieve 
her,  Moll,  do  uot  believe  her, 
I  ouly  spake  a  word  or  two  in  jest, 
But  would  not  for  the  world  have  been  so  mad  ; 
Do  not  believe  her,  Moll,  do  not  believe  her. 
Roa  What  should  I  not  believe  )  what  do  you 

mean! 
Lady  F.  Why,  good  Sir  Richard,  let  mo  speak 
witli  you. 
Alas,  will  you  undo  me  1  will  you  shame  me  t 
Is  this  your  promise  I  came  I  here  for  this  1 
To  be  a  laughing-stock  unto  your  lady  I 

Rob.  How  now.  Sir  Richard,  what's  the  matter 

there  1 
Fau.  I'll  talk  with  you  anon ;    come  hither, 
woman. 
Did'st  [thou]  not  tell  my  wife  what  match  we  made ) 
Lady  F.  I  tell  your  wife  1  think  ye  I  am  such  a 
beast! 
Now  God  forgive  ye  ;  I  am  quite  undone. 

Fau.  Peace,  duck ;  peace,  duck  ;  I  warrant  all  is 

well.  [Ati-lt. 

Bob.  What's  the  matter  ?  I  pray  ye.  Sir  Richard, 

tell  me  ! 
Fau.  Marry,  Moll,  thus — about  some    twelve 
month  since. 
Your  brother  Gloster,  that  mad  prodigal, 
Caus'd  me  to  pass  my  word  unto  her  husband 
For  some   two  thousand   pounds,    or  more    per- 
chance— 
No  matter  what  it  is,  you  shall  not  know, 
Nay,  ye  shall  never  ask  to  know. 
Eoa  And  what  of  this  1 
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Ladv  F.  ludeed  my  huaband  is  \  bauliTupt— 
Of  faith,  of  love,  of  shame,  of  chsatity, 
Dotes  u{ion  other  women  more  thau  me. 

Fau.  Ha  !  do  he  so  t  ihen  give  him  tit  for  tat, 
Have  one  so  young  and  fmr,  and  loves  anutber  I 
He's  worthy  to  be  cuckolded,  by  the  maas  ! 
What  is  he,  old  or  young  1 

Lady  F.  About  your  age. 

Fau.  An  old  knave, 
And  cannot  be  content  with  ancli  a  peat ! 
Come  to  my  closet,  girl,  make  much  of  me ; 
We'll  appoint  a  meetin«;-place  some  twice  a  week, 
And  I'll  maintain  tlieelike  a  lady,  ha! 

Lady  F.  0,  but  you  will  forget  me  presently, 
Wlien  you  look  well  upon  your  lady's  beauty. 

Fau.    Who?    upon   her?    why,  she  is  a  very 
dowdy, 
A  diahclout,  a  fonl  gipsy  unto  thee. 
C'ome  to  my  closet,  lass,  there  take  thy  earnest 
Of  love,  of  pleasure,  and  good  maintenance. 

Laby  F.  I  am  very  fearful 

Fau.  Come,  fool,  never  fear. 
I  am  lord  here,  who  shall  disturb  us  then  ? 
Nay,  come,  or,  by  the  rood,  I'll  make  you  come. 

Lady  F.  Help,  Madam  Fauconbridge,  for  God's 
sake. 


Fau.  How  now,  what  mean'st  1 

Lady  F.  Help,  gentle  madam,  help  ! 

Rob.  How  now,  what  all'st  thou  ? 

Block.  Nay,  and't  be  a  woman ;  ne'er  fear  my 

master,  nnidam. 
Ro&'  Why  speak'st  thou  not,  what  aJl'st  thou? 

'  Did  eops  girea  Uiia  line  lo  Ibe  lad>',  i.*.,  ike  mwdiMit'a 


LOOK  ABOUT  YOU.  477 

Fau.    Ay,  marry,  I  did  lend  it  to  the  false 
drab 
To  fetch  some  money  for  that  bankrupt  knave, 
Her  husband,  that  lies  prisoner  in  the  Fleet. 
Ladt  F.  My  husband  bankrupt )    my  husband 
in  the  Fleet  prisoner  ? 
No,  no,  he  is  as  good  a  man  as  you. 

EoB.  Ay,  that  he  is,  and  can  spend  pound  for 
pound 
With  thee,  i'faith,  wert  richer  than  thou  art. 
I  know  the  gentleman. 

Lady  F.  Nay,  madam,  he  is 
Hard  by:  there  must  be  revels  at  the  Hind  to- 
night ; 
Your  copesmate's  there — Prince  John. 
KoB.  There's  a  hot  youth  ! 
Blo.  O,  a  fierce  gentleman  I 
Lady  F.  He  was  fierce  as  you;  but  I  have 
matched  him : 
The  princess  shall  be  there  in  my  attire. 

Fau.  a  plaguy,  crafty  quean,  marry  a  God, 
I  see  Prince  John  courted  as  well  as  I ; 
And  since  he  shall  be  mock'd  as  well  as  I, 
It's  some  contentment. 

Blo.  Mass,  he  droops. 
Fellow  Humphrey,  he  is  almost  taken. 
Look  about  ye,  old  Richard.  [Atule. 

Fau.  Hence,  knaves ;  get  in  a  little.     Prythee, 
Moll, 
Let  thou  and  I,  and  she,  shut  up  this  matter. 
Rob.  Away,  sirs ;  get  in. 
Blo.  Come,  come. 
Let's  go ;  he  will  be  baited  now.     Farewell. 

[Exit  Block. 
Fau.     Marry,  sweet  Moll,  I  say,  I  met  this 
woman ; 
Lik'd  her,  lov'd  her ; 
For  she  is  worthy  love,  I  promise  thee. 
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I  say,  I  courted  her :  tut,  make  no  brawl, 
Twixt  thou  and  I  we'll  have  amends  for  all. 
KOB.  Had  I  done  such  a  trick,  what  then  t  what 

then  ? 
Fau.  Ah  prythee,  Moll,  tut,  bear  with  men. 
KoB.  Aye,  we  must  bear  with  you ;  youll  be 
excused, 
When  women  undeserved  are  abus'd. 
Fau.  Nay,  do  not  weep:   pardon  me,  gentle 
lady; 
I  know  thee  virtuous,  and  I  do  protest  . 
Never  to  have  an  evil  thought  of  thee. 

Rob.  Aye,  aye,  ye  swear ;  who's  that  that  will 

believe  ye  ? 
Fau.  Now,  by  my  halidom  and  honest  faith. 
This  gentlewoman  shall  witness  what  I  swear. 
Sweet  duck,  a  little  help  me. 
Lady  F.  Trust  him,  madam. 
Fau.  I  will  be  kind,  credulous,  constant  ever, 
Do  what  thou  wilt.  111  be  suspicious  never. 

Rob.  For  which  I  thank  [the]  noble  Faucon- 
bridge.  [Discovers  himself, 

Fau.  Body  of  me,  who's  this  1  young  Hunting- 
ton] 
Lady  F.  And  I  your  lady,  whom  you  courted 
last,  [Discovers  herself. 

Ye  looked  about  you  ill,  fox ;   we  have  caught 

ye  ; 
I  met  ye  at  Blackheath,  and  ye  were  hot. 

Fau.  I  knew  thee,  Moll ;  now,  by  my  sword,  I 
knew  thee. 
I  wink'd  at  all ;  I  laughed  at  every  jest. 

Rob.  Aye,  he  did  wink  ;  the  blind  man  had  an 
eye.^ 
Fau.  Peace,  Robin,  thou't  once  be  a  man  as  L 
Lady  F.  Well,  I  must  bear  it  all. 

1  An  allusion  to  an  old  proverb. 
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Fau,  Come,  and  ye  bear. 
It's  but  your  office ;  come,  forget,  sweet  Moll. 

Lady.  F.  I  do  forgive  it,  and  forget  it,  sir. 

Fau.  Why,  tbat'a  well  said ;  that's  done  like  a 
good  girL 
Ka,  sirrah,  ha,  you  matuh'd  me,  pretty  earl. 

Rob.  I  have,  ye  see,  sir ;  I  must  unto  Black- 
heath 
In  quest  of  Richard,  whom  I  sent  to  seek 
Earl  Gloster  out.     I  know  he's  at  the  hermit's. 
Lend  me  your  coach  ;  I'll  shift  me,  as  I  ride  ; 
Farewell,  Sir  Richard.  [Exit. 

Fau.  Farewell,  England's  pride. 
By  the  matins,  Moll,  it  is  a  pretty  child  ; 
Shall  we  go  meet  John  t  shall  we  go  mock  the 
prince  1 

Lady  F.  We  will. 

Fau.  0,  then  we  shall  have  sport  anon. 
Never  wear  yellow,  Moll  ;  'twas  hut  a  trick  ; 
Old  Fauconbridge  wilt  still  be  a  mad  Dick. 

SCESE  THE  T\?ENTY-NINTH. 
Xnicr  Redcap  and  Gi^steb. 

Red.  Do  ye  s-s-say,  fa-fa-father  hermit,  th-lhat 
Gl-CIloater  is  about  this  heatli  1 

Glo.  Ue  is  upon  this  heath,  son  ;  look  about  it. 
Run  but  the  comi)a38,  tliou  shall  find  him  out. 

Red.  R-r-ruu  1  I'll  r-ruu  the  co-compass  of  all 
K-Kent  hut  I'll  f-find  him  out;  my  f-f-father 
(where'er  he  lays  his  head)  dare  ne-never  couie 
home,  I  kuow,  t-t-till  he  he  fo-fo-found. 

Glo.  Well,  thou  shalt  find  him.  Know'st  thou 
who's  a-hunting  t 

Red.  M-m-marry,  'tis  the  Earls  of  La-La-Lan- 
caster  and  Le-Leicester.     Fa  fa-farewell,  f-tather  ; 
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and  I  finil  Skmk  or  Glo-Gloster,  I'll  g -g-give  thea 
the  pr-price  of  a  penny  p-p-pudding  for  thy  p-poins. 
[Exit. 
Glo.  Adieu,  good  friend :  thia  is  sure  the  fellow 
I  sent  on  message  from  the  Parrameut — 
The  porter's  son — he  s  still  in  quest  of  me, 
And  Skink,  that  cosen'd  hiin  of  hia  red  cap  1 

BiUfr  Richard,  like  a  Servinff-man. 

But  look  about  thee,  Gloater ;  who  comes  yonder  t 

O,  a  plain  serving -mau,  and  yet  perhaps 

His  bags  are  lin'd. 

And  my  purse  now  grows  thiu ; 

If  he  have  any,  I  must  share  with  liim. 

£nler  Skikk,  liie  a  llermk. 

And  who's  on  yond  side  I    O,  it  is  my  hermit; 
Hath  got  his  other  suit,  since  I  went  forth. 

Skine.  Sblood,yonder'8company:  rilbackagidn, 
Else  I  would  be  with  you  counterfeit ; 
I'll  leave  the  rogue  till  opportunity. 
But  never  oat,  till  I  have  quit  my  wrong.      [Exit. 

Rich    I  saw  two  men  atteud  like  holy  hermits  \ 
One's  slipp'd  away,  the  other's  at  his  beads. 
Kow,  Richard,  for  the  love  of  Marian, 
•  Make  thy  inquire,  where  mad  Gloster  lives. 
If  Euglaud  or  the  verge  of  Scotland  hold  him, 
I'll  seek  him  thus  disguis'd.     If  lie  be  pass'd 
To  any  foreign  part,  I'll  follow  him, 
Love,  thou  art  Lord  of  hearts ;  thy  laws  are  sweet; 
In  every  troubled  way  thou  guid'st  our  feet. 
Lovers,  eujoin'd  to  pass  the  dangerous  sea 
Of  big-awoll'n  sorrow  in  the  bark  Affection, 
The  winds  and  waves  of  woe  need  never  fear, 
While  Love  the  helm  doth,  like  a  pilot,  steer. 

Glo.  Here's  some  lover  come,  a  mischief  on  him  t 
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I  know  not  how  to  answer  ihcse  mad  fook ; 
But  I'll  be  brief;  I'll  mar  the  hermit's  tale. 
Off,  gown ;  hold,  buckler ;  slice  it,  Bilbo'  blade. 
BiCB.  Uliat's  this  ?  what  should  this  mean  1  old 

tmm,  good  Mend. 
Glo.  Young  fool,  deliver  j  else  see  your  end. 
Rich.  I  thought  thou  hadst  been  holy  and  a 

hermit. 
Glo.  Whate'er  you  thought,  your  purse  I  come, 
quickly,  sir; 
Cost  that  upon  the  ground,  and  then  confer. 
Rich.  There  it  is. 

Glo.  Falls  it  so  heavy  i  then  my  heart  ia  light. 
KiCH.  Thou'lt  have  a  heavy  heart  before  thou 
touch  it 
Theft  shrin'd   in  holy  weeds,   stand  to't,  y'are 
best. 
Glo.  And  if  I  do  not,  seeing  such  a  prey, 
Let  this  be  to  me  a  disaster  day. 
Rich.  Art  thou  content  to  breathe  1 

[Fight  aiid  part  once  or  tu'iee. 
Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 
Take  half  thy  money,  and  we'll  friendly  part. 
Rich.  I  will  not  cherish  theft, 
Glo.  Then  I  defy  thee. 

[Fight  off-iin  and  breallte. 
Rich.  Alas  for  pity,  that  so  stout  a  man, 
So  reverend  in  aspect,  should  take  this  course. 

Glo.  This  is  no  common  man  with  whom  I  fight, 
And  if  he  be,  he  is  of  wond'rous  spright.  [Aside. 
Shall  we  part  stakes  1 

Rich.  Fellow,  take 

The  purse  upon  condition  thou  wilt  follow  me, 

Glo.  What,  wait  on  youl  wear  a  tum'd  livery, 
Whose  man's  your  master)    If  1 1«  your  man, 
My  man's  man's  ofiice  will  bo  excellent ! 
There  lies  your  purse  again ;  win  it  and  wear  it. 
[Fight. 
VOL.  TIL  2  H 
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£nJer  RoBlN  HoOD.     Tliey  brtnlhe,  offer  agaitl.   ', 

KoB.  ClcishiDg  of  weapons  at  my  welcome  hiths 
Bick'rmg  upon  Blackhenth.    Well-said,  old  ma 
I'll  tAke  tliy  side,  the  younger  hath  the  odds. 
Stay,  end  your  quarrel,  or  It  promise  ye 
I'll  take  the  old  man's  part. 

Rich.  You  were  not  wont. 
Young  Huntington  ;  [be]  still  on  Richard's  side,  i 

Roil.  Pardon,  gracious  pruice ;  I  knew  ye  noL 

Glo.  Prince   Richard  I    then  lie,  envy,  at  1  * 
foot. 
Pardon  thy  consia  Gloster,  valiant  lord. 
I  knew  no  common  force  confronted  mine. 

Rich.'  0  heaven,  I  bad  the  like  conceit  of  tl 
I  tell  thee,  Robin,  Gloater,  thou  art  met. 
Bringing  such  comfort  unto  Richard's  heart : 
As  in  the  foil  of  war,  when  dust  and  sweat, 
Tbe  thirst  of  wreak,"  and  the  sun's  fiery  heat. 
Have  seized  upon  the  soul  of  vabance. 
And  he  must  faint,  except  he  be  refreah'd. 
To  me  thou  com'st,  as  if  to  him  should  come 
A  perry'  from  the  north,  whose  frosty  breath 
Might  fan  him  coolness  in  that  doubt  *  of  deatjL 
With  me  then  meet'et,  as  he  a  spring  might  mee^J 
Cooling  the  earth  under  his  toil-parch'd  feet. 
Whose  crystal  moisture,  in  his  helmet  ta'en. 
Comforts  his  spirits,  makes  him  strong  again. 

Glo,  Prince,  in  short  terms,  if  you  have  brought 
me  comfort, 
Know,  if  I  had  my  pardon  in  this  hand, 
That  smit  base  Skink  in  open  Parl'ament, 
I  would  not  come  to  Court,  till  the  high  feast 
Of  your  proud  brother's  birthday  be  expired. 
For  an  the  old  king — as  he  made  ft  vow 
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At  his  unlucky  coronation,  [that  I] 

Must  wait  upon  the  boy  and  fill  hia  cup, 

And  ali  the  peers  must  kneel,  while  Henry  kneels, 

Unto  hifl  cradle^ — he  shall  hang  me  up, 

Ere  I  commit  that  vile  idolatry. 

But  when  the  feast  is  pass'd,  if  you'll  befriend  me, 

I'll  come  and  brave  my  proud  foes  to  their  teeth. 

ElCH.  Come,  Eobin  ;  and  if  ray  brother's  grace 
deny, 
I'll  take  thy  part,  them  and  their  threats  defy. 

Glo.  Gramercy,  princely  Dick. 

EOB.  I  have  some  pow'r  t 
I  can  raise  two  thousand  soldiers  in  an  hour. 

Glo.  Gramercy,  Robin ;  gramercy,  little  wag, 
Prince  Richard,  pray  let  Huntington 
Carry  my  sister  Fauoonbridge  this  ring. 

Klctl.  I'll  carry  it  myself;  but  I  had  rather 
Had  thy  kind  company  ;  thou  might'et  have  mov'd 
Thy  sister,  wliom  I  long  have  vainly  lov'd, 

Glo.  I  like  her  that  she  shuns  temptation, 
Prince  Richard ;  but  I  bear  with  doting  lovers. 
I  should  not  take  it  well,  that  you  ui^  me 
To  such  an  ofBce  :  but  I  bear  with  you. 
Love's  blind  and  mad.   Hie  to  her  boldly :  try  her ; 
But  if  I  know  she  yield,  faith,  I'll  defy  her. 

Rich.  I  like  thy  honourable  resolution  ; 
Gloater,  I  pray  thee  pardon  my  intreat. 

Glo.  It  ie  men's  custom :  part,  part,  gentle  prince, 
Farewell,  good  Robin,  this  gold  I  will  borrow ; 
Meet  you  at  Stepney,  pay  you  all  to-morrow. 

Roa  Adieu,  Gloater.  [Exit  Robin. 

Glo.  Farewell,  be  short. 
You  gone,  I  hope  to  have  a  little  sport. 

Rick.  Take  lieetl,  mad  coz. 

Glo.  Tut,  tell  not  me  of  heed  :  [Eyu  Richard. 
He  that's  too  wary'  never  hath  good  speed. 

'  Old  copy,  BTuy. 
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SCENE  THE  THIRTIETR 

Hollooing  within;  enter  LANCASTER  with  a  broken 

Btaff  in  his  hand. 

Who's  this  1  old  Lancaster,  my  honour'd  friend  f 

Lan.  These  knaves  have  seiVd  me  well,  left 
me  alone, 
I  have  hunted  fairly,  lost  my  purse,  my  chain, 
My  jewels,  and  been  bang'd  by  a  bold  knave, 
Clad  in  a  hermit's  gown,  like  an  old  man — 
O,  what  a  world  is  this  ] 

Glo.  It's  ill,  my  lord. 

Lan.  He's  come  again  !    O  knave,  'tis  the  worse 
for  thee:   [il/wtoil-M  Gloster /or  ^A^  Hermit. 
Keep  from  me  :  be  content  with  that  thou  hast, 
And  see  thou  fly  this  heath,  for,  if  I  take  thee, 
I'll  make  thee  to  all  thieves  a  spectacle. 
Had  my  stafif  held,  thou  hadst  not  'scap'd  me  so. 
But  come  not  near  me,  fellow,  thou  art  not  ^  best. 
Holla,  Earl  Leicester !  holla,  huntsmen,  ho  ! 

Glo.  Upon  my  life,  old  Lancaster,  a-hunting, 
Hath  met  my  fellow-hermit.     Could  I  meet  him, 
I'd  play  [at]  rob-thief,  at  least  part  stakes  with 
nim. 

Enter  Skink  as  a  hermit. 
Skink.  Zounds,  he  is  yonder  alone. 

ErUer  REDCAP  toith  a  cudgel, 

Skink.  Now  revenge  thyself  on  yonder  slave,' 
'Snails,  still  prevented  1  tliis  same  Redcap  rogue 
Runs  like  hob-goblin  up  and  down  the  heath. 

*  Old  copy,  not  thou  art 

^  Le,,  Glo^ter,  disguised  also  as  a  hermit. 
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Ked.  Wh-wh-wh-whoop,  he-hermit,  ye   ha-ha- 
ma-mii-made 
Ha-Reduiip  rim  a  fine  co-co-compass,  hu-have  you 
not? 

Skixk.  I  made  thee  run  I 

Glo.  Vouder's  my  evil  angeL 
Were  Hedcap  gone,  Gloster  would  conjure  him. 

Red.  Je-Je-JeBti3  bl-bleas  me,  wlioop  !  t-t-two 
hermits  1  I'll  ca-ca-caperclaw  t-H'oue  of  ye,  for  mo- 
mo-mocking  me,  and  I  d-d-do  not  ha-ha-hang  me. 
Wh-wh-which  is  the  fa-fa-false  k-k-k-knave  !  for  I 
am  s-8-sure  the  old  he-he-hemiit  wo-would  never 
mo-mock  an  honest  man. 

Glo.   He  is  the  counterfeit;  he  mock'd  thee, 
fellow. 
I  did  not  see  thee  in  my  life  before. 
He  wears  my  garments,  and  has  cosened  me. 

Red.  Have  you  co-co-cosened  the  he-he-hermit 
and  m-made 
Redcap  run  to  no  pu-pu-purpose  1 

Skink.  No,  he's  [a]  counterfeit ;  I  will  tell  no  lies, 
As  sure  as  Skink  deceiv'd  thee  of  thy  clothes. 
Sent  thee  to  Kent,  gave  thee  thy  fare  hy  water, 
So  sure,  he's  false,  and  I  the  perfect  hermit 

Glo.  This  villain  is  a  conjuror,  I  doubt, 
Were  he  the  devil,  yet  I  would  not  budge. 

Red.  Si-si-sirrah,  you  are  the  co-oountorfeit.  O, 
tliis  is  the  tr-tr-tnie  he-herrait.     Sta-eta-stand  still, 

f-good  man,  at  that,  I'll  bu-bumbast  you  i'faith, 
ll  make  you  g-give  the  oHm-m-man  his  gown. 
[Ofert  to  ttrike;  GlMSi&R  trips  up  Ah  /urt/s/ 
ihiflt  Skink  into  hit  jAuee. 
G-G-God's  lid,  are  ye  go-good  at  that  %    I'll  cu- 
cudgel  ye  f-f-for  the  tr-tr-trick. 
Skink.    It  was  not  I ;  'twas  he,  that  cast  thee 

Red.  You  li-H-li-lie,  you  ra-ra-rascal,  you ;  1  le- 
left  ye  st-standing  he-hore. 
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Skink.  Zounda,  hold,  you  etammerer,  or  I'll  e 

your  stumpa. 
Glo,  He  is  tor  me ;  he's  weapon'd — I  like  tl 
Red.  0,    here's   a    ro-ro-rogue   in-CA-c 

help,  mu-murder,  murder. 

£nler  LANCASTER  and  HUNTSMEN  al  o»<  rfoiMvJ 

Leicester  and  Huntsmen  at  atuitittr, 
Lan.  Lay  bold  upon  thut  thievish  counterfeibJ 
Lkl  Why,  liere's  auother  hermit,  Lancaster  : 
Glo.  I  am  the  hermit,  sir  ;  tb&t  wretched  n 
Doth  many  a  robbery  in  my  disguise : 
Skink.  It's  he  that  roba ;  he  slanders  me ;  he  U 
Lan.  Which  set  on  thee  T 
Red.  Th-this  f-f-fellow  has  a  s-s-BWord  aad  i 

buckler. 
Lan.  Search  him;  this  is  the  thief;  0,  her 
my  purse, 
My  chain,  my  jewels  !  O  thou  wicked  wretch. 
How  dar'st  thou,  under  Rhow  of  holiness, 
Commit  such  actions  of  impiety  I 
Bind  him,  I'll  have  him  made  a  public  scorn. 
Skink.  Lay  hold  upon  that  other  hermit; 
He  is  a  counterfeit  as  well  as  L 
He  stole  those  clothes  from  me ;  for  I  am  Skink.  ] 
Search  him,  I  know  him  not,  be  Is  some  slave. 
Glo.  Thou  liest,  base  varlet. 
Bed,  0  G-God,  he  has  a  sword  too,  Skink,  are 

you  ca-catchtt 
Lan.  Villain,    thou    shalt  with  me  unto  the 

Court. 
Lel  And  this  with    me ;  this   is  the  tnutw^ 

Gloster. 
Glo.  Thou   liest,  proud  Leicester;    I  am  ) 

traitor. 
Red.  G-Gloster  t  O  b-brave,  now  m-my  fiktib 

sh-shall  be  f-free. 
Lan.  Earl  Glost«r,  I  am  sorry  tliou  art  b 
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Glo    I  am  not  taken  yet,  nor  will  1  yield 
To  any  Lere  but  noble  Lancaster. 
Iiet  Skink  be  Leicester's  prisoner ;  I'll  be  thine. 

Lei.  Thou  shalt  be  mine. 

Glo.  First,  through  a  crimson  eluice, 
I'll  send  thy  bated  soul  to  those  black  fiends, 
That  lung  liave  hovered  gaping  for  thfiir  part, 
When  tyrant  life  should  leave  thy  traitor  heart ! 
Come,  Lancaster,  keep  Skink  ;  I'll  go  witli  thee. 
Let  loose  the  mad  knave,  for  I  praise  his  shifts. 
He  shall  not  start  away ;  I'll  be  his  guide, 
And  with  proud  looks  outface  young    Henry's 

Lei.  Look  to  them,  Lancaster,  upon  thy  life. 
Ked.  Well,  III  r-run  and  get  a  p-p«rdon  of  the 
k-k-k-king, 
Gl-Gloster  and  Skink  ta-ta-taken  !     0  b-b-bnive, 
r-r-r-run,  Ee-Ee-R«dca-cap,   n-aod  ca-ca-carry 
the  fitst  n-n-news  to  Co-Co-Court. 
Lei.  Lancaster,  I'll  help  to  guard  them  to  the 

Court. 
JjAV.  Do  as  you  please. 
Glo.  Leicester,  do  not  come  near  me ; 
For,  if  thou  do,  thou  shalt  buy  it  dearly. 
Lel  I'll  have  thy  hand  for  this. 
Glo.  Not  for  thy  heart. 

Skink.  Bravo  Earl,  had  Skink  known  thou 
hadst  been  the  noble  Gloster  (whose  mad  trirks 
have  made  me  love  thee),  I  would  have  dyed 
Blackheath  red  with  the  blood  of  millions,  ere  we 
would  have  been  taken ;  but  what  remedy  ?  we 
are  fast,  and  must  answer  it  like  gentlemen,  like 
soldiers,  like  resolutea. 

Glo.  Aye,  ye  are  a  gallant.     Come,  old  Lan- 
caster. 
For  thy  sake  will  I  go,  or  else,  by  heaven, 
I'd  scud  some  dosen  of  these  slaves  to  hell. 
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SCENE  THE  THIBTY-FffiST. 

Enter  Prince  Richard,  Robin  Hood,  and  Lady 

Fauconbridge. 

Lady  F.  Your  travail  and  your  comfortable  news : 
This  ring,  the  certain  sign  you  met  with  him  : 
Binds  me  in  duteous  love  unto  your  grace  ; 
But  on  my  knees  I  fall,  and  humbly  crave 
Importune  that  no  more  you  ne'er  can  have. 

Rich.  Nay,  then,  ye  wrong  me,  Lady  Faucon- 
bridge, 
Did  you  not  join  your  fair  white  hands. 
Swore  that  ye  would  forswear  your  husband's  bed, 
[And]  if  I  could  but  find  out  Gloster  ] 

Lady  F.  I  swear  so  ! 

Rich.  [Yes,]  by  heaven, 

RoR  Take  need  ;  it's  an  high  oath,  my  lord. 

Rich.  What  meanest  thou,  Huntington  ? 

Rob.  To  save  your  soul ; 
I  do  not  love  to  have  my  friends  forsworn. 
She  never  promised,  that  you  urge  her  with. 

Rich.  Go  to ;  provoke  me  not. 
Rob.  1  tell  you  true  ; 
Twas  I  in  her  attire  that  promis'd  you. 
She  was  gone  unto  the  wizard  at  Blackheath, 
And  there  had  suitors  more  than  a  good  many. 

Rich.  Was  I  deluded  then  1 

Lady  F.  No,  not  deluded  ; 
But  hind'red  from  desire  unchaste  and  rude. 
O,  let  me  woo  ye  with  the  tongue  of  ruth. 
Dewing  your  princely  hand  with  pity's  tears. 
That  you  would  leave  this  most  unlawful  suit, 
If  e'er  we  live,  till  Fauconbridge  be  dead, 
(As  God  defend  his  death  I  should  desire). 
Then,  if  your  highness  deign  so  base  a  match. 
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And  Iioly  laws  admit  a  marriage, 
CoDsidering  otir  affinity  in  blood, 
I  will  become  your  bandmiud,  not  yonr  harlot — 
That  shame  shall  never  dwell  ujKin  my  brow. 

E.OB,  i'  faith,  my  lord,  she's  honourably  resolv'd, 
For  shame,  no  more  ;  importune  her  no  more. 

Rich.  Marian,  I  see  thy  virtue,  and  commend 
it; 
I  know  my  error,  seeking  thy  dishonour, 
But  the  respectless,  reasonless  command 
Of  my  inflamed  love,  bids  me  still  try, 
And  trample  under  foot  all  piety ; 
Yet,  for  I  will  not  seem  too  impious. 
Too  inconsiderate  of  thy  seeming  grief. 
Vouchsafe  to  be  my  miatreBS  :  use  mo  kindly, 
And  1  protest  I'll  strive  with  all  my  power. 
That  lust  himself  may  in  his  heat  devour. 

Lady  F.  You  are  my  servant,  then. 

Riv.u.  Thanks,  sacred  mistress. 

KOB.  What  am  1 1 

Lady  F.   You  are  my  fellow  Robert. 

Biittr  FaucoNBRIDGE  in  his  hote  and  douUel. 

Fau.  IVhat,   Prince   Richard)    noble  Hunting- 
ton 1 
Welcome,  i'  faith,  welcome  !  by  the  morrow  mass! 
You  are  come  as  fitly  as  my  heart  can  wish. 
Prince  John  this  lught  will  be  a  reveller, 
Ue  liath  invited  me  and  Marian, 
Gotl's  marry  mother,  go  along  with  us. 
It's  but  hard  by,  close  by— at  our  town-tavem. 

Rich.  Your  tavern  t 

Fau.    0,    aye,    aye,  aye ;    'tis    his    own   made 
iiintch, 
I'll  make  you  laugh,  I'll  make  you  laugh,  i'faiUi ; 
Come,  come ;  he's  ready.     O,  come,  come  away. 

Lady  F.  But  where's  the  jirincess  1 
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Fau.  She  is  *  ready  too ; 
Block,  Block,  my  man,  must  be  her  waiting-man. 
Nay,  will  ye  go  ?  for  God's  sake,  let  us  go. 
EiCH.  Is  the  jest  so  ?  nay,  then,  let  us  away. 
Rob.  O,  'twill  allay  his  heat,  make  dead  his  fire. 
Fau.  Ye  bobb'd  me  first;   ye  first  gave  me 
my  hire. 
But  come,  a  God's  name,  Prince  John  stays  for 
us.  [lixfutiL 

RoR  This  is  the  word  •  ever  at  spendthrifts' 
feasts, 
They  are  guU'd  themselves,  and  t»co£rd  at  by  their 
guests.  [Exit. 


SCENE  THE  THIRTY-SECOND. 

A  tavern.     Enter  John,  Fauconbridge,  ROBiN 
Hood,  Richard,  and  the  others.^ 

John.  Baffled  and  scoff  d !  Skink,Gloster,  women, 
Fools  and  boys  abuse  me.     I'll  be  reveng'd. 

Rich.  Reveng'd  1  and  why,  good  child  1 
Old  Fauconbridge  hath  had  a  worser  basting. 

Fau.  Aye,  they  have  banded  [me]  from  chase  to 
chase ; 
I  have  been  their  tennis-ball,  since  I  did  court. 

Rich.    Come,  John,  take  hand  with  virtuous 
Isabel, 
And  let's  unto  the  court,  like  loving  friends. 
Our  kingly  brother's  birth  day's  festival 
Is  forthwith  to  be  kept ;  thither  we'll  hie. 
And  grace  with  pomp  that  great  solemnity. 

John.  Whither  ye  will ;  I  care  not,  where  I  go. 
If  grief  will  grace  it,  I'll  adorn  the  show. 

*  Old  copy,  he*t. 

9  Old  copy  gives  as  the  stage-direction   here  merely, 
Enter  John* 
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Fau.  Come,  tnailam ;  we  must  thither ;  we  are 

bound. 
Lady.'  I'm  loth  to  see  the  court,  Gloster  Ijeing 
from  thence, 
Or  kneel  to  him  that  gave  us  this  offence. 

Fau,    Body  of  me,  peace,  woman,  I  prjthee, 
peace. 

Eiitii-  Redcap. 

Bed.  Go-Go-God  [speed]  ye,  Go-Goil  s-speed  ye  ! 

JORN.  Whither  run  you,  sir  knave ) 

Red.  R-r-run  ye,  air  kuave  I  why,  I  r-run  to  my 
La-Lady  Fa-Fauconbridge,  to  tete-tell  her  Sk-Skiuk 
and  Ql-Gloster  is  taken,  and  are  g-g-gone  to  the 
c-c-court  with  L-Lord  Leicester  and  L-Lord  La-La- 
Lancaster. 

John.  Ib  Gloster  taken  1  thither  will  I  fly 
Upon  wratli'a  wings  ;  not  quiet  till  be  die. 

[Ej,ii  with  PRiNCEaa 

Rich.  Is  Gloster  taken  1 

Red.  Aye,  be  is  ta-taken, 
I  wa-warrnnt  ye,  with  a  wi-witness. 

Rich.  Then  will  I  to  court. 
And  either  set  him  free,  or  die  the  deatb. 
Follow  me,  Fauconbridge ;  fear  not,  fair  madam  : 
You  said  you  had  the  porter  in  your  house  1 
Some  of  your  servants  bring  him  ;  on  my  life. 
One  hair  shall  not  be  taken  from  bis  head. 
Nor  he,  nor  you,  nor  Gloster,  injured. 

Fau.  Come,  Moll,  and  Richard  soy  the  word, 
ne'er  fear. 

Rob.  Madam,  we  have  twenty  thousand  atourcall. 
The  most  young  Henry  dares  is  but  to  brawl. 

Lady  F.  Pray  God,  it  prove  ao. 

Rich.  Follow,  Huntin^on  : 
Sir  Richard,  do  not  fail  to  send  the  porter. 

'  Old  copy,  LaH. 
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Fau.  Block,  bring  the  porter  of  the  Fleet  to  court 

Blo.  I  will,  sir. 

Red.  The  p-p-porter  of  the  Fl-Fl-Fleet  to  court  ? 
What  p  p-porter  of  the  Fl-Fl-Fleet  ? 

Blo.  What,  Redcap  1 
Run,  Redcap,  wilt  thou  see  thy  father) 

Red.  My  fa-father? 
Aye,  that  I  w- would  s  see  my  f-father,  and  there  be 
A  p-porter  in  your  ho-house,  it  is  my  fa-father. 

Blo.  Follow  me,  Redcap,  then.  [Exit. 

Red.  And  you  were  tw-tw-twenty  B-Blocks,  I'd 
f-f-foUow  ye,  s-so  I  would,  and  r-run  to  the  co-co- 
court  too,  and  k-kneel  before  the  k  k-king  f-f-for 
his  pa- pardon. 

Blo.  [irii/mi.]  Come  away,  Redcap;  run.  Red- 
cap. 

Red.    I-I-I  r-r-run  as  f-f-fast  as   I-I  ca-ca-can 
run,  I  wa-warrant  ye. 


SCENE  THE  THIRTY-THIRD. 

JtJnter  a  Signet,'^  first  two  Heralds,  after  them  LEI- 
CESTER, with  a  sceptre^  LANCASTER,  with  a 
crown  imperial  on  a  cushion :  after  them  Henry 
THE  Elder,  bare-Jieaded,  bearing  a  sword  aiid 
a  globe :  after  him  YoUNG  HenRY,  crowned  : 
Elinor,  the  Mother-Queen,  ci'owned:    YoUNG 

Queen  crowned:  Henry  the  Elder  places 

his  son,  tlie  two  Queens  on  eitlier  hand,  himself 
at  his  feet,  LEICESTER  a7ul  LANCASTER  below 
him. 

Hen.    Herald,   fetch   Lancaster  and  Leicester 
coronets. 


»  Compare  "  First  Part  of  Jcronimo,"  voL  iv.,  p.  849,  and 
the  note. 
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Hen.  Sit  down,  thou  art  a  neuter,  she  a  foe. 
Thy  love  we  doubt ;  her  heart  too  well  we  know. 

[Aside. 
What  suitors  are  without  1  let  them  come  in. 
Glo.  And  have  no  justice,  where  contempt  is 

king. 
Hen.  Madman,  I  give  no  ear  to  thy  loose  words. 
John.  0  sir,  y'are  welcome ;  you  have  your  old 

seat. 
Glo.  Though  thou  sit  higher,  yet  my  heart's  as 

great. 
Queen.  Great  heart,  we'll  make  you  lesser  by 

the  head. 
Glo.  Ill  comes  not  ever  to  the  threatened.^ 


Enter  Block  and  Redcap. 

Hen.  What  are  you  two? 

Red.    M-ma-marry,    and't   please   you,   I    am 
Re-Re-Redcap. 

Hen.  And  what's  your  mate  ? 

Blo.  a  poor  porter,  sir. 

John.  The  porter  of  the  Fleet,  that  was  con- 
demned ? 

Blo.  No,  truly,  sir ;  I  was  porter  last,  when 
I  left  the  door  open  at  the  tavern. 

John.  0,  is't  you,  sir  ] 

Lei.  And  what  would  you  two  have  1 

Red.  I  CO- co-come  to  re-re-re-qui-quire  the  young 
k-k-king  of  his  go- goo-goodness,  since  Glo-Gloster 
is  t-taken,  that  he  wo-wo-would  let  my  fa-fa-father 
have  his  pa-pa-pardon. 

Hen.  Sirrah,  your  father  has  his  pardon  signed. 
Go  to  the  office,  it  shall  be  delivered. 

Red.  And  shall  he  be  p-p-porter  a-ga-gaint 

^  [In  allusion  to  the  proTcrb,  ThreaUn€d  men  live  long,] 
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Hen.  Aye,  that  he  shall ;  but  let  him  be  advis'd, 
Hereafter  how  [he]  lets  out  prisoners. 

Red.  I  wa-warrant  ye,  my  lord. 

Hen.  What  hast  thou  more  to  say  t 

Red.  Many,  I  wo-would  have  Skink  pu-punish'd 
For  co-co-coney-catchiug  me. 

Lei.  Is  that  your  business  ? 

Red,  Aye,  by  my  t-t-troth  is  it 

Hen.  Then  get  away. 

Glo.  Against  Skink  (poor  knave)  thou  gett'st 
no  right  this  day. 

Blo.  O,  but  run  back,  Redcap,  for  the  pursuivant ! 

O  L-Lord,  s-sir,  I  have  another  s-suit  for  the 
p-l>-pursuivant. 
That  has  1-1-lost  his  b-b  box  and  his  wa-wa-warrant. 

Hen.  What  means  the  fellow  I 

Red.  Why,  the  pu-pu-pursuivant,  sir,  and  the 
po-po-porter. 

Glo.  The  box,  that  I  had  from  him — there  it  is. 

Fau.  Marry  a  me,  and  I  was  charg'd  with  it 
Had  you  it,  brother  Glostcrl     God's  good  mercy  ! 

Hen.  And  what  have  you  to  say  ? 

Blo.     Nothing,  sir. 
But  God  bless  you !  you  are  a  goodly  company ! 
Except  Sir  Richard^  or  my  lady  will  command  me 
Any  more  service. 

Fau.  Away,  you  prating  knave  !  hence,  varlet, 
hence.  [Eont  Block. 

Lel  Put  forth  them  fellows  there. 

Red.  Af-fo  fore  I  g-go, 
I  b-b-be-s-s-seech  you,  let  Sk-Skink  and  Gl-Gloster 

be  lo-lo-looked  to ; 
For  they  have  p-p-play*d  the  k-k-knaves  too-too- 

too-b-b-bad. 
.  Hen.  Take  hence  that  stuttering  fellow;  shut 
lum  2  forth. 

»  [Old  copy,  WUliam.]  «  Old  copy,  them. 
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ii-ru-run;  faith,  you  shall  not 


n-n-need  to  b-b-b-bid  him  ta-t-take  i 
for  Re-Re-E«dcai>  w 


[>  will  r 


a  rarely. 


[Exit  r 


Hen.  The  sundry  misdemeanors  la 
As  thefts  and  shifta  in  other  men's  disguise, 
We  DOW  must  (knave  Skink)  freely  tell  thy  faults. 

Skink.  Sweet  king,  by  these  two  terrore'  to 
mine  enemies,  that  lend  Ught  to  my  body's  dark- 
ness :  Cavilero  Skink  being  beleaguer'd  with  an 
host  of  leaden  heels,  arm'd  in  ring  Irish  :*  cheated 
my  hammerer  of  his  red  mp  and  coat;  was  sur- 
pris'd,  brought  to  the  Fleet  as  a  person  suspected, 
paas'd  current,  till  Gloster  stripped  me  from  my 
counterfeit,  clad  my  back  in  silk  and  my  heart  in 
sorrow,  and  so  left  me  to  the  mercy  of  my  mother- 
wit.  How  Prince  John  released  me,  he  knows ; 
how  I  got  Fauconbridge's  chain,  I  know.  But  how 
he  will  get  it  again,  I  know  not. 

Fau.  Where  is  it,  strrah!  tell  me  where  it  isl 

Glo.  I  got  it  from  him,  aud  I  got  John's  sword. 

John.  I  would  'twere  to  the  hilt  up  in  thy  heart. 

Rich.  0,  be  more  charitable,  brother  John. 

Lei.  My  liege,  you  need  not  by  particulars 
Examine,  what  the  world  knows  too  plain ; 
If  you  will  pardon  Skink,  his  life  is  saVd; 
If  not,  he  is  convicted. by  the  law. 
For  Gloster,  as  you  worthily  resolv'd. 
First  take  his  hand,  and  afterward  his  head, 

Hkn.  Skink,  thou  hast  life,  our  pardon  and  our 
love. 

Skink  [h  John.]  And  your  forgiveness  for  my 
robbery? 

John.  Tut,  never  trouble  me  with  such  a  toy ; 
Thou  hind'rest  me  from  hearing  of  my  joy, 

'  SomvLliiuK  seema  to  have  droiiped  out  of  Ibe  text. 
'  I  do  not  GqiI  Ibu  phrase  knyvhere. 
VOL.  VIL  2  I 
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Hen.   Bring  forth  a  block,  wine,  water,  and 
towel ; 
Knives,  and  a  surgeon  to  bind  up  the  veins 
Of  Gloster's  arm,  when  his  right  hand  is  off — 
His  hand  that  struck  Skink  at  the  Parrament. 
Skink.  I  shall  bear  his  blows  to  my  grave,  my 

lord. 
King.  Son  Henry,  see  thy  father's  palsy  hands, 
Join'd  like  two  suppliants,  pressing  to  thy  throne. 
Look,  how  the  furrows  of  his  aged  cheek, 
Filled  with  the  rivulets  of  wet-ey'd  moan. 
Begs  mercy  for  Earl  Gloster  1  weigh  his  guilt 
Why  for  a  slave  should  royal  blood  be  spilt  ? 
Skink.  You  wrong  mine  honour :  Skmk  must  ^ 

be  reveng'd. 
Hen.  Father,  I    do    commend    your   humble 
course; 
But  quite  dislike  the  project  of  your  suit. 
Good  words  in  an  ill  cause  makes  the  fieu^t  worse  : 
Of  blood  or  baseness  justice  will  dispute. 
The  greater  man,  the  greater  his  transgression  : 
Where  strength   wrongs  weakness*,  it    is    mere 
oppression. 
Lady  F.  0,  but.  King  Henry,  hear  a  sister  speak. 
Gloster  was  wrong'd,  his  lands  were  given  away, 
They  are  not  justly  said  just  laws  to  break, 
That  keep  their  own  right  with  what  power  they 

may. 
Think,  then,  thy  royal  self  began  the  wrong, 
In  giving  Skink  what  did  to  him  ^  belong. 

Queen.  Hear  me,  son  Henr}%  while  thou  art  a 
king. 
Give,  take,  prison  :  thy  subjects  are  thy  slaves. 
Life,  need,  thrones,^  proud    hearts   in   dungeons 
fling, 

*  Old  copy,  may.  «  i.e.,  Gloster. 

*  There  is  an  evident  corruption  here.    Query,  Life  knedt 
to  thrones. 
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Grace  men-  to  day,  to-morrow  give  them  graves. 
A  king  must  be,  like  Fortune,  ever  turniog, 
Tlie  world  his  football,  all  her  glory  spurning. 

Glo.  Still  your  own  counsel,  beldam  policy  ! 
You're  a  fit  tutresa  in  a  monarchy. 

KiCH.  Mother,  you  are  unjust,  savage,  too  cruel, 
Unlike  a  woman.     Gentleness  guides  their  sex ; 
But  you  to  fury's  fire  add  more  fuel. 
The  vexed  spirit  will  you  delight  to  vex  t 

0  God,  when  I  conceit  what  you  have  done, 

1  am  asliam'd  to  be  esteem'd  your  son. 

John.  Base   Richard,  I    disdain  to  call    tliee 
brother, 
Tak'at  thou  a  traitor's  part  in  our  disgrace  t 
For  Gloster  wilt  tliou  wrong  our  sacrad  mother  t 
I  scorn  thee,  and  defy  thee  to  thy  face. 
0,  that  we  were  in  field  !  then  snould'at  thou  try. 

KoB.  How  fast  Earl  John  would  from  Prince 
Richard  fly  ! 
Thou  meet  a  lion  in  field  I  poor  mouiie, 
All  thy  careers  are  in  a  brothel  house. 

John.  'Zounds,  boy ! 

Rich.  Now,  man ! 

I^i.  Richard,  you  wrong  Prince  John. 

Rich.   Leicester,  'twere  gowl   you   prov'd   his 
champion. 

John.  Hasten  the  execution,  royal  lonl[8], 
Let  deeds  make  answer  for  their  worthless  words. 

Glo,  I  know,  if  I  respected  hand  or  head, 
I  am  encompassed  with  a  world  of  Mends, 
And  could  from  fury  be  delivereiL 
But  then  my  freedom  hazards  many  lives. 
Henry,  perform  the  utmost  of  thy  hate, 
Let  my  ^  hard-hearted  mother  have  her  will. 
Give  frantic  John  no  longer  cause  to  prate  : 
I  am  prepared  for  the  worst  of  ill. 

'  OW  Mpy,  tiif. 
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You  see  my  knees  kiss  the  cold  parement's  face, 
They  are  not  bent  to  Henry  nor  his  friends, 
But  to  all  you  whose  blood,  fled  to  your  hearts. 
Shows  your  true  sorrow  in  your  ashy  cheeks : 
To  you  I  bend  my  knees :  you  I  entreat 
To  smile  on  Gloster's  resolution. 
Whoever  loves  me,  will  not  shed  a  tear. 
Nor  breathe  a  sigh,  nor  show  a  cloudy  frown. 
Look,  Henry,  here's  my  hand ;  I  lay  it  down, 
And  swear,  as  I  have  knighthood,  here't  shall  lie 
Till  thou  have  used  all  thy  tyranny. 

Lady  F.  Has  no  man  heart  to  speak  ? 

Glo.  Let  all  that  love  me  keep  silence,  or,  by 
heaven, 
I'll  hate  them  dying. 

Queen.  Harry,  off  with  his  hand,  then  with  his 
head. 

Fau.  By  the  red  rood,  I  cannot  choose  but  weep, 
Come  love  or  hate,  my  tears  I  cannot  keep. 

Queen.  When  comes  this  ling'ring  executioner  ? 

John.  An  executioner,  an  executioner ! 

Hen.  Call  none,  till  we  have  drunk :  father,  fill 
wine ; 
To-day  your  office  is  to  bear  our  cup. 

Rich.  I'll  fill  it,  Henry.  [Rich,  kneels  down. 

Hen.  Dick,  you  are  too  mean 
To  bow  unto  your  sovereign. 

GlX).  Kneel  to  his  child  ] 

0  hell !  0  torture  !     Gloster,  learn : 
Who  would  love  life  to  see  this  huge  dishonour! 

Hen.  Saturn  kneeled  to  his  son ;  the  god  was 
fain 
To  call  young  Jove  his  age's  sovereign. 
Take  now  your  seat  again,  and  wear  your  crown  ; 
Now  shineth  Henry  like  the  mid-day's  sun, 
Through  his  horizon  darting  all  his  beams, 
Blinding  with  his  bright  splendour  every  eye. 
That  stares  against  his  face  of  majesty. 
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The  comets,  whose  malicious  gleams 
Threatened  the  ruin  of  our  royalty, 
Stand  at  our  mercy,  yet  our  wrath  denies 
All  favour,  but  extreme  extremities  : 
Gloster,  have  to  thy  sorrow,  chafe  thy  arm, 
That  I  may  see  thy  blood  (1  lonff*d  for  oft) 
Gush  from  thy  veins,  and  stain  this  palace-roof 

John.  'Twould  exceed  gilding. 

Queen.  Aye,  as  gold  doth  ochre. 

Glo.  It*s  well  ye  count  my  blood  so  precious. 

Hen.  Leicester,  reach  Gloster  wine. 

Lei.  I  reach  it  him  ? 

Hen.  Proud  earl.  111  spurn  thee;  quickly  go 
and  bear  it. 

Glo.  I'll  count  it  poison,  if  his  hand  come  near  it. 
*  Hen.  Give   it   him,  Leicester,  upon    our  dis- 
pleasure. 

Glo.  Thus  Gloster  takes  it :  thus  again  he  flings  it, 
In  scorn  of  him   that  sent  it,  and   of  him  that 
brought  it. 

Skink.  0  brave  spirit ! 

Lady  F.  Bravely  resolv'd,  brother ;    I   honour 
thee. 

Queen.  Hark,  how  his  sister  joys  in  his  abuse. 
Wilt  thou  endure  it,  Hal  1 

Fau.  Peace,  good  Marian. 

Hen.  Avoid  there  every  under-officer : 
Leave  but  [with]  us  our  peers  and  ladies  hero. 
Richard,  you  love  Earl  Gloster  :  look  about. 
If  you  can  spy  one  in  this  company 
That  hath  but  ^  done  as  great  a  sin  as  Gloster ; 
Choose  him,  let  him  be  the  executioner. 

KiCH.  Thou  hast  done  worse  then,  like,  rebel- 
lious head. 
Hast  arm'd  ten  thousand  arms  against  his  life. 
That  lov'd  thee  so,  as  thou  wert  made  a  king, 

^  Old  copy,  not. 
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Being  his  child  ;  now  he's  thy  underling  ! 
I  have  done  worse  :  thrice  I  drew  my  sword, 
In  three  set  battles  for  thy  false  defence  ! 
John  hath  done  worse ;  he  still  hath  took  thy  part. 
All  of  us  three  have  smit  our  father's  heart, 
Which  made  proud  Leicester  bold  to  stnke  his 

face, 
To  his  eternal  shame  and  our  disgrace  I 

Hen.  Silence,  I  see  thou  mean'st  to  find  none 
fit. 
I  am  sure,  nor  Lancaster,  nor  Huntington, 
Nor  P'auconbridge,  will  lay  a  hand  on  him. 
Mother,  wife,  brother,  let's  descend  the  thronOi 
Where  Henry,  as  ^  the  monarch  of  the  west 
Hath  sat  '^  amongst  his  princes  dignified. 
Father,  take  you  the  place :  see  justice  [done]. 

King.  It's  unjust  justice,  1  must  tell  thee,  son. 

Hen.  Mother,   hold   you   the   basin,   you   the 
towel : 
I  know  your  French  hearts  thirst    for    English 

blood ; 
John,  take  the  mallet ;  I  will  hold  the  knife, 
And  when  I  bid  thee  smite,  strike  for  thy  life  : 
Make  a  mark,  surgeon.    Gloster,  now  prepare  thee. 

Glo.  Tut,  I  am  ready ;  to  thy  worst  I  dare  thee. 

Hen.  Then   have   1    done   my   worst,   thrice- 
honour'd  earl, 
I  do  embrace  thee  in  affection's  arms. 

Queen.  W^hat  mean'st  thou,  Henry  1     0,  what 
means  my  son  I 

Hen.  1  mean  no  longer  to  be  lullabi'd 
In  your  seditious  anus. 

Hen.  Wife.  Mordieu  /*  Henry. 

Hen.  Mordieu  nor  devil,  little  tit  of  France, 
I  know  your  heart  leaps  at  our  heart's  mischance. 

^  Old  copy,  it.  ■  Old  copy,  set 

'  t.e.,  Mort  dt  Dieu, 
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John.  'Swounds,  Henry,  tlion  ait  mad  : 
Hex.  1  have  been  mad : 
WLat,  stamji'st  thou,  John  1  fciiow'Bt  thou  not  whii 

I  am  I 
Come,  Btamp  the  devil  out,  suck'd  from  thy  dam  t 
Queen.  I'll  curse  thee,  Heniy, 
Hen.  You're  best  be  quiet ; 
Lest,  where  we  find  you,  to  the  Tower  we  bear 

you; 
For,  being  abroad,  Eo^and  hath  cauee   to  {vnr 
you.' 
Kino.  I  am  Rtnick  dumb  with  wonder. 
Glo.  I  amoz'd,  imagine  that  I  see  a  vision. 
Hen.  Uloater,  1  gave  thee  first  this  Sklnk,  tliiti 

It's  in  thy  power  bis  life  to  spill  or  save. 

Skink.  He's  a  noble  gentleman,  I  do  not  doubt 
his  usage. 

Hen.  Stand  not  thus  wond'ring ;  princes,  kneel 
all  down. 
And  cast  your  coronets  before  his  crown. 
Down,  stubborn  Queen,  kneel  to  your  wronged 

king, 
Down,  mammet !  Leicester,  I'll  cut  off  thy  legs, 
If  thou  delay  thy  duty!  when,  proud  Johnt 

John.  Nay,  iJ  all  kneel  of  force,  I  must  be  one. 

Fau.  Now,  by  my  halidom,  a  virtuous  deed  I 

Hen.  Father,  you  see  your  most  rebellious  son, 
Stricken  with  horror  of  his  horrid  guilt. 
Requesting  sentence  fitting  hts  desert : 
O,  tread  upon  his  head,  that  trod  [upon] 
Your  heart :  I  do  deliver  up  all  dignity. 
Crown,  sceptre,  sword,  unto  your  majesty. 

King.  My  heart  surfeits  with  joy 


•  • 
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Love  Henry's  birth-day ;  he  hath  been  new-born  ; 

I  am  new-crowned,  new-settled  in  my  seat. 

Let's  all  to  th'  chapel,   there  give  thanks   and 

praise, 
Beseeching  grace  from  Heaven's  eternal  throne, 
That  England  never  know  more  prince  than  one. 

[Exeunt 


FINIS. 


